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TARGET GENERATION

THERE had been slence—for many generations. Then the silence ended.

The Mutter came at "dawn."

The Folk awoke, crouching in their beds, listening to the Muitter.

For had it not been spoken that one day would come the Mutter? And that the Mutter would be the
beginning of the End?

Jon Hoff awoke, and Mary Hoff, hiswife.

They were the only two within their cubicle, for they had no children. They were not yet alowed a
child. Before they could have a child, before there would be room for it, the el derly Joshuamust die, and
knowing thisthey had waited for his death, guilty at their ungpoken prayer that he soon must die—willing
him to die so they might have achild.

The Mutter came and ran throughout the Ship. Then the bed in which Jon and Mary crouched spun
upward from the floor and crashed againgt thewall, pinning them againgt the humming metd, while adl the
other furniture—chest and chairs and table—came crashing from floor to wall, where it cametores, as
if thewall suddenly had become the floor and the floor thewall.

The Holy Picture dangled from the celling, which amoment before had been the other wall, hung
there for amoment, swaying in the air; then it, too, crashed downward.

In that moment the Mutter ended and there was silence once again—but not the olden silence, for
athough there was no sound one could reach out and pinpoint, there were many sounds—afeding, if not
ahearing, of the sounds of surging power, of old machinery stirring back to life, of an old order, long
dormant, taking over once again.

Jon Hoff crawled out part way from beneath the bed, then straightened on hisarms, using hisback to
lift the bed so hiswife could crawl out, too. Free of the bed, they stood on the
wall-that-had-become-a-floor and saw the litter of the furniture, which had not been theirs done, but had
been used and then passed down to them through many generations.

For there was nothing wasted; there was nothing thrown away. That was the |law—or one of many
laws— that you could not waste, that you could not throw away. Y ou used everything there was, down
to thelast shred, of its utility. Y ou ate only enough food—no more, no less. Y ou drank only enough
water—no more, no less. Y ou used the same air over and over again—literdly the same air. The wastes
of your body went into the converter to be changed into something that you, or someone else, would use
again. Even the dead—you used the dead again. And there had been many dead in the long generations
from the Firgt Beginning. In months to come, some day perhaps not too distant now, Joshuawould be
added to the dead, would give over his body to the converter for the benefit of hisfelow-folk, would
return, findly and irrevocably, thelast of dl that he had taken from the community, would pay the last
debt of dl his debts—and would give Jon and Mary theright to have achild.

For there must be a child, thought Jon, standing there amidst the wreckage—there must be achild to
whom he could pass on the Letter and the Reading.

There was alaw about the Reading, too. Y ou did not read because reading was an evil art that came
from the Beginning and the Folk had, in the Great Awakening, back in the dimness of Far Past, ferreted
out this evil among many other evilsand had said it must not be.



So it was an evil thing that he must pass on, an evil«art, and yet there was the charge and
pledge—the charge of hislong-dead father had put upon him, the pledge that he had made. And
something dse aswdl: the nagging feding thet the law waswrong.

However, the laws were never wrong. There was areason for them al. A reason for the way they
lived and for the Ship and how the Ship had come to be and for those who peopled it.

Although, cometo think of it, he might not pass the letter on. He might be the one who would openit,
for it said on the outside of the envelope that it was to be opened in emergency. And this, Jon Hoff told
himsalf, might be emergency—when the silence had been broken by the Mutter and the floor became a
wall and thewall afloor.

Now there were voices from the other cubicles, frightened voicesthat cried out, and other voices that
dhrieked with terror, and the thin, high crying of the children.

"Jon," said Mary Hoff, "that was the Mutter. The End will be coming now."

"Wedo not know," said Jon. "We shdl have to wait and see. We do not know the End."

"They say . . ." sad Mary, and Jon thought that was the way it dwayswas.

They say. They say. They say.

It was spoken; it was not read nor written.

And he heard his dead father speaking once again; the memory of how he had spoken long ago came
back.

The brain and the memory will play you fase, for the memory will forget athing and twist it. But the
written word will stay forever asit was written down. It does not forget and does not change its meaning.
Y ou can depend upon the written word.

"They say," said Mary, "that the End will come swiftly when we hear the Mutter. That the starswill
no longer move but will stand till in the blackness, and that isa sure Sign the End is near a hand.”

And, he wondered, the end of what? The end of us? The end of the Ship? The end of the stars
themselves? Or, perhaps, the end of everything, of the Ship and stars and the great blacknessin which
the stars were spinning.

He shuddered to think of the end of the Folk or of the Ship, not so much that the Ship should end or
that the Folk should end, but that the beautiful, efficient, well-balanced order in which they lived should
end. For it was amarve ous thing that every function should be so ordered that there lwayswould be
enough for the Falk to live on, with never any surplus. No surplus of food or water or air, or of the Folk
themsdves, for you could not have a child until someone assigned againgt the coming of that child should
die

There were footsteps running in the corridors outside the cubicles and excited shouting, and suddenly
there was someone pounding on the door.

"Jon! Jon!" the voice shouted. "The dars are standing till!"”

"I knew it!" Mary cried. "I told you, Jon. It isasit was spoken.”

Pounding on the door!

And the door was where it should have been, where adoor logically should be, where you could
walk straight out of it to the corridor instead of climbing the now uselessladder that ran ridiculoudy to it
from the wall-that-used-to-be-the-floor.

Why didn't | think of that before? he asked himself. Why didn't | seethat it was poor planning to
climb to adoor that opened in the celling?

Maybe, he thought—maybe thisisthe way it should have been al the time. Maybe the way it had
been before waswrong. Asthe laws might well be wrong.

"I'm coming, Joe," said Jon.

He strode to the door and opened it, and he saw that what had been the wall of the corridor was
now the floor and that many doors were opening into it directly from the cubicles and that folks were
running up and down the corridor, and he thought: We can take down the ladders now, since we have no
use for them. We can feed them into the converter and that will give usthe margin that we never have.

Joe gripped him by thearm. "Comewith me," he said.

They went to one of the topsy-turvy observation blisters. The stars were standing till.



Exactly asit had been spoken, the stars were ill.

It was afrightening thing, for now you could see that the stars were not smply spinning lightsthat
seemed to move againgt the flatness of a dead-black curtain, but that they were hanging in an emptiness
that took the pit out of your stomach and made you gasp and clutch the metal of the ports, fighting to
keep your baance, fighting off the light-headedness that came upon you as you stared into agulf you
could not understand.

There were no gamesthat "day," there were no hikes, there was no revelry in the amusement lounge.

There were knots of frightened people talking. There was praying in thechapd where hung the
largest of the Holy Pictures, showing the Tree and the Flowers and the River and the House far off, with
a Sky that had cloudsin it and aWind you could not see, but only knew was there. Therewas apicking
up and astraightening up of the cubiclesin preparation for a"night” of deeping and arehanging once
again of the Holy Pictures that were the prized possession of each cubicle. There was ataking down of
ladders.

Mary Hoff rescued the Holy Picture from the debris on the floor and Jon stood one of the chairs
againgt thewall and hung it upon the wall-that-once-had-been-the-floor and wondered how it happened
that each of the Holy Pictureswas alittle different from al the others. And it was the first time he had
ever wondered that.

The Hoffs Holy Picture had a Treein it, too, and there were Sheep beneath the Tree and a Fence
and Brook, and in the corner of the picture there were some tiny Flowers, and, of course, the Grass that
ran up to the Sky.

After he had hung the picture and Mary had gone off to another cubicleto talk in horror-stricken,
old-wife fashion with some of the other women, Jon went down the corridor, strolling as casudly ashe
could so that no one would notice him, so that no one would mark any hurry in him.

But there was hurry in him—a sudden, terrible hurry that tried to push him on hke two hands against
his back.

Hetried to look asif he were doing nothing more than gentedlly killing tune. It was easy for him, for
that was al held done hisentirelife, dl that any of them had ever done. Except the few, the lucky or
unlucky ones, whichever way you might look at it, who had the hereditary jobs—tending the hydroponic
gardens* or the cattle pens or the poultry flocks.

* Hydroponicsisthe art of growing plantsin water with added chemica nutrientsinstead of soil. The
feasbility of hydroponics has been well demonstrated in many experiments, but so far has not proved in
any case | know of to be economically successful. Chemicals necessary to plant growth are carbon,
oxygen, hydrogen, nitrogen, potassium, calcium, magnesium, sulphur, phosphorus, and iron. Small
quantities of boron, zinc, manganese, and copper aso are required. Molybdenum is necessary in
extremely minute quantities. On board a spaceship, hydroponics would be an ideal way to produce food,
with the added advantage that the plant growth would aid in atmospheric engineering by absorbing
carbon dioxide and releasing oxygen. In hydroponics aboard a spaceship there would be no seasons;
cropswould be growing dl thetime. Although some insect pests might exit, to start with, these probably
would be eradicated after a human generation or less, so that the crops would be pest-free. The same
Stuation would exist so far as plant disease is concerned. Once either pests or disease were diminated
within a spaceship there would be no further danger, since reinfection from other crop areas could not
occur. Since there would be on board a spaceship nothing equivaent to sunlight, necessary for the
growth of plants, the deficiency would have to be supplied by the use of lamps—c. s.

But most of them, thought Jon, loitering hisway aong, had done no more than become expert in the
art of killing time. Like himsdlf and Joe, with their endless chess games and the careful records that they
kept of every move they made, of every move and game. And the hoursthey spent in andlyzing their play
from the records that they made, carefully annotating each decisive move. And why not? he asked
himsalf—why not record and annotate the games? What else was there to do? What €l se?

There were no people now in the corridor and it had grown dimmer, for now there were only
occasiond light bulbsto drive back the darkness. Y ears of bulb-snatching to keep the living cubicles
supplied had nearly stripped the Ship.



He cameto an observation blister and ducked into it, crouching just insde of it, waiting patiently and
watching back along histrall. He waited for the one who might have followed him and he knew there
would be no one, but there might be someone and he couldn't take the chance.

No one came, and he went on again, coming to the broken-down escal ator which went to the central
levels, and here, once again, there was something different. Always before, as he had climbed leve after
level, he had steadily lost weight, lost the pull againgt hisfeet, had svum rather than walked toward the
center of the Ship. But thistime there was no loss of weight, thistime there was no swvimming. He
trudged broken escalator after broken escaator for al the sixteen decks.

Hewent in darkness now, for here the bulbs were entirely gone, snatched or burned out over many
years. He fdt hisway upward, with his hand adong the guiderails, feding the cross-draft of the corridors
that plunged down the great Ship's length.

He came at last to the proper level and felt hisway aong until he cameto the hiding place, a
dispensary room with a pharmaceutica locker against onewall.

Hefound the proper drawer and pulled it open, and his hand went in and found the three things that
he knew were there—the L etter, the Book, and a bulb.

Heran his hand along thewal until he found the outlet, and when he found it he inserted the bulb and
there waslight in the tiny room, light upon the dust that lay across the floor and aong the counter tops,
light upon the wash basin and the sink, the empty cabinetswith their idly open doors.

Helaid the Letter face up benegth the light and read the words that were printed in block letters:

TO BE OPENED ONLY IN EMERGENCY.

He stood there for along time, congdering. There had been the Mutter. The stars were standing till.

Emergency, he thought. Thisisemergency.

For had it not been spoken that when the Mutter came and the stars stood till the End was near at
hand?

And if the End was near at hand, then it was emergency.

Helifted the Letter in hishand and held it, hesitating. When he opened it, that would be the end of it.
Therewould be no more handing down—no more of the Letter and the Reading. For thiswasthe
moment toward which the L etter had traveled down through time, from father to son for many
generations.

Sowly heturned the Letter over and ran athumbnail along the sealed edge, and the dry wax cracked
open and the flap sprang loose.

He reached in and took the message out and spread it flat upon the counter top underneath the lamp.
Heread, hislips moving to form whispered words, reading as one must read who had spelled out the
dow meaning of hiswords from an ancient dictionary:

To the son of my son many times removed:

They will havetold you and by thistime you may well believe that the shipisaway of life, that it
garted in amyth and moves toward alegend and that there is no meaning to be sought within its actuality
and no purpose.

It would befruitless for meto try to tell you the meaning or the purpose of the ship, for, while these
words are true, by themselves, they will have little weight against the perversion of the truth, which by the
tune you read this may have reached the Sature of religion.

But thereis purposein the ship, dthough even now, asthisiswritten, the purpose has been lost, and
asthe ship plungeson itsway it will remain not only lost, but buried beneath the weight of human
rationdizing.

In the day that thisisread there will be explanations of the ship and the peoplein it, but there will be
no knowledge in the explanations.

To bring the ship to its destination there must be knowledge. Thereisaway that knowledge may be
gamed. |, who will be dead, whose body will have gone back into aplant long eaten, a piece of cloth
long worn out, amolecule of oxygen, apinch of fertilizer, have preserved that knowledge for you. On the
second sheet of thisletter are the directions for the acquiring of that knowledge.

| charge you to acquire that knowledge and to useit, that the minds and lives which launched the



ship, and the others who kept it going, and those who even now reside within its walls may not have used
themsalves, nor dedicated themselves, in vain, that the dream of Man may not die somewhere far among
the sars.

Y ou will have learned by the tune you read this, even to a greater degree than | know it today, that
nothing must be wasted, nothing must be thrown away, that al resources must be guarded and
husbanded against afuture need.

And that the ship not reach its destination, that it not serve its purpose, would be awaste so grest as
to stun the imagination. It would be aterrible waste of thousands of lives, the waste of knowledge and of
hope.

Y ou will not know my name, for my name by the time you read thiswill be gone with the hand that
drivesthe pen, but my wordswill till live on and the knowledge in them and the charge.

| sgn mysdlf, your ancestor.

And therewas ascrawl that Jon could not make out.

He let the Letter drop to the dust-laden counter top and words from the L etter hammered in his
brain.

A ship that started in amyth and moved toward alegend. But that was wrong, the Letter said. There
was a purpose and there was a destination.

A degtination? What was that? The Book, he thought —the Book will tell what destinationis.

With shaking hands he hauled the Book out of the drawer and opened it to D and followed down the
columns with an unsteady finger: desquamative, dessert, destinate, destination—

Dedtination (n). The place set for the end of ajourney, or to which something is sent; aplace or point
amed at.

The Ship had a degtination. The Ship was going somewhere. The day would come when it would
reach the place that it was going. And that would be the End, of course. The Ship was going somewhere.
But how? Did the Ship move?

He shook hishead in disbelief. That the Ship moved was unbdlievable. It wasthe stars, not the Ship,
that moved.

There must be, he felt certain, another explanation. He picked up the L etter's second sheet and read
it through, but didn't understand it dll, for hisbrain wastired and befuddied. He put the L etter and the
Book and the bulb back in the drawer. He closed the drawer and fled.

They had not noticed his absence in the lower level and he moved among them, trying to be one of
them again, trying to pick up the old cloak of familiarity and wrap it around his sudden nakedness—but
he was not one of them.

A terrible knowledge had made him not one of them— the knowledge that the Ship had a purpose
and a destination—that it had started somewhere and was going somewhere and that when it got where it
was going that would be the End, not of the Folk, nor of the Ship, but only of the Journey.

He went into the lounge and stood for amoment just inside the doorway. Joe was playing chesswith
Pete and a swift anger flared within him &t the thought that Joe would play with someone e s, for Joe had
not played chess with anyone but him for many, many years. But the anger dropped quickly from him,
and he looked at the chessmen for thefirst tune, really saw them for thefirst time, and he saw that they
wereidle hunks of carven wood and that they had no part in this new world of the L etter and the
Purpose.

George was Sitting by himsalf playing solitaire and some of the others were playing poker with the
meta countersthey called "money," dthough why they cdled it money was more than anyone could tell.
It was just aname, they said, asthe Ship was the name for the ship and the Stars were what the stars
were cdled. Louise and Irmawere Stting in one corner listening to an old, amaost worn-out recording of
asong, and the shrill, pinched voice of the woman who sang screeched across the room:

"My love has goneto the stars, He will be away for long ..."

Jon walked into the room and George |ooked up from the cards. “Weve been looking for you."

"I went for awak," said Jon. "A long wak. On the center levels. It'sal wrong up there. It's up, not
in. Youdimbdl theway."



"The stars have not moved dl day,” said George.

Joe turned hishead and said, "The stlarswon't move again. Thisisasit was spoken. Thisisthe
beginning of the End."

"What isthe End?" asked Jon.

"I don't know," said Joe and went back to his game.

The End, Jon thought. And none of them know what the End will be, just asthey do not know what
ashipis, or what money is, or the sars.

"We are meeting," said George. Jon nodded.

He should have known that they would meet. They'd meet for comfort and security. They'd tell the
Story once again and they'd pray before the Picture. And 1”? he thought. And 17?

He swung from the room and went out into the corridor, thinking that it might have been best if
there'd been no Letter and no Book, for then he'd till be one of them and not a naked stranger standing
by himsalf—not aman torn with wondering which was right, the Story or the Letter.

He found his cubicle and went into it. Mary was there, stretched out on the bed, with the pillows
piled beneath her head and the dim bulb burning. "There you are," she said.

"I went for awak," said Jon.

"You missed themed,” said Mary. "Hereitis."

He saw it on the table and went there, drawing up achair. "Thanks" he said.

Sheyawned. "It was atiring day," she said. "Everyone was so excited. They are meeting.”

There was the protein yeast, the spinach and the pess, athick dice of bread and abowl of soup,
tasty with mushrooms and herbs. And the water bottle, with the carefully measured liquid.

He bent above the soup bowl, spooning the food into his mouth.

"You aren't excited, dear. Not like the rest.”

Helifted his head and looked at her. Suddenly he wondered if he might not tell her, but thrust the
thought swiftly to one side, afraid that in hislonging for human understanding hefinaly would tell her. He
must watch himsdf, he thought.

For thetelling of it would be proclaimed heresy, the denying of the Story, of the Myth and the
Legend. And once she had heard it, she, like the others, would shrink from him and he'd see the loathing
in her eyes.

With himsdlf it was different, for he had lived on the fringe of heresy for dmogt dl hislife, ever snce
that day hisfather had talked to him and told him of the Book. For the Book itself was apart of heresy.

"I have been thinking," he said, and she asked, "What isthere to think about?"

And what she said was true, of course. There was nothing to think about. It was all explained, dl
neat and orderly. The Story told of the Beginning and the beginning of the End. And there was nothing,
absolutely nothing for oneto think abouit.

There had been chaos, and out of the chaos order had been born in the shape of the Ship, and
outsde the Ship there was chaos till. It was only within the Ship that there was order and efficiency and
law—or the many laws, the waste not, want not law and all the other laws. There would be an End, but
the End was something that was till a mystery, athough there still was hope, for with the Ship had been
born the Holy Pictures and these in themsalves were a symbol of that hope, for within the picture were
the symbolism vaues of other ordered places (bigger ships, perhaps) and al of these symbol values had
come equipped with names, with Tree and Book and Sky and Clouds and other things one could not
see, but knew were there, like the Wind and Sunshine.

The Beginning had been long ago, so many generations back that the stories and the tales and
folklore of the mighty men and women of those long-gone ages pinched out with other shadowy men and
women ill misty in the background.

"| was scared at firdt," said Mary, "but | am scared no longer. Thisisthe way that it was spoken, and
there is nothing we can do except to know it isfor the best.”

He went on eating, listening to the sound of passing feet, to the sound of voices going past the door.
Now there was no hurry in the feet, no terror in the voices. It hadn't taken long, he thought, for the Folk
to settle down. Their ship had been turned topsy-turvy, but it was till for the best.



And he wondered if they might not be the oneswho wereright, after all—and the L etter wrong.

Hewould have liked to step to the door and hail some of those who were passing by so he could
talk with them, but there was no onein the Ship (not even Mary) he could talk to.

Unlessit were Joshua

He sat edting, thinking of Joshuain the hydroponic gardens, pottering around, fussing with his plants.

Asaboy, hed gone there, along with the other boys, Joe and George and Herb and dl the rest of
them, Joshua then had been a man of middle age who always had astory and some sage advice and a
smuggled tomato or aradish for ahungry boy. He had, Jon remembered, a soft gentle way of talking,
and his eyes were honest eyes, and there was agruff but winning friendliness about him.

It had been along tune, heredlized, since he'd seen Joshua. Guiilt, perhaps, hetold himself.

But Joshuawould be one who could understand the guilt. For once before he had understood.

It had been he and Joe, Jon remembered, who had sneaked in and stolen the tomatoes and been
caught and lectured by the gardener. Joe and he had been friends ever since they had been toddlers.
They had aways been together. When there was devilment afoot the two of them were sure, somehow,
to beinthe middle of it.

Maybe Joe. . . Jon shook his head. Not Joe, he thought. Even if he was hisbest friend, even if they
had been pals as boys, even if they had stood up for each other when they had been married, even if they
had been chess partners for more than twenty years— even so, Joe was not one he could tell about this
thing.

"You ill arethinking, dear,” said Mary.

"I'll quit," said Jon. "Tell me about your day."

Shetold him. What L ouise had said; and what Jane had said; and how foolish Molly was. Thewild
rumor and the terror and the dow quieting of the terror with the redlization that, whatever came, it was
for the best.

"Our Belief," she said, "isacomfort, Jon, a atimelikethis"

"Yes" sad Jon. "A great comfort, indeed.”

She got up from the bed. "I'm going down to see Louise," she said. "Y ou'll stay here?' She bent and
kissed him.

"I'll walk around until meetingtime," he said.

Hefinished hismedl, drank the water dowly, savoring each drop, then went out.

He headed for the hydroponic gardens. Joshuawasthere, alittle older, hishair alittle whiter, his
shuffle more pronounced, but with the same kind crinkle about his eyes, the same dow smile upon his
face.

And hisgreeting wasthe joke of old: "Y ou cometo steal tomatoes?'

"Not thistime," said Jon.

"Y ou and the other one."

"Hisnameis Joe"

"l remember now. Sometimes| forget. | am getting older and sometimes| forget.” His smilewas
quiet. "I won't take too long, lad. | won't make you and Mary wait."

"That's not so important now," said Jon.

"| was afraid that after what had happened you would not come to see me.”

"Itisthelaw," said Jon. "Neither you nor |, nor Mary, had anything to do with it. Thelaw isright. We
cannot changethelaw.”

Joshua put out ahand and laid it on Jon'sarm. "L ook at the new tomatoes,” he said. "They'rethe
best I've ever grown. Just ready to be picked." He picked one, the ripest and the reddest, and handed it
to Jon.

Jon rubbed the bright red fruit between his hands, feding the smooth, warm texture of it, feding the
juice of it flow beneath the skin.

"They taste better right off the vine. Go ahead and et it."

Jon lifted it to his mouth and set histeeth into it and caught the taste of it, the freshly picked taste, felt
the soft pulp diding down histhroat.



"Y ou were saying something, lad.”

Jon shook his head.

"Y ou have not been to see me since it happened,” said Joshua. "The guilt of knowing | must die
before you have a child kept you away from me. It'sahard thing, | grant—harder for you than it isfor
me. Y ou would not have come except for amatter of importance.”

Jon did not answer.

"Tonight," said Joshua, "you remembered you could talk to me. Y ou used to come and talk with me
often, because you remembered the talk you had with me when you were akid.”

"I broke thelaw," said Jon. "l cameto steal tomatoes. Joe and |, and you caught us.”

"I brokethe law just now," said Joshua. "'l gave you atomato. It was not mineto give. It was not
yoursto take. But | broke the law because the law is nothing more than reason and the giving of one
tomato does not harm the reason. There must be reason behind each law or thereis no occasion for the
law. If thereis no reason, then the law iswrong."

"But to break alaw iswrong."

"Ligen," said Joshua. ™Y ou remember this morning?"

"Of course | do."

"L ook at those tracks—the metal tracks, set deep into the meta, running up the wall."

Jon looked and saw them.

"That wdl," said Joshua, "was the floor until thismorning.”

"But thetankd They .. ."

"Exactly,” said Joshua "That's exactly what | thought. That'sthe first thing | thought when | was
thrown out of bed. My tanks, | thought. All my beautiful tanks. Hanging up there on thewall. Fastened to
the floor and hanging on the wall. With the water spilling out of them. With the plants dumped out of
them. With the chemicals all wasted. But it didn't happen that way."

He reached out and tapped Jon on the chest.

"It didn't happen that way—not because of acertain law, but because of acertain reason. Look at
the floor beneath your feet."

Jon looked down and the tracks were there, a continuation of the tracksthat ran up the wall.

"Thetanks are anchored to those tracks," said Joshua. " There are wheels enclosed within those
tracks. When the floor changed to the wall, the tanks ran down the tracks and up thewal| that became
thefloor and everything was dl right. Therewas alittle water spilled and some plants were damaged, but
not many of them.”

"It was planned,” said Jon. "The Ship .. . ."

"There must be reason to justify each law," Joshuatold him. "There wasreason hereand alaw as
well. But the law was only areminder not to violate the reason. If there were only reason you might
forget it, or you might defy it or you might say that it had become outdated. But the law supplies authority
and you follow law where you might not follow reason.

"The law said that the tracks on the wall, the old wall, that is, must be kept clear of obstacles and
must be lubricated. At timeswe wondered why, for it seemed a uselesslaw. But because it wasalaw we
followed it quite blindly and so, when the Mutter came, the tracks were clear and oiled and the tanksran
up them. There was nothing in the way of their doing o, as there might have been if we'd not followed
thelaw. For by following the law, we also followed the reason and it's the reason and not the law that
counts.”

"Y ou'retrying to tell me something," Jon said.

"I'm trying to tell you that we must follow each law blindly until we know the reason for it. And when
we know, if we ever know, the reason and the purpose, we must then be able to judge whether the
reason or the purpose is aworthy one. We must have the courage to say that it isbad, if it isbad. For if
the reason is bad, then the law itself isbad, for alaw isno more than arule designed for a certain reason
or to carry out a purpose.”

"Purpos=e?

"Certainly, lad, the purpose. For there must be some purpose. Nothing so well planned asthe Ship



could be without a purpose.”

"The Ship itsdf?'Y ou think the Ship has purpose? They say..."

"I know what they say. Everything that happens must befor the best.” He wagged his head. "There
must have been a purpose, even for the Ship. Sometime, long ago, that purpose must have been plain
and clear. But we've forgotten it. There must be certain facts and knowledge ..."

"There was knowledge in the books," said Jon. "But they burned the books.”

"There were certain untruthsin them," said the old man. "Or what gppeared to be untruths. But you
cannot judge the truth until you have the facts and | doubt they had the facts. There were other reasons,
other factors.

"I'malonely man. | have ajob to do, and not many cometo visit. | have not had gossip to distract
me athough the Ship isfull of gossp. | have thought. | have done alot of thinking. I thought about usand
the Ship. | thought about the laws and the purpose of it all.

"I have wondered what makes aplant grow, why water and chemicas are necessary to its growth. |
have wondered why we must turn on the lamps for just S0 many hours—whét isthere in the lamps that
helpsaplant to grow? But if you forget to turn them on, the plant will start to die, so | know the lamps
are needed, that the plants need, not water and chemicals alone, but the lamps as well.

"I have wondered why atomato always grows on atomato vine and why a cucumber always grows
on acucumber vine. Y ou never find atomato on a cucumber vine and there must be areason.

"Behind even so smple athing asthe growing of tomatoes there must be amass of reasons, certain
basic facts. And we do not know these facts. We do not have the knowledge.

"l have wondered what it is that makes the lamps light up when you throw the switch.

"l have wondered what our bodies do with food. How does your body use that tomato you've just
eaten? Why must we et to live? Why must we deep? How did we learn to talk?"

"l have never thought of al that," said Jon.

"Y ou have never thought at dl," said Joshua, "or dmost not at dl.”

"No one does," said Jon.

"That isthe trouble with the Ship,” the old man told him. "No one ever thinks. They while away their
time. They never dig for reasons. They never even wonder. Whatever happens must be for the best, and
that's enough for them.”

"l havejust begun to think," said Jon.

"There was something you wanted," said the old man. " Some reason that you came.”

"It doesn't matter now," said Jon. "Y ou have answered it.”

He went back, through the alleyways between the tanks, smelling the scent of green things growing,
liglening to the gurgle of the water running through the pumps. Back up the long corridors, with the sars
shining true and steady now through the portsin the observation blisters.

Reason, Joshua had said. Thereisreason and a purpose. And that had been what the Letter had
said, too— reason and a purpose. And as well astruths there will be untruths, and one must have certain
knowledge to judge athing, to say if it istrue or not.

He squared his shoulders and went on.

The meeting was well under way when he reached the chapel, and he did in quietly through the
door and found Mary there. He stood beside her and she dipped her hand in hisand smiled. "You are
late," she whispered.

"Sorry," hewhispered back, and then they stood there, Side by side, holding hands, watching the
flicker of the two great candlesthat flanked the massive Holy Picture. Jon thought that never before had
he seen it to such good advantage nor seen it quite so well and he knew that it was a great occasion
when they burned the candlesfor it.

He identified the men who sat below the Picture—Joe, hisfriend, and Greg and Frank. And he was
proud that Joe, hisfriend, should be one of the three who sat beneath the Picture, for you must be pious
and aleader to St benegth the Picture.

They had finished reciting the Beginning and now Joe got up and began to lead them in the Ending.

"We go toward an End. There will be certain sgnsthat shdl foretell the coming of the End, but of the



End itself no one may know, for itisunreveded . . ."

Jon felt Mary's hand tighten upon his and he returned the pressure, and in the press of hand to hand
hefelt the comfort of awife and of Belief and the security of the brotherhood of al the Folk.

It was acomfort, Mary had said while he had eaten the meal she had saved for him. Thereis comfort
inour Belief, sheld said. And what she had said wastrue. There was comfort in Belief, comfort in
knowing that it al was planned, that it wasfor the best, that even in the End it would be for the best.

They needed comfort, he thought. They needed comfort more than anything. They were so done,
especidly so done since the stars had stopped their spinning and stood still, Since you could stand at a
port and look out into the emptinessthat lay between the stars. Made more aone by the lack of purpose,
by thelack of knowing, athough it was acomfort to know that al wasfor the best.

"The Multter will come and the starswill stop their spin and they will stand naked and done and
bright in the depth of darkness, of the eterna darknessthat covers everything except the Folk within the
Ship...."

And that wasit, thought Jon. The speciad dispensation that gave them the comfort. The specid
knowing that they, of dl the things there were, were sheltered and protected from eterna night. Although,
he wondered, how did the special knowing come about? From what source of knowledge did it spring?
From what revelation? And blamed himself for thinking as he did, for it was not seemly that he should
think such things at meseting in the chapdl.

Hewas like Joshua, he told himself. He questioned everything. He wondered about the thingsthat he
had accepted all hislife, that had been accepted without question for al the generations.

Helifted hishead and looked at the Holy Picture—at the Tree and the Flowers and the River and the
Housefar off, with the Sky that had Cloudsin it and Wind you could not see but knew was there.

It was a pretty thing—it was beautiful. There were colorsin it he had never seen anywhere except in
the Pictures. Was there a place like that? he wondered. Or wasit only symbolism, only an idedlization of
thefinest that wasin the Folk, adidtillation of the dreams of those shut up within the Ship?

Shut up inthe Ship! He gasped that he had thought it. Shut up! Not shut up. Protected, rather.
Protected and sheltered and kept from harm, set gpart from al else which lay in the shadow of eternd
night. He bent hishead in prayer, aprayer of contriteness and self-accusation. That he should think a
thing like that!

Hefdt Mary'shand in hisand thought of the child that they would have when Joshua was deed. He
thought of the chess games he had played with Joe. He thought of the long nightsin the darkness with
Mary at hissde.

He thought of hisfather, and the long-dead words thundered in his brain. And the L etter that spoke
of knowledge and of destination and had aword of purpose.

What am | to do? he asked himsdf. Which road am | to follow? What is the Meaning and the End?

He counted the doors and found the right one and went in. The place was thick with dust, but the
light bulb still survived. Againg the farther wall was the door that was mentioned in the instruction sheet
enclosed within the Letter—the door with the did built into its center. A vault, the ingtruction sheet had
sad.

Hewalked across the floor, leaving footprints behind him in the dust, and knelt before the door. With
his shirtdeeve he wiped the dust from the lock and read the numbers there. He laid the sheet upon the
floor and grasped the did. Turn theindicator first to 6, then to 15, back to 8, then to 22 and findly to 3.
Hedid it carefully, following theingtructions, and at thefina turn to 3 he heard the faint chucking sound of
sted tumblers dropping into place.

He grasped the handle of the door and tugged, and the door came open dowly, because it was
heavy. He went insde and thumbed the switch and the lights came on, and everything was exactly asthe
instruction sheet had said. There was the bed and the machine beside it and the great stedl box standing
in one corner.

Thear wasfoul, but there was no dust, since the vault was not tied in with the air-conditioning
system which through centuries had spread the dust through al the other rooms.

Standing there done, in the glare of the bulb, with the bed and machine and great stel box before



him, terror came upon him, aravening terror that shook him even as hetried to stand erect and taut to
keep it away from him—a swift backlash of fear garnered from the many generations of unknowing and
uncaring.

Knowledge—and there was afear of knowledge, for knowledge was an evil thing. Y ears ago they
had decided that, the ones who made decisions for the Ship, and they had made alaw against Reading
and they had burned the books.

The Letter said that knowledge was a necessary thing.

And Joshua, stlanding beside the tomato tank, with the other tanks and their growing things about
him, had said that there must be reason and that knowledge would disclose the reason.

But it was only the L etter and Joshua—only the two of them againgt all the others, only the two of
them against the decision that had been made many generations back.

No, he said, talking to himsdlf, no, not those two alone —but my father and his father before him and
fathers before that, handing down the L etter and the Book and the art of Reading. And he, himsdlf, he
knew, if he had had a child, would have handed him the L etter and the Book and would have taught him
how to read. He could envision it—the two of them crouched in some obscure hiding place benegath the
dim glow of abulb, dowly studying out the way that |etters went together to form the words, doing a
thing that was forbidden, continuing a chain of heresy that had snaked itsway throughout the Folk for
many generations.

And here, finally, was the end result, the bed and machine and the grest stedd box. Here, at last, was
thething towhichit dl had pointed.

He went to the bed, approaching it gingerly, asif it might be a hidden trap. He poked and prodded it
and it was abed and nothing more.

Turning from the bed to the machine he went over it carefully, checking the wiring contacts asthe
ingructions said he should, finding the cap, finding the switches, checking on other vitd points. He found
two loose contact points and he tightened them, and finally, after some hesitation, he threw on thefirst
switch, asthe ingtructions said he should, and the red light glowed.

So hewasdl ready.

He climbed into the bed and took up the cap and set it on his head, twisting it securely into place.
Then helay down and reached out and snapped on the second switch and there was alullaby.

A lullaby, asinging, atune running in his brain and a sense of gentle rocking and of drowsiness.

Jon Hoff went to deep.

He woke and there was knowledge.

A dow, painful groping to recognize the place, the wall without the Holy Picture, the strange machine,
the strange thick door, the cap upon his head.

His hands went up and took off the cap and he held it, staring at it, and dowly he knew what it was.
Bit by painful bit, it al came back to him, the finding of the room, the opening of the vaullt, checking the
machine and lying down with the cap tight upon his head.

The knowledge of where he was and why he was there—and a greater knowledge. A knowing of
things he had not known before. Of frightening things.

He dropped the cap into hislap and sat stark upright, with his hands reaching out to grasp the edges
of the bed.

Space! An emptiness. A mighty emptiness, filled with flaming sunsthat were caled the sars. And
across that space, across the stretches of it too vast to be measured by the mile, too greet to be
measured by anything but light-years, the space crossed by light in the passage of ayear, sped athing
that was called a ship—not the Ship, Ship with acapital S, but smply a ship, one of many ships.

A ship from the planet Earth—not from the sunitsdlf, not from the star, but from one of many planets
that circled round the star.

It can't be, hetold himsdlf. It smply cannot be. The Ship can't move. There can't be space. There
can't be emptiness. We can't be asingle dot, alost and wandering mote in the immensity of auniversa
emptiness, dwarfed by the stars that shine outsde the port.

Because if that were S0, then they stood for nothing. They were just casual factorsin the universe.



Even lessthan casud factors. Lessthan nothing. A smear of wandering, random life lost amid the
countless stars.

He swung hislegs off the bed and sat there, staring at the machine.

Knowledge stored in there, he thought. That's what the instruction sheet had said. Knowledge stored
on spools of tape, knowledge that was drummed into the brain, that wasimpressed, implanted, grafted
on the brain of adesping man.

And thiswas just the beginning. Thiswas only thefirst lesson. Thiswas just the sart of the old dead
knowledge scrapped so long ago, aknowledge stored against aday of need, aknowledge hid away.
And it washis. It lay upon the spoals, it lay within the cap. It was histo take and histo use—and to what
purpose? For there was no need to have the knowledge if there were no purposeinit.

And wasit true? That was the question. Was the knowledge true? How could you know atruth?
How could you recognize an untruth?

There was no way to know, of course—not yet was there away to know the truth. Knowledge
could be judged by other knowledge, and he had buit little knowledge—more than anyone within the ship
had had for years, yet till o little knowledge. For somewhere, he knew, there must be an explanation
for the stars and'for the planetsthat circled around the stars and for the space in which the starswere
placed—and for the Ship that sped between the sars.

The Letter had said purpose and it had said destination and those were the two things he must
know—the purpose and the destination.

He put the cap back in its place and went out of the vault and locked the door behind him, and he
walked with adightly surer stride, but still with the sense of guilt riding on his shoulders. For now he had
broken not only the spirit, but the letter of the law—he was breaking the law for areason and he
suspected that the reason and the purpose would wipe out the law.

He went down the long flights of the escalator stairsto the lower levels.

Hefound Joein thelounge, Saring at the chess board with the pieces set and ready.

"Where have you been?" asked Joe. "l've been waiting for you."

"Just around,” said Jon.

"Thisisthree days,” said Joe, "you've been just around.” Helooked a Jon quizzically.

"Remember the hell we used to raise?" he asked. "The steding and the tricks?”

"l remember, Joe."

"Y ou dways got afunny look about you, just before we went off on one of our pranks. Y ou have
that samelook now."

"I'm not up to any pranks," said Jon. "I'm not stedling anything.”

"Weve been friendsfor years," said Joe. "Y ou've got something on your mind. .. ."

Looking down at him, Jon tried to see the boy, but the boy was gone. Instead was the man who sat
beneath the Picture, the man who read the Ending, the pious man, the good man, aleader of the Ship's
community.

He shook his head. "I'm sorry, Joe."

"l only want to help.”

But if he knew, thought Jon, he wouldn't want to help. He'd look at me in horror, heldd report meto
the chapel, he'd be thefirst to cry heresy. For it was heresy, there was no doubt of that. It was adenial
of the Myth, it was aripping away of the security of ignorance, it was arefutation of the belief that dl
would be for the best, it was saying they could no longer sit with folded hands and rely upon the planned
order of the Ship.

"Let'splay agame," he said with resolve.

"That's the way you want it, Jon?" demanded Joe.

"That'stheway | want it."

"Your move," said Joe.

Jon moved his queen pawn. Joe stared at him. ™Y ou play aking's pawn game."

"I changed my mind," said Jon. "I think this opening's better."

"Asyouwish," said Joe.



They played. Joe won without any trouble.

At ladt, after days of lying on the bed and wearing the cap, of being lullabied to deegp and waking
with new knowledge, Jon knew the entire story.

He knew about the Earth and how Earthmen had built the ship and sent it out to reach the stars, and
he understood alittle about the reaching for the stars that had driven humansto plan the ship.

He knew about the selection and the training of the crew and the careful screening that had gone into
the picking of the ancestors of the colonists-to-be, the biological recommendations that had determined
their mating so that when the fortieth generation should finally reach the stars they would be a hardy race,
efficient and ready to dedl with the problemsthere.

He knew about the educational setup and the books that had been intended to keep knowledge
intact, and he had some dight acquaintance with the psychology involved in the entire project.

But something had gone wrong. Not with the ship, but with the peopleinit.

The books had been fed into the converter. The Myth had risen and Earth had been forgotten. The
knowledge had been lost and legend had been substituted. In the span of forty generations the plan had
been lost and the purpose been forgotten and the Folk lived out their lives in the sure and sane belief that
they were salf-contained, that the Ship was the beginning and the end, that by some divineintervention
the Ship and the peoplein it had comeinto being, and that their ordered liveswere directed by a
worked-out plan in which everything that happened must be for the best.

They played chess and cards and listened to old music, never questioning for amoment who had
invented cards or chess or who had created music. They whiled away not hours, but lives, with long
gossiping, and told old stories, and swapped old yarns out of other generations. But they had no history
and they did not wonder and they did not ook ahead—for everything that happened would be for the
begl*

* Theimportance of written records as opposed to memory insofar as accuracy is desirable was
pointed out many years ago by Sir George Cornewall Lewis, the British historian, who made an
exhaudtive study of the credibility of early Roman history. Asaresult of thisstudy, Lewisarived a the
conclusion that atradition of apast event is not transmitted oraly from generation to generation with
anything like accuracy of detail for more than a century, and in most instances for a considerably lesser
period. Therefore, on athousand-year flight, if written records were not kept, it is extremely likely that
Earth would be forgotten or, at best, would exist only asalegend. A thousand years, in thisday of
multibillion financing, seemsasmall number and is easy to say or write, but isterribly long in actud time.
The time since the invasion of England by William the Conqueror is not yet athousand years. America
was discovered by the Vikings not quite athousand years ago, by Columbus less than haf athousand
years ago. If records had not been kept of the Columbus voyage or of the Norman invasion, they would
now be forgotten incidents and subject to the speculation of historian theorigts. Asitis, the Viking
voyagesto Americaare very imperfectly known, since only fragments of their record exist, written down
many years after the event from the sagas which commemorated them—C. S.

For year on empty year the Ship was dl they had known. Even before the first generation had died
the Earth had become amisty thing far behind, not only in time and space, but in memory aswell. There
was no loyalty to Earth to keep dive the memory of the Earth. There was no loyalty to the Ship, because
the Ship had no need of it.

The Ship was amother to them and they nestled init. The Ship fed them and sheltered them and kept
them safe from harm.

There was no place to go. Nothing to do. Nothing to think about. And they adapted.

Babies, Jon Hoff thought. Babies cuddling in amother's arms. Babies prattling old storied rhymes on
the nursery floor. And some of the rhymes were truer than they knew.

It had been spoken that when the Mutter came and the stars stood till the End was near at hand.

And that was true enough, for the stars had moved because the Ship was spuming on itslongitudinal
axisto afford artificid gravity.

But when the Ship neared the destination, it would automeatically hat the spin and resumeits norma
flight, with things called gyroscopes taking over to provide the gravity.



Even now the Ship was plunging down toward the star and the solar system a which it had been
amed. Plunging down upon it if—and Jon Hoff sweeted as he thought of it—if it had not dready
overshot its mark.

For the people might have changed, but the Ship did not. The Ship did not adapt. The Ship
remembered when its passengersforgot. True to the taped instructions that had been fed into it more than
athousand years before, it had held its course, it had retained the purpose, it had kept its rendezvous,
and even now it neared its destination.

Automatic, but not entirely automatic. It could not establish an orbit around the target planet without
the help of ahuman brain, without a human hand to tell it what to do. For athousand yearsit might get
aong without its human, but in the find moment it would need him to completeits purpose. And |, Jon
Hoff told himsdlf, | am that man. One man. Could one man do it? He thought about the other men. About
Joe and Herb and George and dl the rest of them, and there was none of them that he could trust, no one
of them to whom he could go and tell what he had done.

He held the Ship within hismind. He knew the theory and the operation, but it might take more than
theory and more than operation. It might take familiarity and training. A man might haveto livewith aship
before he could runit. And thereéd be no timefor himto live withiit.

He stood beside the machine that had given him the knowledge, with al the tape run through it now,
with its purpose findly accomplished, as the L etter had accomplished its purpose, as Mankind and the
Ship would accomplish theirsif his brain was clear and his hand was steady. And if he knew enough.

There was yet the chest standing in the corner. He would open that—and finally it would be done. All
that those others could do for him would then be done and the rest would depend on him.

Moving dowly, he kndlt before the chest and opened thelid.

There wererolls of paper, many rolls of it, and beneath the paper, books, dozens of books, and in
one comer aglassite capsule enclosing a piece of mechanism that he knew could be nothing but agun,
athough held never seen one.

He reached for the glassite capsule and lifted it, and benegth the capsule was an envelope with one
word printed onit: KEY'S.

Hetook the envelope and tore it open and there were two keys. The tag on one said: CONTROL
ROOM:; the tag on the other: ENGINE ROOM.

He put the keysin his pocket and grasped the glassite capsule. With aquick twitch, hewrenched it in
two. Therewasalittle puffing sound as the vacuum within the tube puffed out, and the gunlay in his
hands.

It was not heavy, but heavy enough to give it authority. It had alook of strength about it and alook
of grim crudty, and he grasped it by the butt and lifted it and pointed, and he felt the ancient surge of
vicious power—the power of Man, the kille—and he was ashamed.

Helaid the gun back in the chest and drew out one of the rolls of paper. It crackled, protesting, as he
gently unrolled it. It was adrawing of some sort, and he bent above it to make out what it was, worrying
out the printed words that went with the Ikies.

He couldn't make head or tail of it, so he put it down and it rolled Into acylinder again asif it were
dive

Hetook out another one and unrolled it, and thistimeit was a plan for a section of the Ship.

Another one and another one, and they were sections of the Ship, too—the corridors and escaators,
the observation blisters, the cubicles.

And findly he unrolled one that showed the Ship itself, a cross-section of it, with dl the cubiclesin
place and the hydroponic gardens. And up in the nose the control room, and in the back the engine
rooms.

He spread it out and studied it and it wasn't right, until hefigured out that if you cut off the control
room and the engine room it would be. And that, he told himself, was the way it should be, for someone
long ago had locked both control and engine rooms to keep them safe from harm—to keep them safe
from harm againgt thisvery day.

To the Folk, the engine room and control room had smply not existed, and that was why, he told



himsdlf, the blueprint had seemed wrong.

Helet the blueprint roll up unaided and took out another one, and thistune it was the engine room.
He studied it, crinkling hisbrow, trying to make out what was there, and while there were certain
ingtdlations he could guess at, there were many that he couldntt.

He made out the converter and wondered how the converter could be in alocked engine room when
they'd used it dl these years. But findly he saw that the converter had two openings, one beyond the
hydroponic gardens and the other within the engine room itsdlf.

Helet go of the blueprint and it rolled up, just like dl the others. He crouched there, rocking on his
toesalittle, staring at the blueprints, thinking: If there were any further proof needed to convince me,
thereliesthat ample proof.

Plans and blueprints for the ship. Plans dreamed by men and drawn by human hands. A dream of
gars drawn on apiece of paper. No divine intervention. No myth. Just S mple human planning.

He thought of the Holy Pictures and he wondered what they were. They, too—could they, too, be as
wide of the mark asthe story of the Myth? And if they were, it seemed a shame. For they were such a
comfort. And the Belief aswell. It had been acomfort, too.

He crouched in the smallness of the vault, with the machine and bed and chest, with the rolled-up
blueprints at hisfeet, and brought up his arms across his chest and hugged himself in what was dmost
abject pity.

He wished that he had never started. He wished there had been no Letter. He wished that he were
back again, in theignorance and security. Back again, playing chess with Joe.

Joe said, from the doorway, " So thisis where you've been hiding out.”

He saw Joe's feet, planted on the floor, and he let his eyes move up, following Joe's body until he
reached hisface. The smile wasfrozen there. A half-smiled smile frozen solid on Joe's face.

"Bookd" said Joe.

It was an obscene word. Theway Joe said it, it was an obscene word. Asif one had been caught in
some unmentionable act, surprised with adirty thought dangling naked in one's mind.

"Joe—" said Jon.

"Y ou wouldn't tell me," said Joe. "Y ou said you didn't want my help. | don't wonder that you didn't . .

"Joe, ligten—"

" Sneaking off with books," said Joe.

"Look, Joe. Everything'sal wrong. People like us made this ship. It isgoing somewhere. | know the
meaning of theEnd . .."

The wonder and the horror were gone from Jo€'s face now. It had become bleak. It was ajudge's
face. It towered above him and there was no mercy in it—not even any pity.

Joe turned around swiftly, leaping for the door.

"Joe! Wait aminute, Joe!" But he was gone.

The sound of hisfeet came back, the sound of them running along the corridor, heading for the
escaator that would take him down to theliving levels.

Running back and going down to cry up the pack. To send them tonguing through the entire ship
hunting down Jon Hoff. And when they caught Jon Hoff . . .

When they caught Jon Hoff that would be the End for dways. That would make the End the kind of
unknown End that was spoken in the chapel. For there would be no other—there would never be
another who would know the Meaning and the Purpose and the Destination.

And because of that, thousands of men and women would have died in vain. The swest and genius
and longing of the people who had launched the ship would have been for nothing.

It would be aterrible waste. And wasting was acrime. Y ou must not waste. Y ou must not throw
away. And that meant human lives and dreams aswell asfood and water.

Jon's hand reached out and grasped the gun and hisfingerstightened on it astherage grew in him,
the rage of desperation, the last-hope rage, the momentary, almost bunded madness of aman who sees



the rug of life being deliberately jerked from beneath hisfeet.

Although it was not hislife alone, but thelives of dl the others—Mary'slife, and Herb'sand Louise's
and Joshuas aswell.

Hewas running at full tilt when he went out the door and he skidded as he made the sharp right-angle
turn into the corridor. He flung himsalf in the direction of the escalator and in the darkness felt the treads
beneath hisfeet, and he breathed a thankfulness for the many times he had gone from the living quarters
to the center of the Ship, feding hisway in darkness. For now he was at home in the darkness and that
was an advantage he had that Joe did not possess.

He hurled himself down the stairs, skidded and raced aong the corridor, found the second
flight—and ahead of him he heard the running, stumbling footsteps of the man who fled ahead of him.

In the next corridor, he knew, therewas asingle lamp, burning dimly at the end of the corridor. If he
could reach the corridor intime....

He went down the treads, one hand on therail to keep himsdf from falling, scarcely touching the
treads, diding down rather than running.

He hit the floor in acrouch, bent low, and there, outlined againgt the dimly burning lamp, wasa
running figure. Helifted the gun and pressed the button, and the gun legped in his hands and the corridor
suddenly wasfilled with flame.

Thelight blinded him for a second and he remained crouching there, and the thought ran through him:
I've killed Joe, my friend.

Except it wasn't Joe. It wasn't the boy he'd grown up with. It wasn't the man who had sat opposite
him at the chess board. It was not Joe, hisfriend. It was someone € se—a man with ajudge's face, aman
who had run to cry up the pack, aman who would have condemned them dl to the End that was
unknown.

Hefdt somehow that he was right, but nevertheless he trembled.

His sight came back and there was a huddled blackness on the floor.

And now his hand was shaking and he crouched there without moving and felt the sickness heaving at
his stomach and the weakness crawl aong his body.

Y ou must not waste.

Y ou must not throw away.

Those were spoken laws. But there were other laws that never had been spoken because there had
been no need to speak them. They had not spoken you must not steal another'swife, they had not
spoken you must not bear fal se witness, they had not spoken you must not kill—for those were crimes
that had been wiped out long before the star-ship had |eaped away from Earth.

Those were the laws of decency and good taste. And he had broken one of them. He had killed a
fellow man. He had killed hisfriend.

Except, he told himsdlf, he was not my friend. He was an enemy—the enemy of dl of us.

Jon Hoff stood erect and stopped his body's shaking. He thrust the gun into hisbelt and walked
woodenly down the corridor toward the huddle on the floor.

The darkness made it alittle easier, for he could not see what lay there aswell asif it had been light.
Theface lay against the floor and he could not see the face. It would have been harder had the face
stared up at him.

He stood there considering. In just alittle while the Folk would miss Joe and would start to hunt for
him. And they must not find him. They must never know. Theideaof killing had long since been wiped
away; there could be no suggestion of it. For if one man killed, no matter how or why, then there might
be otherswho would kill. If one man sinned, his snning must be hidden, for from one snning might come
other snning, and when they reached the new world, when (and if) they reached the target planet, they
would need dl theinner strength, al the fellowship and fellow-security they could muster up.

He could not hide the body, for there was no hiding place but could be found. He could not feed it to
the converter because he could not reach the converter. To reach it hed have to go through the
hydroponic gardens.

But no, of course, he wouldn't. There was another way to reach the converter—through the engine



room.

He patted his pocket and the keys were there. He bent and grasped Joe and recoiled at the touch of
the flesh, gtill warm. He shrank back against the metal wall and stood there, and his ssomach churned and
the guilt of what held done hammered in his head.

He thought of hisfather talking to him—the granite-faced old man—and he thought of the man, far
back, who had written the L etter, and he thought of al the others, who had passed it on, committing
heresy for the sake of truth, for the sake of knowledge and salvation.

There had been too much ventured, too much dared and braved, too many londly nights of
wondering if what one did wasright, to lose it now because of squeamish-ness or guilt.

Hewalked out from the wall and grasped the body and dung it on his shoulder.

It dangled. It gurgled. Something wet and warm trickled down his back.

He gritted histeeth to keep them from chattering. And he staggered aong beneath his burden,
climbing the long-tilled esca ators, clopping along the corridors, heading for the engine room.

At last he reached the door and laid the burden down to fumble for the keys. He found them and
selected the right one and turned it in the door, and when he pushed against the door it swung dowly
open. A gust of warm air came out and dapped him in the face. Lights glowed brightly and therewas a
humming song of power and the whine of spinning metd.

He reached down and lifted Joe again and went in and closed the door. He stood staring down the
long paths that ran between the grest machines.

There was one machine that spun, and he recognized it—a gyroscope, astabilizer hanging in its
gimbals, humming toitsalf.

How long, he wondered, how long would it take aman to understand al there was to know about all
these massive, intricate machines? How far, he wondered, have we falen from the knowledge of a
thousand years ago?

And the thing he carried dangled on his shoulder, and he heard the dow, deliberate dripping of the
warm, sticky liquid splashing on the floor.

Horror and wonder—agoing back. A going back through a thousand years to a knowledge that
could build machineslike these. A going back much farther to an ingtability of human emotionsthat would
drive one man to kill another man.

| must berid of him, Jon Hoff thought bitterly. | must berid of him. But | never will be. When he has
disappeared; when he has become something other than what he is, when the substances of him have
become something elsg, | till shall not berid of him. Never!

Hefound the converter door and braced himself in front of it. He tugged at the door. It stuck, and he
jerked at it and it came free. The maw gaped, large enough to take a human body, and from behind the
baffles he could hear the roaring of the power and imagined that he caught the hellish flicker of the
ravening fire. He balanced the body on his shoulder and did it off as gently -as he could, feeding it to the
maw. He gaveit afina push and closed the door and trod hard upon the feeder mechanism.

The deed findly was done.

He reded back from the converter's face and mopped his brow and now the burden was gone, but it
gill waswith him. Asit awayswould be, he thought. Asit dwayswould be.

The footsteps came at him, and he did not swing around to face them, for he knew whose the
footsteps were—the ghostly footsteps that would dog him dl hislife—the footsteps of guilt waking in his
mind.

A voice sad, "Lad, what have you done?'

Jonsaid, "l havekilled aman. | havekilled my friend." And he swung around to face the footsteps
and the voice, because neither was a ghost.

Joshua said, "Therewas areason for it, lad?"

"A reason,” said Jon Hoff. "A reason and a purpose.”

"You need afriend,” Joshuasaid. "Y ou need afriend, my boy."

Jon nodded. "I found the purpose of the Ship. And the destination. He found me out. He was going
to denounce me. I—I—"



"Youkilled him."

"I thought, Onelifeor dl?1 took only onelife. He would have taken dl."

They stood for along moment, facing each other.

The old man sad, "It isnot right to teke alife. It isnot right nor proper.”

He stood there, stumpy and stolid, against the background of the engines, but there was something
vitd in him, somedriving force within him astherewasin the engines.

"Nor isit right,” he said, "to condemn the Folk to afate that was not intended. It isnot right to let a
purpose go by default and ignorance.”

He asked. "The purpose of the Ship? It isagood purpose?’

"I do not know," said Jon. "I can't be sure. But at least it isapurpose. A purpose, any purpose, is
better than none at al." He raised his head and brushed back his hair, plastered down with swest across
his brow.

"All right,” hesaid. "I'll go dong with you. I've taken onelife. I'll not take any more.”

Joshua spoke dowly, gently. "No, lad. | am the one who goes aong with you.”

To seethe great depth of the emptinessin which the stars blazed liketiny, eterna watch fireswas
bad enough when one looked out ablister port. To seeit from the control room, where the grest glass
plate opened out into the very jaws of space, was something else again.

Y ou could look down and down and there was no bottom, and you could look up or out and there
was no stopping, and one moment you would swear that a certain star could be reached for and plucked,
and the next moment it was S0 far away that your brain spun with the very thought of distance.

The sarswerefar.

All but one of them. And that one blazed, aflaming sun, off toward the |ft.

Jon Hoff flicked aglance at Joshua, and the old man's face was frozen in a mask that was disbelief
and fear and something touching horror.

And, hethought, | knew. | knew what it might belike. | had someidea. But he had none at all.

He pulled his eyesfrom the vision plate and saw the banks of instruments, and his ssomach seemed to
turn over and hisfingerswere dl thumbs.

No timeto live with the Ship, hetold himself. No timeto get to know it asit redly is. What must be
done he must do by intellect done, by the sketchy knowledge impressed upon his brain—abrain that
was not trained or ready, that would not be trained and ready for many years.

"What are weto do?" Joshuawhispered. "Lad, what are we to do?"

And Jon Hoff thought: What are -we to do?

Hewalked dowly forward and mounted the stepsto the chair that said NAVIGATOR on the back
of it.

Sowly he hoisted himsdlf into the chair, and it seemed that he sat on the edge of spaceitsdlf, that he
sat upon a precipice from which at any moment he might dip off and tumble into space.

He put his hands down carefully and gripped the chair's arms and hung on tight and fought to orient
himsdlf, to know that he sat in anavigator's chair and that in front of him were trips and buttons that he
could press or trip, and that the pressing and the tripping of them would send signdsto the pulsing engine
room.

"That gtar,” said Joshua. "That big one off to the left. The burning one..."

"All thegarsare burning.”

"But that one. Thebig one...."

"That's the one we headed for a thousand years ago,” said Jon. And he hoped it was. He wished he
could be certain that it wasthe one.

Even ashethought it, bells of darm wereringing in hisbrain. There was something wrong. Something
very wrong.

Hetried to think, but space was too close to think, space was, too big and empty and there was no
use of thinking. One could not outwit space. One could not fight space. It wastoo big and crudl. Space
did not care. It had no mercy init. It did not care what happened to the ship or the peopleinit.

The only oneswho had ever cared had been the people back on Earth who had launched the Ship,



and, for alittle while, the Folk who rode the Ship. And finaly, he and one old man. They two againg dl
space. The only ones who cared.

"It'sbigger than the others,” said Joshua. "We are closer to it.”

That was what waswrong! That waswhat had rung the darm within his mind. The star was far too
close—it shouldn't be that close!

He wrenched his eyes from space and looked down at the control board, and all he saw wasa
meaningless mass of trips and levers, banks of buttons, rows of dials.

He watched the board and dowly his mind began to sort it out, to make some sense of it, the
knowledge the machine had pounded into him beginning to take over. He read the dias and he got some
knowledge from them. He located certain controls that he had to know about. Mathematics rose
unbidden in hisbrain and did anightmare dance.

It was useless, hetold himself. It had been agood idea, but it hadn't worked. Y ou couldn't educate a
man by amachine. Y ou couldn't pound into him the knowledge necessary to navigate aship.

"l can't doit, Joshua," he cried. "It'simpossibleto do it.”

Where were the planets? he wondered. How could he find the planets? And when he found them, if
he found them, what would he do then?

The Ship wasfaling toward the sun.

Hedidn't know whereto look for planets. And they were going too fast—they were going far too
fast. Swest burst out upon him, beading his brow and running down hisface, dripping from his armpits.

"Takeit easy, lad. Takeit easy now."

Hetried to take it easy, but it didn't work. He reached down and did open the tiny drawer beneath
the control pandl. There was paper there and pencils. He took out a sheet of paper and apencil. He
jotted down the readings on the dids. absolute velocity; increase of velocity; distance from the gar;
angular approach to the gtar.

There were other readings, but those were the essential ones, those were the ones that counted.

And one thought rose in his brain, one thought that had been impressed upon it time after time: To
navigate aship isnot ameatter of driving it toward a certain point, but of knowing whereit will be at any
timewithin theimmediate future.

He made his cdculations, the mathematics struggling upward into his consciousness. He made the
caculations and he made a graph and then reached out and pushed a control lever forward two notches
and hoped that he wasright.

"You aremaking it out?" Joshua asked.

Jon shook his head. "Well know—an hour from now well know."

A dight increase in thrust to keep the Ship from plunging too close toward the sun. Skirting the sun
and curving back, under the attraction of the sun, making along wide loop out into space, and then back
toward the sun again. That was the way it worked—that was the way he hoped it worked. That wasthe
way the machine had told him it might work.

He sat there limp, wondering about the strange machine, wondering how much reliance you could put
in tape running on a spool and a cap clamped on your head.

"WElIl be herealong time," said Joshua

Jon nodded. "I am afraid so, Joshua. It will takealong time.”

"Then," the old man said, "I'll go and get somefood." He started toward the door, then turned back.

"Mary?' he asked.

Jon shook hishead. "Not yet. Let'sleavethem in peace. If wefail. .."

"Wewont fail." Jon spoke sharply. "If wedo, it's best they never know."

"Y ou may beright," the old man said. "I'll go and get thefood.”

Two hourslater Jon knew that the Ship would not crash the sun. It would come close, amost too
close for comfort—only amillion miles or so away—but the Ship's velocity would be such that it would
skim past the sun and climb out into space again, pulled to one side by the attraction of the sun, fighting
outward againgt the pull of the flaming star, dropping off its speed on the upward, outward haul.

Withitsflight path curved inward by the sun, it would establish an orbit—a highly dangerous orbit,



for on the next swing around, left to its own devices, the ship would crash the sun.

Between the time that it passed the sun and curved inward once again he must establish control over
it, but the important thing was that he had bought some time. Without the added two notches of velocity
he had gained by the shoving of the lever, he was sure, the ship elther would have plunged into the sun or
would have established atightening orbit about it from which even the fantastic power of the mighty
engines could not have pulled it free.

He had time and he had some knowledge, and Joshua had gone to bring some food. He had time
and he had to use the time. He had the knowledge, lying somewhere in hisbrain, planted there, and he
must dig it up and put it to thejob for which it was intended.

He was calmer now and alittle surer of himself. And he wondered, in his own awkwardness, how
the men who had launched the ship from Earth, the men who had watched and tended it before the
Ignorance, could have shot so closely. Chance, perhaps, for it would have been impossible to shoot a
thousand-year-long missle a atiny target and have it hold its course—or would it have been possible?

Automatic .. . . automatic . . . automatic . . . theword thrummed in his brain. The single word over
and over again. The ship was automatic. It ran itsdlf, it repaired itsdlf, it serviced itsdlf, it held trueto the
target. It needed . only the hand and brain of Manto tell it what to do. Do this, the hand and brain of
Man would say, and the Ship would do it. That was dl that was needed—the smpletelling of
indructions.

The problem was how to tell the Ship. What and how to tell it. And there were certain facts that
haunted him about the telling of the Ship.

He got down from the navigator's chair and prowled about the room. There was athin fine dust on
everything, but when he rubbed his deeve dong the meta, the metal shone as brightly as on that day it
had been ingtaled.

He found things, and some of them he knew and recognized and some of them he didn't. But, most
important, he found the tel escope, and after sometrials and errors, he remembered how to operateit.
And now he knew how to find the planets—if thiswas the target star and there were any planets.

Three hours gone and Joshua had not returned. It was too long to be gone just to get some food. Jon
paced up and down the room, fighting down his fears. Something had happened, something must have
happened to the old man.

He went back to the telescope and began the work of running down the planets. It was hard work
and purposeless at firdt, but bit by bit, with the handling of the instruments, the facts Sarted drifting up
into his consciousness.

He found one planet—and there was a knock upon the door. He I eft the telescope and strode across
the room.

The corridor wasfull of people, and al at once they were shouting at him, shouting hateful words,
and theroaring of their voices was ablast of anger and of condemnation that sent him back a step.

In front were Herb and George and behind them all the others—men and women both. He looked
for Mary, but he didn't see her.

The crowd surged forward and there was hatred and loathing on th/k faces, and the fog of fear
came out of them and struck deep into Jon Hoff.

His hand went down to his waistband and closed upon the gun butt and he dragged the weapon free.
Hetilted the gun downward and stabbed at the button, just one quick, light stab. Light bloomed out and
filled the doorway, and the crowd went redling back. The door itself was blackened and there was the
amdl of blistered paint.

Jon Hoff spoke evenly. "Thisisagun,” hesaid. "Withit I can kill you. Withit I will kill you if you
interfere. Stand back. Go back where you came.”

Herb took aforward step and stopped. "Y ou are the onewho isinterfering,” he declared. He took
another step.

Jon brought the gun up and lined itssightson him.

"I'vekilled oneman," hesaid, "and I'll kill another." And he thought, So easy to tak of killing, of
taking human life. So ready to do it, now that I've killed once.



"Joeismissng,” said Herb. "We have been hunting for him."

"Y ou need to hunt no more,”" said Jon.

"But Joewasyour friend.”

"And s0 areyou," said Jon. "But the purposeistoo big for friendship. Y ou're with me or againgt me.
Thereisno middle ground.”

"WEell read you out of chapd.”

"You'l read me out of chapd," said Jon, mocking him.

"WEell exileyouto the centrd ship.”

"Weve been exiled dl our lives," said Jon. "For many generations. And we didn't even know it. We
didn't know, I tell you. And because we didn't know, we fixed up a pretty story. Wefixed up a pretty
gtory, and we convinced ourselves of it and welived by it. And when | come aong and show you it was
no more than a pretty story, dreamed up because we had to have a story— had to have, | say—you are
ready to read me out of chapel and to exile me. Y ou'll haveto do better than that, Herb. Much better
than that."”

He patted the gun. "' can do better than that,”" he said.

"Jon, you are mad."

"And you areafool," said Jon.

At first he had been afraid, then he had been angry, and now there was only contempt—only
contempt for them, huddled in the corridor, voicing feeble threats. "What did you do with Joshua?' he
asked.

"Wetied him up,” said Herb.

"Go back and untie him and send me up somefood," he said.

They wavered. He made a threatening motion with the gun. "Go," he said.

They ran.

He dammed the door and went back to the tel escope.

He found six planets, and two had atmospheres, No. 2 and No. 5. Helooked at hiswatch, and
many hours had gone by. Joshua had till not appeared. There had been no rep at the door. There was
no food and water. He climbed the steps to the navigator's chair again.

The star wasfar astern. The velocity had did way off but was ill too fast.

He pulled the lever back and watched the velocity indicator drop. It was safe to do that—he hoped it
was safeto doit. The Ship wasthirty million out and it should be safe to cut velocity.

He studied the board and it was clearer now, more understandable—there were more things he
knew about. It was not so hard, he thought. 1t would not be too hard. Y ou had time. Y ou had plenty of
time. Y ou had to plan ahead, but you had timeto do it.

He studied the board and he found the computator he had missed before, the little metal brain—and
that was how you told the Ship. That was what he had missed before—that was what he had wondered
about—how to tell the Ship. And thiswas the way you told it. Y ou told the little brain.

The one word—automatic—Kkept on hounding him. He found the stud that was |abeled telescope
and the one that was labeled orbit and till another that was labeled landing.

That wasit, hethought. After al the worry, after all thefears, it wasassmpleasal that. For that
would have been the way those back on Earth would have made the Ship. Simple. Simple beyond belief.
So smplethat any fool could land it. Just anyone at al who could punch abutton. For certainly they must
have feared or guessed what might happen on the Ship after several generations. They must have known
how Earth would be forgotten and that the~> would be a cultural adaptation to the Ship. Feared or
guessed—or planned? Was the culture of the Ship a part of the master plan? Could the Folk have lived
through athousand yearsif they had known of the purpose and the destination?

And the answer seemed to be that they wouldn't have been able to, for they would have felt robbed
and cheated, would have gone mad with the knowledge that they were no more than carriers of life, that
their lives and the lives of many generations after them would be canceled out so that after many
generationsther descendants could arrive at the target planet.

There had been only one way to best that Situation— and that was to forget what it was al abouit.



And that iswhat had happened, and it had been for the best.

The Folk, after thefirst few generations, had lived their little livesin thelittle circle of their
home-grown culture, and that had been enough. After that the thousand years had been as nothing, for no
one knew about the thousand years.

And dl the time the Ship bored on through space, heading for the target, heading straight and true.

Jon Hoff went down to the telescope and centered Planet V and clamped over the radar controls
that would hold it centered. He went back to the computator and pushed the stud that said telescope and
the other stud that said orbit.

Then he sat down to wait. There was nothing more to do.

Planet V was desth.

The analyzer told the story. The atmosphere was mostly methane, the gravity thirty timestoo grest,
the pressure beneath the boiling clouds of methane close to athousand atmospheres. There were other
factors, too. But any one of those three would have been enough.

Jon Hoff pulled the Ship out of its orbit, headed it sunward. Back at the telescope, he found Planet
I, locked it in the Sights, tied in the computator and sat down to wait again.

One chance more and that was dll they had. For al of the planets, only two had atmospheres. It had
to be Planet |1 or none.

And if the second planet turned out to be death aswdll, what then?

There was one answer. There could be no other. Head the Ship toward another star, build up
velocity and hope —hope that in another several generations the Folk could find a planet they could live
on.

He was hungry—his bdly gaunt and sore. He had found awater cooler with afew cups of liquid till
intact, but he'd drunk the last of that two days before.

Joshua had not come back. There had been no sign from the Folk. Twice he had opened the door
and gone out into the corridor, ready to make adash for food and water, then had reconsidered and
gone back in again. For he couldn't take the chance. He couldn't take the chance that they would sight
him and run him down and not let him go back to the control room.

But the time would come before too long when he'd have to take a chance—when held haveto
make the dash. For before another day was gone he might be too weak to make it. And there were
many days ahead before they would reach Planet I1.

The time would come when held have no choice. That he could tick it out wasimpossible. If he did
not get food and water, he'd be ausdess, crawling hulk with the strength and mind gone out of him by
the time they reached the planet.

He went back to the control board and looked things over. It seemed to be dl right. The Ship was
gtill building up velocity. The monitor on the computator was clocking its blue light and chuckling to itsdlf,
saying, Everything'sal right, everything'sdl right.

Then he went back down the steps and to the corner where held been deeping. He lay down and
curled himsdlf into aball, trying to squeeze his belly together so that it wouldn't nag him. He shut hiseyes
and tried to go to deep.

With hisear againgt the metal he could hear the pulsing of the enginesfar back in their room—the
song of power that ran through al the Ship. And he remembered how he had thought a man might have
to livewith aship to run her. But it hadn't turned out that way, athough he could see how aman might
learn to live with aship, how aship might become a part of him.

He dozed off and woke, then dozed again—and thistime there was a voice shouting and someone
hammering at the door.

He cameto hisfeet in one lithe motion, scrambled for the door, the key aready in hisfigt, stabbing at
thelock. He jerked the door open and Mary ssumbled in." She carried agreat square canin one hand a
huge sack in the other, and boiling down the corridor toward the door was arunning mob that
brandished clubs and screamed.

Jon reached down and hauled Mary clear, then dammed the door and locked it. He heard the
running bodies thud againgt the door and then the clubs pounding at it and the people screaming.



Jon stooped above hiswife. "Mary," he said, his voice choking and histhroat condricting. "Mary."

"I had to come," she said, and she was crying when she said it. "I had to come, no matter what you
did."

"What | have done," he said, "has been for the best. It was a part of the Plan, Mary. | am convinced
of that. Part of the Master Plan. The people back on Earth had it al planned out. | just happened to be
the one who—"

"You are aheretic,” she said. "Y ou've destroyed our Bdlief. Y ou have set the Folk at one another's
throat. You ..."

"I know thetruth," he said. "1 know the purpose of the Ship.”

She reached up her hands and cupped his face between her pams and pulled his head down and
cuddled him,

"l don't care," shesaid. "I don't care. Not any more, | don't. | did at first. | was angry with you, Jon.
| was ashamed of you. | amost died of shame. But when they killed Joshua. .."

"What was that?"

"They killed Joshua. They beat him to death. And he's not the only one. There were otherswho
wanted to come and help you. Just afew of them. They killed them, too. Thereskilling in the Ship. And
hate. And suspicion. And al sorts of ugly rumors. It never was like that before. Not before you took
away Bdlief."

A culture shattered, he thought. Shattered in the matter of an hour. A belief twitched avay inthe
breadth of one split second. There was madness and killing. Of course there'd be.

"They aredfrad," hesad. "Ther security isgone.”

"| tried to come earlier,” Mary said. "1 knew you must be hungry and | was afraid there'd be no
water. But | had to wait until no one waswatching."

He held her tight againgt him and hiseyeswere alittiedim.

"Thereésfood,” she said, "and water. | brought al that | could carry.”

"My wife" hesaid. "My darling wife. . ."

"Theresfood, Jon. Why don't you egt?'

Herose and pulled herto her feet.

"Injustaminute,” hesaid, "I'll eat injust aminute. First | want to show you something. | want to
show you Truth."

Heled her up the steps.

"Look out there," he said. "That iswhere we're going. Thisiswhere weve been. No matter what we
might have told oursdlves, that out thereis Truth.”

Panet |1 wasthe Holy Pictures cometo life entire. There were Trees and Brooks, Flowers and
Grass, Sky and Clouds, Wind and Sunshine.

Mary and Jon stood beside the navigator's chak and stared out through the vision plate.

The analyzer gurgled dightly and spat out itsreport. Safe for humans, said the printed dip, adding a
great dedl of data about atmospheric composition, bacterial count, violet-ray intensity and many other
things. But the one conclusion was enough. Safe for humans.

Jon reached out his hand for the master switch in the center of the Board. "Thisisit," hesaid. "Thisis
the end of the thousand years.”

Heturned the switch and the dids dl clicked to zero. The needles found dead center. The song of
power died out in the Ship and there was the olden silence—the silence of long ago, of the time when the
stars were streaks and the walls were floors,

Then they heard the sound—the sound of human waliling, as an anima might howl.

"They are afraid,” said Mary. "They are scared to death. They won't leave the Ship.”

And she wasright, he knew. That was something that he had not thought of—that they would not
leave the Ship.

They had been tied to it for many generations. They had looked to it for shelter and security. To them
the vastness of the world outside, the never-ending Sky, the lack of aboundary of any sort at al, would
be sodden terror.



Somehow or other they would have to be driven from the Ship—literally driven fromit, and the Ship
locked tight so they could not fight their way back in again. For the Ship was ignorance and cowering; it
was ashell outgrown; it was the womb from which the race would be born anew.

Mary asked, "What will they do to us? | never thought of that. We can't hide from them, or . .."

"Not anything," said Jon. "They won't do anything. Not while | havethis." He dgpped thegun & his
Sde

"But, Jon, thiskilling ..."

"Therewon't be any killing. They will be afraid, and the fear will force them to do what must be done.
After atime, maybe along time, they will cometo their senses, and then there will be no further fear. But
to start with thereisaneed of . . ." The knowledge stirred within his brain, the knowledge implanted there
by the strange machine, "leadership,” he said. "That iswhat they'll need —someoneto lead them, to tell
them what to do, to help them to work together."

He thought bitterly, | believed that it had ended, but it hasn't ended. Bringing down the Ship was not
enough. | must go on from there. No matter what | do, aslong as| live, therewill beno end to it.

There was the getting settled and the learning once again. There were the booksin the chest, he
remembered, more than half the chest packed full of books. Basic text, perhaps. The books that would
be needed for the gtarting over.

And somewhere, too, ingtructions? Instructions left with the books for aman like him to read and
carry out?

INSTRUCTIONS TO BE PUT INTO EFFECT AFTER LANDING:

That would be the notation the envelope would carry, or another very likeit, and held tear the
envel ope open and there would be folded pages.

Once before, in another |etter, there had been folded pages.

And the second letter? There would be one, he was sure.

"It was planned on Earth,” he said. "Every step was planned. They planned the great forgetting asthe
only way that humans could carry out the flight. They planned the heresy that handed down the
knowledge. They made the Ship so smple that anyone could handleit—anyone at al. They looked
ahead and saw what was bound to happen. Their planning has been just ajump ahead of us every

He stared out the vision plate at the sweep of land, at the Treesand Grass and Sky. "I wouldn't be
aurprised,” he said, "if they figured out how to drive us off the Ship."

A loud-speaker cameto life and talked throughout the Ship, so that everyone might hear. Now hear
this, it said, the old recording just alittle scratchy. Now hear this. Y ou must leave the Ship within the next
twelve hours. At the expiration of that time adeadly gas will be released insde the Ship.

Jon reached out hishand to Mary. "l wasright,” he said. "They planned it to the last. They're il that
jump ahead of us."

They stood there, the two of them, thinking of those people who had planned so well, who had
thought so far ahead, who had known the problems and had planned against them.

"Comeon," hesad. "Let'sgo."

o

"Can we have children now?'

"Yes," hesad. "We can have children. Anyone who wishes may. On the Ship there were so many of
us. Now on this planet there are so few of us."

"Thereisroom," sad Mary. "Room to spare.

He unlocked the control room door, carefully locked it behind him. They went down the darkened
corridors.

The loud-speaker took up again: Now hear this. Now hear this. Y ou must leave the Ship ...

Mary shrank againgt him and he felt the trembling of her bodly.

"Jon. Arewe going out now? Arewe going out?'

Frightened. Of course she was frightened. He was frightened, too. One does not dough off entirely



the fears of generations even in thelight of truth.

"Not right away," he said. "I've got to look for something.”

But the time would come when they would have to leave the Ship, step out into the frightening
vastness of the planet—naked and afraid and shorn of the security of the enclosing shell that could be
theirsno longer.

But when that time came, he would know whét to do.

He was sure hewould.

For when the men of Earth had planned so well, they would not have failed in the find moment to
have left aletter of ingtructionsfor the garting over.

MIRAGE

THEY cameout of the Martian night, Six pitiful little creatureslooking for a seventh.

They stopped at the edge of the campfire's lighted circle and stood there, staring with their owlish
eyes a the three Earthmen.

The Earthmen froze at whatever they were doing.

"Quiet," said Wampus Smith, talking out of the corner of hisbearded lips. "They'll comein if we don't
makeamove."

From far away came afaint, low moaning, floating in across the wilderness of sand and jagged
pinnacles of rock and the great stone buittes.

The sx stood just &t thefirdight's edge. Thereflection of the flamestouched their fur with highlights of
red and blue and their bodies seemed to shimmer againgt the backdrop of the darkness on the desert.

"Venerables," Nelson said to Richard Webb acrossthe fire.

Webb's breath caught in histhroat. Here was athing he had never hoped to see. A thing that no
human being could ever hope to see—six of the Venerables of Marswalking in out of the desert and the
darkness, standing in the firdight. There were many men, he knew, who would claim that the race was
now extinct, hunted down, trapped out, hounded to extinction by the greed of the human sand men.

The six had seemed the same at firdt, Sx beings without a difference; but now, as Webb looked at
them, he saw those minor points of bodily variation which marked each one of them as a separate
individua. Six of them, Webb thought, and there should be seven.

Sowly they came forward, walking deeper into the campfire's circle. One by one they sat down on
the sand facing the three men. No one said aword and the tenson built up in the circle of thefire, while
far toward the north the thing kept up its keening, like a sharp, thin knife blade cutting through the night.

"Human glad,” Wampus Smith said, findly, talking in the patois of the desert. "He waited long.”

One of the creatures spoke, itswords half English, half Martian, dl of it pure gibberish to the ear that
did not know.

"Wedie" it said. "Human hurt for long. Human help some now. Now we die, human help?”

"Human sad," said Wampus and even while hetried to make hisvoice sad, therewas dationinit, a
trembling eagerness, aquivering asahound will quiver when the scent is hot.

"Weare sx," the creature said. " Six not enough. We need another one. We do not find the Seven,
wedie. Race die forever now."

"Not forever,” Smith told them.

The Venerableingsted. "Forever. There other Sixes. No other Seven.”

"How can human hdp?'

"Human know. Human have Seven somewhere?’

Wampus shook his head. "Where we have Seven?”'

"In cage. On Earth. For human to see.”

Wampus shook his head again. "No Seven on Earth.”

"Therewasone," Webb said softly. "Inazoo."



"Z00," sad the creature, tonguing the unfamiliar word. "We mean that. In cage.”

"It died,” said Webb. "Many years ago.”

"Human have one," the creature inssted. "Here on planet. Hid out. To trade.”

"No understand,” said Wampus but Webb knew from theway he said it that he understood.

"Find Seven. Do not kill it. Hide it. Knowing we come. Knowing we pay."

"Pay? What pay?"

"City," said the creature. "Old city."

"That'syour city," Nelson said to Webb. "The ruinsyou are hunting.”

"Too bad we haven't got a Seven,” Wampus said. "We could hand it over and they'd lead usto the
ruins"

"Human hurt for long," the creature said. "Human kill al Sevens. Have good fur. Women human wesr
it. High pay for Sevenfur."

"Lord, yes" said Nelson. "Fifty thousand for one at the trading post. A cool haf millionfor a
four-skin cape made up in New York."

Webb sickened at the thought of it, at the casua way in which Nelson mentioned it. It wasillega
now, of course, but the law had come too late to save the Vener-ables. Although alaw, cometo think of
it, should not have been necessary. A human being, in dl Tightness—an intdlligent form of life, indl
rightness, should not hunt down and kill another intelligent being to strip off its pelt and sdll it for fifty
thousand dollars.

"No Seven hid," Wampus was saying. "Law saysfriends. No dare hurt Seven. No dare hide Seven."

"Law far off," said the creature. "Human hisown law."

"Not us," said Wampus. "We don't monkey with the [aw."

And that's alaugh, thought Webb.

"You help?' asked the cregture.

"Try, maybe," Wampustold them cagily. "No good, though. Y ou can't find. Human can't find."

"You find. We show city."

"Wewatch," said Wampus. "Close watch. See Seven, bring it. Where you be?"

"Canyon mouth."

"Good," said Wampus. "Ded?'

"Dedl," said the creature,

Sowly the six of them got to their feet and turned back to the night again. At the edge of the firdlit
circle they stopped. The spokesman turned back to the three men.

"Bye" hesad.

"Goodbye," said Wampus.

Then they were gone, back into the desert.

The three men sat and listened for along time, not knowing what they listened for, but with ears taut
to hear the dightest sound, trying to read out of sound some of the movement of life that surged all
around thefire.

On Mars, thought Webb, one dwayslistens. That isthe surviva price. To watch and listen and be
gtill and quiet. And ruthless, too. To strike before another thing can strike. To see or hear a danger and
be ready for it, to be haf asecond quicker than it is quick. And to recognize that danger once you see or
heer it.

Finally Nelson took up again the thing he had been doing when the six arrived, whetting hisbelt knife
to arazor sharpness on a pocket whetstone.

The soft, deek whirr of metd traveling over sone sounded like a heartbest, a pulse that did not
originate within thefirelight circle, but something that came out of the darkness, the pulse and best of the
wildernessitsf.

Wampus said: "It'stoo bad, Lars, that we don't know where to pick us up a Seven.”

"Yeah," sad Lars.

"Might turn agood dedl," Wampus said. "Likely to betreasurein that old city. All the stories say 0."

Nelson grunted. "Just stories.”



"Stones," said Wampus. " Stones so bright and polished they could put your eyes out. Sacks of them.
Tireaman out just packing them away."

"Wouldn't need more than oneload,” Nelson declared. " Just one load would set you up for life.”

Webb saw that both of them werelooking a him, squinting their eyes againg the firelight.

He sad, amost angrily, "1 don't know about the treasure.”

"Y ou heard the gories,” Wampus said.

Webb nodded. "Let's say it thisway. I'm not interested in the treasure. | don't expect to find any."

"Wouldn't mind if you did, would you?' Lars asked.

"It doesn't matter,” Webb told them. "One way or the other.”

"What do you know about this city?' Wampus demanded, and it wasn't just conversation, it wasa
guestion asked with an answer expected, for aspecia purpose. ™Y ou been muttering around and
dropping hints here and there but you never came cold out and told us.”

For amoment, Webb stared at the man. Then he spoke dowly. "Just this. | figured out where it might
be. From aknowledge of geography and geology and some understanding of the rise of cultures. |
figured where the grass and wood and water would have been when Marswas new and young. | tried to
locate, theoreticaly, thelikeliest placefor acivilization to arise. That'sall theréstoiit.”

"And you never thought of treasure?’

"| thought of finding out something about the Martian culture," Webb said. "How it rose and why it
fdl and what it might belike."

Wampus spat. "Y ou aren't even surethereisacity,” he said disgustedly.

"Not until just now," said Webb. "Now | know thereis."

"From whét them little critters said?'

Webb nodded. "From what they said. That'sright.”

Wampus grunted and was silent.

Webb watched the two across the campfire from him.

They think I'm soft, he thought. They despise me because I'm soft. They would leave meinaminute
if it served their purpose or they'd put a knife into me without a second thought if that should serve their
purpose, if there was something | had that they wanted.

There had been no choice, heredlized. He could not have gone doneinto thiswilderness, for if hed
tried he probably wouldn't have lived beyond the second day. It took specia knowledgeto live hereand
agpecia technique and acertain kind of mind. A man had to develop a high survival factor to wak into
Mars beyond the settlements.

And the settlements were now very far away. Somewhere to the east.

"Tomorrow," Wampus said, "we change directions. We go north instead of west."

Webb said nothing. His hand did around cautioudly and touched the gun at his belt, to make sure that
it wasthere,

It had been amistake to hire these two, he knew. But probably none of the others would have been
better. They were dl of abreed, atoughened, vicious band of men who roamed the wilderness, hunting,
trapping, mining, taking what they found. Wampus and Nelson had been the only two at the post when
he had arrived. All the other sand men had gone aweek before, back to their hunting grounds.

At first they had been respectful, dmost fawning. But as the days went on they felt surer of their
ground and had grown insolent. Now Webb knew that he'd been taken for a sucker. The two stayed at
the post, he knew now, for no other reason than that they were without a grubstake. He was that
grubstake. He supplied them with the trappings they needed to get back into the wilderness. Once he had
been agrubstake, now he was a burden.

"l said," declared Wampus, "that tomorrow we go north.”

Webb Hill said nothing.

"Y ou heard me, didn't you?" asked Wampus.

"Thefirgt time,"” Webb said.

"We go north," said Wampus, "and wetrave fast."

"Y ou got a Seven staked out somewhere?’



Lars snickered. "Ain't that the damnedest thing you ever heard of ? Takes seven of them. Now with
us, it just takes a man and woman."

"l asked you," said Webb to Wampus, "if you have a Seven caged up somewhere?’

"No," said Wampus. "Wejust go north, that's al."

"I hired you to take me west."

Wampus snarled a him. "I thought you'd say that, Webb. | just wanted to know exactly how you felt
about it."

"Y ou want to leave me stranded here," said Webb. ™Y ou took my money and agreed to guide me.
Now you have something elseto do. Y ou either have a Seven or you think you know where you can find
one. And if | knew and talked, you would be in danger. So there's only one of two thingsthat you can do
with me. Y ou can kill me or you can leave me and let something else do the job for you.”

Larssad: "Were giving you achoice, ant we?"

Webb looked at Wampus and the man nodded. "Y ou got your choice, Webb."

He could go for hisgun, of course. He could get one of them, most likely, before the other one got
him. But there would be nothing gained. He would be just as dead asif they shot him out of hand. Asfar
asthat went he was as good as dead anyhow, for hundreds of miles stretched between him and the
settlements, and even if he were able to cross those many miles there was no guarantee that he could find
the settlements.

"Were moving out right now," said Wampus. "Ain't smart to travel in the dark, but ain't thefirst time
that we had to do it. Well be up north in aday or two."

Lars nodded. "Once we get back to the settlements, Webb, well hist adrink to you."

Wampus joined in the spirit of the moment. "Good likker, Webb. We can afford good likker then.”

Webb said nothing, did not move. He sat on the ground, relaxed.

And that, he told himsdlf, was the thing that scared him. That he could sit and know what was about
to happen and be so unconcerned abot it.

Perhapsit had been the miles of wildernessthat madeit possible, the harsh, raw land and the vicious
lifethat moved across the land—the ever-hungering, ever-hunting life that prowled and stalked and killed.
Herelife was stripped to its essentials and one learned that the line between life and death was athin line
at best.

"Well," said Wampusfindly, "what will it be, Webb?'

"| think," said Webb gravely, "1 think I'll take my chance onliving.”

Lars clucked histongue against histeeth. "Too bad,” he said. "We was hoping it'd be the other way
around. Then we could take dl the Stuff. Asit is, we got to leave you some.”

"Y ou can dways sneak back," said Webb, "and shoot me as| st here. It would be an easy thing."

"That," said Wampus, is not abad idea."

Larssaid: "Give meyour gun, Webb. I'll throw it back to you when we leave. But we ain't taking a
chance of you plugging uswhile were getting ready."Webb lifted his gun out of his holster and handed it
over. Still Stting where he was, he watched them pack and stow the suppliesinto the wilderness wagon.

Finaly it was done.

"Weé'releaving you plenty to last,” Wampustold him. "More than enough.”

"Probably," said Webb. "Y oufigurel can't last very long.”

"If itwasme," said Wampus, "I'd take it quick and easy."

Webb sat for along time, listening to the motor of the wagon until it was out of hearing, then waiting
for the gun blast that would send him toppling face forward into the flaming campfire.

But finaly he knew that it would not come. He piled more fuel on thefire and crawled into his
deeping bag.

In the morning he headed east, following backward aong the tracks of the wilderness wagon. They'd
guide him, he knew, for aweek or s0, but finaly they would disappear, brushed out by drifting sand and
by the action of the weak and whining wind that sometimes blew across the bleakness of the wilderness.

At least while he followed them he would know he was going in theright direction. Although more
than likely he would be dead before they faded out, for the wilderness crawled with too much sudden



degth for him to be sure of living from one moment to the next.

He walked with the gun hanging in his hand, watching every sde, stopping at the top of theridgesto
sudy theterrainin front of him before he moved down into it.

The unaccustomed pack which he had fashioned inexpertly out of his deeping bag grew heavier as
the day progressed and chafed his shoulders raw. The sun was warm, as warm as the night would be
cold, and thirst mounted in histhroat to choke him. Carefully he doled out sips of water from the scanty
supply thetwo had left him.

He knew he would not get back. Somewhere between where he stood and the settlements he would
die of lack of water, or of an insect bite, or beneath the jaws and fangs of some charging beast or from
sheer exhaustion.

There was, once you thought it out, no reason why aman should try to get back, since there was
utterly no chance that he would get back. But Webb didn't stop to reason it out; he set his face toward
the east and followed the wagon tracks.

For there was ahumannessin him that said he mugt try at least—that he must go asfar as he could
go, that he must avoid death aslong as he could. So on he went, going asfar as he could go and avoiding
desth.

He spotted the ant colony in tuneto circleit, but he circled it too closdly and the insects, catching
scent of food within their grasp, streamed out after him. 1t took amile of running before he outdistanced
them.

He saw the crouching beast camouflaged againgt the sand, where it was waiting for him, and shot it
whereit lay. Later in the day, when another monstrosity came tearing out from behind arock
outcropping, hisbullet caught it between the eyes before it had covered haf the distance.

For an hour he squatted, unmoving, on the sand, while a huge insect that looked like a bumblebee,
but wasn't, hunted for the thing that it had sighted only a moment before. But sinceit could recognize a
thing through motion only, it finally gave up and went away. Webb remained squatting for another half
hour againgt the chance that it had not gone away but lurked somewhere watching for the motion it had
sghted, to take up the hunt again.

These times he avoided desth, but he knew that the hour would come when hewould not seea
danger, or, having seen it, would not move fast enough to stopit.

The mirages cameto haunt him, to stedl his eyesfrom the things that he should be watching. Mirages
that flickered in the sky, with their feet upon the ground. Tantalizing pictures of thingsthat could not be on
Mars, of placesthat might have been there at one time—but that very long ago.

Mirages of broad, dow riverswith the dant of sail upon them. Mirages of green forests that stretched
acrossthe hills, so clear, so close, that one could see the little clumps of wild flowersthat grew among the
trees. And in some of them the hint of snow-capped mountains, in aworld that knew no mountains.

He kept awatch for fuel as he went along, hoping to find a cache of "embamed" wood cropping out
of the sand—wood |eft over from that dim age when these hills and valleys had been forest-covered,
wood that had escaped the ravages of time and now lay like the dried mummies of treesin the aridness of
the desert.

But there was none to be found and he knew that more than likely he would have to spend afireless
night. He could not spend anight in the open without fire. If hetried it, he would be gobbled up an hour
after twilight had setin.

He must somehow find shelter in one of the many caves of the weird rock formations that sprang out
of the desert. Find a cave and clean out whatever might bein it, block its entrance with stones and
boulders and deep with gun in hand.

It had sounded easy when he thought of it, but while there were many caves, he was forced to reject
them one by one since each of them had too large an opening to be closed againgt attack. A cave, he
knew, with an unclosed mouth, would be no better than atrap.

The sun was less than an hour high when hefinaly spotted a cave that would serve the purpose,
located on aledge of stone jutting out of a steep hill.

From the bottom he stood |ong minutes surveying the hill. Nothing moved. Therewere notdlltale



flecks of color.

Sowly he sarted up, digging hisfeet into the shifting talus of the dope, fighting hisway up foot by
foot, stopping for long minutes to regain his breath and to survey the dope ahead.

Gaining the ledge, he moved cautioudy toward the cave, gun leveled, for there was no telling what
might come out of it.

He debated on his next move. Flash hislight inside to see what was there? Or smply thrust hisgun
into the opening and spray theindgde with itsletha charge?

There could be no squeamishness, he told himsdlf. Better to kill aharmlessthing than to run the
chance of passing up adanger.

He heard no sound until the claws of the thing were scrabbling on the ledge behind him. He shot one
quick glance over his shoulder and saw the beast dmost on top of him, got the impression of gaping
mouth and murderous fangs and tiny eyesthat glinted with astony cruelty.

Therewas no timeto turn and fire. There was timefor just one thing.

Hislegs moved like driving pistons, hurling hisbody &t the cave. The stonelip caught his shoulder and
ripped through his clothing, gashing hisarm, but he was through, through and rolling free. Something
brushed hisface and he rolled over something that protested in a squeaking voice. Off in one corner there
was athing that mewed quietly to itsalf.

On his knees, Webb swung his gun around to face the opening of the cave, saw the great bulk of the
beest that had charged him trying to squeezeitsway inside.

It backed away and then agreat paw camein, feding thisway and that, hunting for the food that
crouched insde the cave.

Mouths jabbered at Webb, adozen voices speaking in the lingo of the desert, and he heard them
say: "Human, human, kill, kill, kill."

Webb's gun spat and the paw went limp and was pulled dowly from the cave. The great gray body
toppled and they heard it strike the dope below the ledge and go dithering away down the talus dope.

"Thanks, human,” said the voices. "Thanks, human." Sowly Webb sat down, cradling thegunin his
lap. All around him he heard the tir of life. Swest broke out on his forehead and he felt moisture running
from hisarmpits down hissides.

What wasin the cave? What wasin here with him? That they had talked to him didn't mean athing.
Half the so-called animals of Mars could talk the desert lingo —a vocabulary of afew hundred words,
part of them Earthian, part of them Martian, part of them God-knew-what.

For here on Mars many of the animalswere not animalsat dl, but smply degenerating forms of life
that at one time must have formed acomplex civilization. The Venerables, who Hill retained some of the
shape of bipeds, would have reached the highest culture, but there must have been many varying degrees
of culture, living by compromise or by tolerance.

"Safe" avoicetold him. "Trust. Cavelaw."

"Cavelaw?'

"Kill in cave, no. Kill outsde cave, yes. Safein cave.”

"I nokill," said Webb. "Cave law good."

"Human know cavelaw?'

Webb said: "Human keep cave law."

"Good," thevoicetold him. "All safe now."

Webb relaxed. He dipped his gun into his holster and took off his pack, laid it down alongside and
rubbed hisraw and blistered shoulders.

He could believe these things, he told himsdlf. A thing so dementd and so Smple ascavelaw wasa
thing that could be understood and trusted. It arose from abasic need, the need of the weaker life forms
to forget their mutud differences and their mutua preying upon one another at thefal of night, the need to
find acommon sanctuary against the bigger and the more vicious creatures and the londly killerswho
took over with the going of the sun.

A voicesad, "Comelight. Human kill."

Ancther voice said, "Human keep cave law in dark. No cave law in light. Human kill comelight.”



"Human no kill comelight," said Webb.

"All humankill," said one of the things. "Human kill for fur. Human kill for food. We fur. Wefood."

"Thishuman never kill," said Webb. "This human friend."

"Friend?' one of them asked. "We not know friend. Explain friend.”

Webb didn't try. There was no use, he knew. They could not understand the word. It wasforeign to
thiswilderness.

At last he asked, "Rocks here?"

One of the voices answered, "Rocks in cave. Human want rocks?"'

"Pilein cave mouth,” said Webb. "No killer getin.”

They digested that for awhile. Findly one of them spoke up. "Rock good."”

They brought rocks and stones and, with Webb helping them, wedged tfte cave mouth tight.

It was too dark to see the things, but they brushed against him as they worked and some of them
were soft and furry and others had hides like crocodiles that tore his skin as he brushed against them.
And there was one that was soft and pulpy and gave him the creeps.

He settled down in one corner of the cave, with his deeping bag between his body and thewall. He
would have liked to crawl into it, but that would have meant unpacking, and if he unpacked his supplies,
he knew, theréd be none come morning.

Perhaps, he reasoned, the body hest of al the thingsin here would keep the cave from getting too
cold. Cold yes, but not too cold for human life. It was, he knew, agamble at best.

Seep at night in friendship, kill one another and flee from one another with the coming of the dawn.
Law, they called it. Cave law. Here was one for the books, here was something that was not even hinted
a inal the archaeologica tomesthat he had ever read.

And he had read them all. There was something here on Marsthat fascinated him. A mystery and a
loneliness, an emptiness and aretrogression that haunted him and finally sent him out to try to pierce
some of that mystery, to try to hunt for the reason for that retrogression, to essay to measure the
greatness of the culture that in somefar dim period had come tumbling down.

There had been some grest work done aong that line. Axelson with his scholarly investigation of the
symbolic water jugs and Mason's sometimes fumbling attempt to trace the great migrations. Then there
was Smith, who had traveled the barren world for years jotting down the wind-blown stories whispered
by thelittle degenerating things about an ancient greatness and a golden past. Myths, most of them, of
course, but some place, somewhere, lay the answer to the origin of the myths. Folklore does not legp full
blown from the mind; it startswith afact, and that fact is added to, and the two facts are distorted and
you have amyth. But at the bottom, back of al of it, isthe starting point of fact.

Soitwas, 0 it must be with the myth that told about the great and glowing city that had stood above
all other things of Mars—a city that was known to the far ends of the planet.

A place of culture, Webb told himsdlf, a place where dl the achievements and all the dreams and
every aspiration of the once-great planet would have come together.

And yet in more than ahundred years of hunting and of digging Earth's archaeol ogists had found no
trace of any city, let lonethat city of al cities. Kitchen mid- densand buria places and wretched
huddling places where broken remnants of the great people had lived for atime—there were plenty of
these. But no grest city.

It must be somewhere, Webb was convinced. That myth could not lie, for it wastold too often at too
many different places by too many different animals that had once been people.

Marsfascinated me, he thought, and it till fascinates me, but now it will be the death of me, for
thereés death initsfascination. Degth in the lonely stretches and death waiting on the buttes. Death in this
cave, too, for they may kill me come the morning to prevent my killing them; they may keep their truce of
the night just long enough to make an end of me.

The law of the cave? Some holdover from the ancient day, some memory of anow forgotten
brotherhood? Or a device necessitated by the evil days that had come when the brotherhood had
broken?

Helaid his head back against the rock and closed his eyes and thought, if they kill me, they kill me,



but I will not kill them. For there has been too much human killing on the planet Mars. | will repay part of
the debt at least. | will not kill the oneswho took mein.

He remembered himsdlf cregping aong the ledge outside the cave, debating whether he should have
alook firgt or gtick in the muzzle of his gun and sweep the cave asasmple way of being sure there
would be nothing thereto harm him.

| did not know, he said. | did not know.

A soft furry body brushed againgt him and avoice spoke to him. " Friend means no hurt? Friend
meansno kill?'

"No hurt," said Webb. "Nokill."

"Y ou saw Sx?"' the voice asked.

Webb jerked from the wall and sat very till.

"You saw Sx?' thevoice was insstent.

"l saw six," said Webb.

"When?'

"Onesaun.”

"Where sx?'

"Canyon mouth," said Webb. "Wait a canyon mouth.”

"Y ou hunt Seven?'

"No," sad Webb. "I go home."

"Other humans?'

"They north," said Webb. "They hunt Seven north."

"They kill Seven?'

"Catch Seven," said Webb. "Take Seven to six. Seecity."

"SX promise?"

"SiX promise,” said Webb.

"Y ou good human. Y ou friend human. Y ou no kill Seven™

"Nokill," insisted Webb.

"All humanskill. Kill Seven sure. Seven good fur. Much pay. Many Sevensdie for human.”

"Law saysnokill," declared Webb. "Human law says Seven friend. No kill friend."

"Law?Likecavelaw?'

"Like cavelaw," said Webb.

"Y ou good friend of Seven?'

"Good friend of dl," said Webb.

"l Seven," said thevoice.

Webb sat quietly and let the numbness clear out of hisbrain.

"Seven," hefindly said. "Y ou go canyon mouth. Find six. They wait. Human friend glad.”

"Human friend want city,” said the creature. " Seven friend to human. Human find Seven. Human see
city. Sx promise”

Webb amost laughed doud in bitterness. Here at |ast, the chance that he had hoped might come.
Here a lagt, the thing that he had wanted, the thing he had come to Marsto do. And he couldn't do it.
He smply couldn't doit.

"Human no go," be said. "Human die. No food. No water. Human die."

"We carefor human,” Seven told him. "No friend human before. All kill humans. Friend human come.
Wecarefor it."

Webb was slent for awhile, thinking. Then heasked: ™Y ou give human food?Y ou find human
water?'

"Take care," sad Seven. "How Seven know | saw Six?"

"Human tell. Human think. Seven know." So that was it—telepathy. Some vestige of aformer
power, some attribute of amagnificent culture, not quite forgotten yet. How many of the other creatures
in this cave would haveit, too?

"Human go with Seven?' Seven asked.



"Human go," said Webb.

He might aswell, hetold himsdlf. Going east, back toward the settlements, was no solution to his
problem. He knew he'd never reach the settlements. Hisfood would run out. Hiswater would run out.
Some beast would catch him and make ameal of him. He didn't have a chance.

Going with thelittle creature that stood beside him in the darkness of the cave, he might have a
chance. Not too good a chance, perhaps, but at least a chance. There would be food and water, or at
least a chance of food and water. There would be another to help him watch for the sudden death that
roamed the wilderness, to warn hun, to help him recognize the danger.

"Human cold,” said Seven.

"Cold," admitted Webb.

"Onecold," said Seven. "Two warm."

The furry thing crawled into hisarms, put itsarms around his body. After amoment, he put hisarms
around it.

"Seep,” sad Seven. "Warm. Seep.”

Webb ate the last of hisfood, and the seven Vener-ablestold him, "We care.”

"Human die," Webb ingsted. "No food. Human die”

"Wetake care," the seven little creaturestold hun, sanding in arow. "Later we take care.”

Hetook it to mean that there was no food for him now, but later there would be.

They took up the march again.

It was an interminable thing, that march. A thing to make aman cry out in hisdeep. A thing to shiver
over when they had been lucky enough to find wood and sat hunched around the fire. Day after endless
day of sand and rock, of crawling up to a high ridge and plunging down the other side, of dogging
through the heat across the level land that had been sea bottom in the days long gone.

It became a song, a drum beat, a three-note marching cadence that rang through the human's head,
an endless thing that hammered in his brain through the day and stayed with him hours after they had
stopped for night. Until he was dizzy withiit, until hisbrain was drugged with the hammer of it, so that his
eyes refused to focus and the gun bead was afuzzy globe when he had to use the weapon against the
crawling things and charging things and flying things that came a them out of nowhere.

Alwaysthere were the mirages, the everlasting mirages of Marsthat seemed to liejust beneath the
surface of redlity. Flickering pictures painted in the sky the water and the trees and the long green sweep
of grassthat Mars had not known for countless centuries. Asif, Webb told himself, the past were very
close behind him, asif the past might il exist and were trying to catch up, reluctant to beleft behind in
the march of time,

Helost count of the days and stedled himsdlf against the speculation of how much longer it might be,
until it seemed that it would go on forever, that they would never stop, that they would face each morning
the barren wildernessthey must stagger through until thefdl of night.

Hedrank the last of the water and reminded them he could not live without it.

"Later," they told him. "Water later.”

That was the day they cameto the city, and there, degp in atunndl far beneath the topmost ruins
there was water, water dripping, drop by dow and tantalizing drop, from abroken pipe. Dripping water,
and that was awondrous thing on Mars.

The seven drank sparingly, asthey had been steeled for century upon century to get dong with little
water, had adapted themselves to thisand it was no hardship for them. But Webb lay for hours beside
the broken pipe, holding cupped handsto collect alittle before he lapped it down, lying therein the
coolness that was a blessed thing.

He dept and awvoke and drank again, and he was rested and no longer thirsty, but hisbody cried for
food. And there was no food nor anyone to get him food. For the little ones were gone.

They will come back, he said. They are gonefor just alittle while and will be back again. They have
goneto get mefood and they will bring it to me. And he thought very kindly of them.

He picked hisway upward through the tunnel down which they'd come and at last cameto the ruins
that lay on the hill that thrust upward from the surrounding country so that when one stood on the hill's



top there were miles of distance, dropping away on every side.

There wasn't much that one could see of the ruined city. It would have been entirely possibleto walk
past the hill and not know the city was there. During thousands of yearsit had crumbled and fdlenin
upon itsalf and some of it had dissolved to dust, and the sand had crept in and covered it and sifted
among itsfragments until it was Smply apart of the hill.

Here and there Webb found broken fragments of chiseled masonry and here and there a shard of
pottery, but aman could have walked past thesg, if he had not been looking, and taken them for no more
than another rock scattered among thetrillions of fragmentary rocks littered on the surface of the planet.

Thetunnd, hefound, led down into the bowels of the fdlen city, into the burid mound of thefalen
greatness and the vanished glory of aproud people whose descendants now scuttled anima-likein the
ancient deserts and talked in an idiom that was no more than amemory of the literacy that must have
flourished oncein the city onthe hill.

In the tunnd Webb found evidence of solid blocks of carven stone, broken columns, paving blocks
and something that seemed at one time to have been a beautifully executed statue.

At the end of the tunnel he cupped his hands at the pipe and drank again, then went back to the
surface and sat on the ground beside the tunnel mouth and stared out across the emptiness of Mars.

It would take power and tools and many men to uncover and sift the evidence of the city. It would
take years of painstaking, scholarly work—and he didn't even have ashove. And worst of dl, hehad no
time. For if the seven did not show up with food he would one day go down into the darkness of the
tunnel and there eventudly join his human dust with the ancient dust of thisaien world.

There had been a shovel, he remembered, and Wampus and Lars, when they deserted him, had left it
for him. A rare consderation, surely, hetold himself. But of the supplieswhich he had carried away from
the campfire that long gone morning there were just two thingsleft, his deeping bag and the pigtal at his
belt. All esehe could get dong without, those two were things that he had to have.

An archaeologi<, he thought. An archaeologist Sitting on top of the greatest find that any
archaeologist had ever made and not able to do asingle thing about it.

Wampus and Lars had thought that there would be treasure here. And there was no certain treasure,
no treasure revea ed and waiting for the hands of men to take. He had thought of glory, and there was no
glory. He had thought of knowledge, and without ashove and sometime, there smply wasno
knowledge. No knowledge beyond the bare knowing that he had been right, that the city did exit.

And yet there was certain other knowledge gained along the way. The knowledge that the seven
types of the Venerablesdid in fact dtill exig, that from this existence the race might still continue despite
the guns and snares and the greed and guile of Earthmen who had hunted Seven for its
fifty-thousand-dollar pelt.

Seven little creatures, saven different sexes. All of them essentia to the continuance of therace. Six
little creaturesooking for the seventh, and he had found the seventh. Because he had found the seventh,
because he had been the messenger, there would be at |east one new generation of the Venerablesto
carry ontherace.

What use, he thought, to carry on arace that had failed its purpose? He shook his head.

Y ou can't play God, he said. Y ou can't presumeto judge. Either thereisa purposein al things or
there's no purposein anything, and who isthere to know?

Either thereis purposethat | reached this city or thereis no purpose. Thereisa purpose that | may
die hereor it is possible that my dying here will be no more than another random factor in the grest
machination of pure chance that moves the planets through their courses and brings aman homeward at
theend of day.

And there was another knowledge—the knowledge of the endless reaches and the savage londliness
that was the Martian wilderness. The knowledge of that and the queer, dmost nonhuman detachment that
it fusad into the human soul.

Lessons, he thought.

The lesson that one man isan insgnificant flyspeck crawling acrossthe face of eternity. Thelesson
that onelifeisareatively unimportant thing when it stands face to face with the overriding redity of the



miracle of dl crestion.

He got up and stood at hisfull height and knew hisinggnificance and his humility in the empty sweep
of land that fell away on every Sde and in the arching sky that vaulted overhead from horizon to horizon
and in the utter silence that lay upon the land and sky.

Starving was alondly and an awful business.

Some degths are swift and clean. But starving is not one of these.

The seven did not come. Webb waited for them, and because he dtill felt kindly toward them he
found excusesfor them. They did not redlize, he told himsdlf, how short atime aman may go without
nourishment. The strange mating, he told himsdlf, involving seven persondities, probably wasa
complicated procedure and might take agreat deal more time than one usually associated with such
phenomena Or something might have happened to them, they might be having trouble of their own. As
soon asthey had worked it out they would come, and they would bring him food.

S0 he starved with kindly thoughts and with a great deal more patience than aman in dissmilar
circumstances might be expected to do.

And hefound, even when he felt the lassitude of undernourishment creeping dong his musclesand his
bones, even when the sharp pangs of hunger had settled to agnawing horror that never left him, even
when he dept, that his mind was not affected by the ravages that his body was undergoing; that hisbrain,
apparently, was sharpened by the lack of food, that it seemed to step aside from histortured body and
become a separate entity that drew in upon itself and knotted al its facultiesinto a hard-bound bundle
that was scarcely aware of externd factors.

He sat for long hours upon a polished rock, perhaps part of that once-proud city, which he found just
afew yards from the tunnel mouth, and stared out across the sun-washed wilderness that stretched for
milestoward a horizon that it never seemed to reach. He sought for purpose with a sharp-edged mind
that probed at the roots of existence and of happenstance and sought to evolve out of the random factors
that moved beneath the surface of the universe's orderliness some evidence of a pattern that would be
undergtandabl e to the human mind. Often he thought he had it, but it dways did away from him like
quicksilver escgping from aclutching hand.

If Man was ever to find the answer, he knew, it must bein a place like this, where there was no
digtraction, where there was a distance and a barrenness that built up to avast impersonality which
emphasized and underscored the inconsequence of the thinker. For if the thinker introduced himself asa
factor out of proportion to the fact, then the whole problem was distorted and the equation, if equation
there be, could never be solved.

At firgt he had tried to hunt animasfor food, but strangely, while the rest of the wilderness svarmed
with viciouslife that hunted timid life, the area around the city was virtualy deserted, asif some one had
drawn asacred chalk mark around it. On his second day of hunting he killed asmall thing that on Earth
could have been amouse. He built afire and cooked it and later hunted up the sundried skin and sucked
and chewed at it for the smal nourishment that it might contain. But after that he did not kill athing, jx>r
there was nothing to bekilled.

Findly he cameto know the seven would not come, that they never had intended to come, that they
had deserted him exactly as histwo human companions had deserted him before. He had been made a
fool, he knew, not once, but twice.

He should have kept on going east after he had started. He should not have come back with Seven
to find the other six who waited at the canyon's mouth.

Y ou might have made it to the settlements, hetold himsdlf. Y ou just might have madeit. Just possibly
have madeit.

East. East toward the settlements.

Human higtory isatrying—atrying for theimpossible—and attaining it. Thereisno logic, for if
humanity had waited upon logic it would till be a cave-living and an earth-bound race.

Try, said Webb, not knowing exactly what he said. He waked down the hill again and sarted out
across the wilderness, heading toward the east. For there was no hope upon the hill and there was hope



toward the east.

A milefrom the base of the hill, hefell. He stlaggered, fdling and rising, for another mile. He crawled
ahundred yards. It was there the seven found him.

"Food!" he cried at them and he had afeding that athough he cried it in his mind there was no sound
in hismouth. "Food! Weater!"

"Wetake care" they said, and lifted him, holding himin agtting position.

"Life" Seventold him, "isin many husks. Like nested boxes that fit ingde each other. Y ou live one
and you ped it off and theré's another life."

"Wrong," said Webb. "Y ou do not talk like that. Y our thought does not flow likethat. Thereis
something wrong."

"Thereisan inner man,” said Seven. "There are many inner men.”

"The subconscious,” said Webb and while he said it in hismind, he knew that no word, no sound
came out of his mouth. And he knew now, too, that no words were coming out of Seven's mouth, that
here were words that could not be expressed in the patois of the desert, that here were thoughts and
knowledge that could not belong to athing that scuttled, fearsome, through the Martian wilderness.

"You ped an old life off and you step forth in anew and shining life," said Seven, "but you must know
theway. Thereisa certain technique and a certain preparation. If there is no preparation and no
technique, thejob is often bungled.”

"Preparation,” said Webb. "I have no preparation. | do not know about this.”

"You are prepared,” said Seven. "Y ou were not before, but now you are.”

"| thought," said Webb.

"Y ou thought,” said Seven, "and you found a partia answer. Well-fed, earth-bound, arrogant, there
would have been no answer. Y ou found humility."

"l do not know the technique," said Webb. "I do not..."

"We know the technique," Seven said. "Wetake care.”

The hilltop where the dead city lay shimmered, and there was a mirage on it. Out of the dead mound
of its dust rose the pinnacles and spires, the buttresses and the flying bridges of acity that shone with
color and with light; out of the sand came the blaze of garden beds of flowers and the tall avenues of
trees and amusic that came from the dender bell towers.

There was grass benesth hisfeet instead of sand blazing with the hest of the Martian noon. There
was a path that led up the terraces of the hill toward the wonder city that reared upon its heights. There
was the distant sound of laughter and there were flecks of color moving on the distant Streets and along
the walls and through the garden paths.

Webb swung around and the seven were not there. Nor was the wilderness. The land stretched
away on every hand and it was not wilderness, but a breath-taking place with groves of trees and roads
and flowing water courses.

He turned back to the city again and watched the movement of the flecks of color.

"People," hesaid.

And Seven'svoice, coming to him from somewhere, from e sewhere, said: " People from the many
planets. And from beyond the planets. And some of your own people you will find among them. For you
arenot thefirg."

Filled with wonder, awonder that was fading, that would be entirely faded before he reached the
city, Webb started walking up the path.

Wampus Smith and Lars Nelson came to the hill many days late. They came on foot because the
wilderness wagon had broken down. They came without food except the little food they could kill aong
the way; and they came with no more than afew drops of water dosh- ing in their canteens—and there
was no water to be found.

There, ashort distance from the foot of the hill, they found the sun-dried mummy of aman face
downward on the sand, and when they turned him over they saw who he was.

Wampus stared across the body at Lars. "How did he get here?"' he croaked.

"l don't know," said Lars. "He never could have madeit, not knowing the country and on foot. And



he wouldn't have traveled thisway anyhow. He would have headed east, back to the settlements.”

They pawed through his clothing and found nothing. But they took hisgun, for the chargesin their
own were running very low.

"What'sthe use?' said Lars. "We can't make it, Wampus."

"Wecantry," sad Wampus.

Abovethe hill amirage flickered—acity with shining turrets and dizzy pinnacles and rows of trees
and fountains that flashed with legping water. To their ears came, or seemed to come, the sound of many
bdls

Wampus spat with lips that were cracked and dried, spat with no salivain his mouth.

"Them damn mirages" he said. "They driveaman hdf crazy."

"They seem so close” said Lars. "So close and redl. Asif they were someplace else and were trying
to break through.”

Wampus spat again. "Let'sget going,” hesaid.

The two men turned toward the east and, asthey moved, they |eft stlaggering, uneven tracks through
the sand of Mars.

BEACHHEAD

THERE was nothing, absolutely nothing, that could stop a human planetary survey party. It wasa
specidized unit created for and charged with one purpose only— to establish a bridgehead on an dien
planet, to blast out the perimeters of that bridgehead and establish a base where there would be some
elbow room. Then hold that elbow room againgt all comers until it wastimeto go.

After the base was once established, the brains of the party got to work. They turned the placeinside
out. They put it on tape and captured it within the chains of symbolsthey scribbled in their field books.
They pictured it and wroteit and plotted it and reduced it to a neat assembly of keyed and symbolic facts
to beinsarted in the gdacticfiles.

If therewaslife, and sometimes there was, they prodded it to get reaction. Sometimesthe reaction
was extremely violent, and other timesit was much more dangeroudy subtle. But therewerewaysin
which to handle both the violent and the subtle, for the legionnaires and their robots weretrained to a
razor's edge and knew nearly dl the answers.

Therewas nothing in the galaxy so far known that could stop ahuman survey party.

Tom Decker sat at easein the empty lounge and swirled theicein the highball glass, well contented,
watching the firgt of the robots emerge from the bowels of the cargo space. They dragged a conveyor
belt behind them as they emerged, and Decker, sitting idly, watched them drive supportsinto the ground
and rig up the belt.

A door clicked open back of Decker and he turned his head.

"May | comein, Sr?' Doug Jackson asked.

"Certainly," said Decker.

Jackson walked to the great curving window and looked out. "What does it look like, Sir?" he asked.

Decker shrugged. "Another job," he said. " Six weeks. Six months. Depends on what we find."

Jackson sat down beside him. "This one lookstough,” he said. " Jungle worlds dways are a bit
meaner than any of the others.”

Decker grunted at him. "A job. That'sal. Another job to do. Another report to file. Then they'll
ether send out an exploitation gang or apitiful bunch of bleating colonists.”

"Or," said Jackson, "they'll file the report and let it gather dust for athousand years or s0."

"They can do anything they want," Decker told him. "Weturnit in. What someone else doeswith it
after that istheu: affair, not ours”

They sat quietly watching the six robotsroll out thefirst of the packing cases, rip off its coversand
unpack the seventh robot, laying out his various parts negtly in arow in the tramped-down, waist-high



grass. Then, working as ateam, with not asingle fumble, they put No. 7 together, screwed his brain case
into hismetal skull, flipped up his energizing switch and dapped the breastplate home.

No. 7 stood groggily for amoment. He siwung his arms uncertainly, shook his head from sideto side.
Then, having oriented himself, he stepped briskly forward and hel ped the other six heave the packing box
containing No. 8 off the conveyor belt.

"Takesalittletimethisway," said Decker, "but it saves alot of space. Have to cut our robot crew in
half if we didn't pack them at the end of every job. They sow away better.”

He spped at hishighball speculatively. Jackson lit acigarette.

"Someday,” said Jackson, "were goingto run up against something that we can't handle.” Decker
snorted.

"Maybe here," indgsted Jackson, gesturing at the nightmare jungle world outside the great curved
sweep of thevison plate.

"You'rearomanticist,” Decker told him shortly. "In love with the unexpected. Besidesthat, you're
new. Get adozen trips under your belt and you won't fed thisway."

"It could happen,” ind sted Jackson.

Decker nodded, amost deepily. "Maybe," he said.

"Maybeit could, at that. It never has, but | supposeit could. And when it does, wetakeit onthe
lam. It'sno part of our job to fight alast ditch battle. When we bump up against something that's too big
to handle, we don't stick around. We don't take any risks."

Hetook another sip. "Not even calculated risks," he added.

The ship rested on the top of alow hill, inasmdl clearing masked by tall grass, sprinkled here and
there with patches of exotic flowers. Below the hill ariver flowed duggishly, a broad expanse of
chocolate-colored water moving in adeegpy tide through the immense vine-entangled forest.

Asfar asthe eye could see, the jungle stretched away, a brooding darkness that even from behind
the curving quartz of the vision plate seemed to exude a heady, musty scent of danger that swept up over
the grass-covered hilltop. Therewasno sgn of life, but one knew, dmost indinctively, that sentiency
lurked in the buried pathways and tunnels of the grest tree-land.

Robot No. 8 had been energized, and now the eight, split into two groups, ran out two packing cases
at atimeinstead of one. Soon there were twelve robots, and then they formed themselvesinto three
working groups.

"Likethat," said Decker, picking up the conversation where they had left it lying. He gestured with his
glass, now empty. "No calculated risks. We send the robots first. They unpack and set up their fellows.
Then the whole gang turns to and uncrates the machinery and setsit up and getsit operating. A man
doesn't even put hisfoot on the ground until he has a stedl ring around the ship to give him protection.”

Jackson sighed. "1 guessyou'reright,” he said. "Nothing can happen. We don't take any chances.
Not asingle one."

"Why should we?' Decker asked. He heaved himself out of the chair, stood up and stretched. "Got a
thing or two to do," he said. "L ast minute checks and so on.”

"I'll 9t herefor awhile," said Jackson. "I like to watch. It'sal new tome.”

"You'l get over it," Decker told him. "In another twenty years."

In hisoffice, Decker lifted asheaf of preiminary reports off his desk and ran through them dowly,
checking each one carefully, riling away in hismind the basic facts of the world outsde.

Heworked stolidly, wetting abig, blunt thumb againgt his outthrust tongue to flip the pages off the top
of the next stack and deposit them, in not so neet a pile, to hisright, face downward.

Atmosphere—pressure dightly more than Earth. High in oxygen. Gravity—abit more than Earth.
Temperature —hot. Jungle worlds always were. There was a breeze outside now, he thought. Maybe
there'd be a breeze most of the tune. That would be a help. Rotation—thirty-six hour day.

Radiation—none of loca origin, but some hard stuff getting through from the sun. He made amenta
note: Watch that.

Bacterid and virus count—as usud. Lots of it. Apparently not too dangerous. Not with every single
soul hypoed and immunized and hormoned to his eyebrows. But you never can be sure, he thought. Not



entirely sure. No calculated risks, he had told Jackson. But here was a cul culated risk, and one you
couldn't do asingle thing about. If there was abug that picked you for ahost and you weren't loaded for
bear to fight him, you took him on and did the best you could. Life factor—Iot of emanation. Probably
the vegetation, maybe even the soil, was crawling with dl sorts of loathsomelife. Vicious stuff, more than
likely. But that was something you took care of asamatter of routine. No use taking any chances. You
went over the ground even if therewas no life— just to be sure there wasn't.

A tap came on the door and he called out for the man to enter.

It was Captain Carr, commander of the Legion unit.

Carr saluted snappily. Decker did not rise. He made his answering salute a doppy one on purpose.
No use, hetold himsdlf, letting the fellow establish any semblance of equdlity, for therewasno such
equality infact. A captain of the Legion smply did not rank with the commandant of agaactic survey

party

eporting, Sr," said Carr. "We are ready for alanding.”

"Fine, Captain. Fine." What was the matter with the fool ? The Legion always was ready, dways
would be ready—that was no more than tradition. Why, then, carry out such an empty, tiff formaity?

But it was the nature of aman like Carr, he supposed. The Legion, with itsrigid discipline, with its
ancient pride of service and tradition, attracted men like Carr, was a perfect finishing school for
accomplished martinets.

Tin soldiers, Decker thought, but accomplished ones. As hard-bitten agang of fighting men asthe
gdaxy had ever known. They were drilled and disciplined to arazor's edge, serum- and
hormone-injected againg al known diseases of an dien world, trained and educated in aien psychology
and drictly indoctrinated with high survival characteristics which stood up under even the most adverse
circumstances.

"We shdl not be ready for sometime, Captain,” Decker said. "The robots have just started then:
uncrating.”

"Very wdl," said Carr. "We awalit your orders, Sr."

"Thank you, Captain," Decker told him, making it quite clear that he wished he would get out. But
when Carr turned to go, Decker called him back.

"What isit, Sir?" asked Carr.

"I've been wondering," said Decker. " Just wondering, you understand. Can you imagine any
circumstances which might arise that the Legion could not handle?"

Carr'sexpression was a pure delight to see. "I'm afraid, Sir, that | don't understand your question.”

Decker sghed. "I didn't think you would," he said.

Before nightfdl, the full working force of robots had been uncrated and had set up some of the
machines, enough to establish asmadl circle of darm posts around the ship.

A flame thrower burned a barren circle on the hilltop, stretching five hundred feet around the ship. A
hard-radiations generator took up its painstaking task, pouring pure death into the soil. The toll must have
been terrific. In some spots the ground virtudly boiled asthe dying life forms fought momentarily and
fruitlesdy to escape the death that cut them down.

The robots rigged up huge batteries of lamps that set the hilltop ablaze with alight as bright as day,
and the work went on.

Asyet, no human had set foot outside the ship.

Inside the ship, the robot stewards set up atable in the lounge so that the human diners might see
what was going on outside the ship.

The entire company, except for thelegionnareswho stayed in quarters, had gathered for the
meal when Decker cameinto the room.

"Good evening, gentlemen,” he said. He strode to the tabl€'s head and the others ranged themselves
along the sdes. He sat down and there was a scraping of drawn chairs asthe others took their places.
He clasped his handsin front of him and bowed his head and parted hislipsto say the customary words.
He halted even as he was about to speak, and when the words did come they were different from the
ones he had said by rote athousand times before.



"Dear Father, we are Thy servantsin an unknown land and there is adeadly pride upon us. Teach us
humility and lead usto the knowledge, beforeit istoo late, that men, despitetheir far traveling and their
mighty works, ill are as childrenin Thy sight. Bless the bread we are about to break, we beg Thee, and
keep usforever in Thy compassion. Amen."

Helifted his head and looked down the table. Some of them, he saw, were sartled. The otherswere
amused. They wonder if I'm cracking, he thought. They think the Old Man isbreaking up. And that may
betrue, for dl | know. Although | wasal right until this afternoon. All right until young Doug Jackson ...

"Those werefinewords, lad,” said Old MacDondd, the chief engineer. "I thank you for them, sir,
and there is them among us who would do well to take some heed upon them.”

Platters and plates were being passed up and down the table's length and there was the
commonplace, homely clatter of silverware and china.

"Thislooks an interesting world," said Wa dron, the anthropologist. "Dickson and | wereup in
observation just before the sun set. We thought we saw something down by the river. Some sort of life."

Decker grunted, scooping fried potatoes out of abowl onto hisplate. "Funny if we don't run across a
lot of life here. The radiation wagon stirred up alot of it when it went over thefield today.”

"What Waldron and | saw," said Dickson, "looked humanoid.”

Decker squinted at the biologist. "Sure of that?* he asked.

Dicfcson shook hishead. "The seeing was poor. Couldn't be absolutely sure. Seemed to methere
were two or three of them. Matchstick men.”

Wadron nodded. "Like apicture akid would draw," he said. "One stroke for the body. Two strokes
each for amsand legs. A circlefor ahead. Angular. Ungraceful. Skinny."

"Graceful enough in mation, though,” said Dickson. "When they moved, they went like cats. Flowed,
sort of "

"WEélIl know plenty soon enough,” Decker told them mildly. "In aday or two well flush them.”

Funny, he thought. On amost every job someone popped up to report he had spotted humanoids.
Usudly thereweren't any. Usudly it was just imagination. Probably wishful thinking, hetold himsdlf, the
yen of men far away from their fellow mento find in an dien place atype of life that somehow seemed
familiar.

Although the usud humanoid, once you met himin theflesh, turned out to be so repulsively dien that
aongside him an octopus would seem positively human.

Franey, the senior geologi<, said, "'I've been thinking about those mountains to the west of us, the
ones we caught sight of when we were coming in. Had anew look about them. New mountains are good
to work in. They haven't worn down. Easier to get a whatever'sin them."”

"Well lay out our first survey linesin that direction,” Decker told him.

Outside the curving vison plate, the night was dive with the blaze of the batteries of lights. Gleaming
robotstoiled in shining gangs. Ponderous machines lumbered past. Smaller ones scurried like frightened
beetles. To the south, great gouts of flame legped out, and the sky was painted red with the bursts of a
squad of flame throwers going into action.

"Chewing out alanding field," said Decker. "A tongue of junglejuts out there. Absolutely level
ground. Like afloor. Won't teke agreat dedl of work to turnitinto afield.”

The stewards brought coffee and brandy and a box of good cigars. Decker and his men settled back
into their chairs, taking life easy, watching the work going on outside the ship.

"l hatethiswaiting," Franey said, settling down comfortably to hiscigar.

"Part of thejob," said Decker. He poured more brandy into his coffee.

By dawn the last machines were set up and had either been moved out to their assigned positions or
were parked in the motor pool. The flamers had enlarged the burned-over area and three radiation
wagons were busy on their rounds. To the south, the airfield had been finished and the jetswere lined up
and waiting in aplumb-straight row.

Some of the robots, their work done for the moment, formed themsalvesin solid ranksto form a
solid square, neat and orderly and occupying aminimum of space. They stood there in the square,
waiting againgt the time when they would be needed, amotor pool of robots, areservoir of manpower.



Finally the gangplank came down and the legionnaires marched out in files of two, with clank and
glitter and aremorsaess precision that put machinesto shame. There were no banners and there were no
drums, for these are usel ess things and the L egion, despite its clank and glitter, was an organization of
ruthless efficiency.

The column wheeled and became aline, and the line broke up and the platoons moved out toward
the planet-head perimeter. There machines and legionnaires and robots manned the frontier that Earth
had set up on an aien world.

Busy robots staked out and set up an open-air pavilion of gaudily striped canvasthat rippled in the
breeze, placed tables and chairs beneath its shade, moved in arefrigerator filled with beer and with extra
ice compartments.

At last it was safe and comfortable for ordinary men to leave the shelter of the ship.

Organization, Decker told himsalf—organization and efficiency and leaving not athing to chance.
Plug every loophole before it becomes aloophole. Crush possible resistance before it develops as
resistance. Gain absolute control over acertain number of square feet of planet and operate from there.

Later, of course, there were certain chances taken; you just couldn't diminate them all. Therewould
befield trips, and even with dl the precautions that robot and machine and legionnaire could offer there
would be certain risks. There would be aerid survey and mapping, and these, too, would have e ements
of chance, but with these e ements reduced to the very minimum.

And aways there would be the base, an absolutely safe and impregnable base to which afied party
or asurvey flight could retreat, from which reinforcements could be sent out or counteraction taken.

Foolproof, he told himself. Asfoolproof asit could be made.

He wondered briefly what had been the matter with him the night before. It had been that young foal,
Jackson, of course—a capable biochemist, possibly, but certainly the wrong kind of man for ajob like
this. Something had dipped up: the screening board should have stopped aman like Jackson, should
have spotted his emotiond instability. Not that he could do any actua harm, of course, but he could be
upsetting. Anirritant, thought Decker, that iswhat heis. Just anirritant. Decker laid an armload of
paraphernaiaon the long table underneath the gay pavilion. From it he selected arolled-up sheet of map
paper, unrolled it, spread it flat and thumb-tacked it at four corners. On it aportion of the river and the
mountains to the west had been roughly penciled in. The base was represented by an X'ed-through
square—but the rest of it was blank.

But it would befilled in—as the days went by it would take shape and form.

From thefield to the south ajet whooshed into the sky, made alazy turn and straightened out to
streak toward the west. Decker walked to the edge of the pavilion's shade and watched it asit dwindled
out of sght. That would be Jarvis and Donndlly, assigned to the preliminary survey of the southwest
sector between the base and the western mountains.

Another jet roselazily, trailing its column of exhaust, gathered speed and sprang into the sky.
Freeman and Johns, he thought.

Decker went back to the table, pulled out achair and sat down. He picked up a pencil and tapped it
idly on the amost-blank map paper. Behind his back he heard another jet whoom upward from the field.
Helet hiseyestakein the base. Already it waslosing itsraw, burned-over look. Already it had
something of the look of Earth about it, of the efficiency and common sense and get-the-job-done

attitude of the men of Earth.

Small groups of men stood around talking. One of them, he saw, squatted on the ground, talking
something over with three squatting robots. Others walked around, Sizing up the Situation.

Decker grunted with satisfaction. A capable gang of men, he thought. Most of them would haveto
wait around to really get down to work until the first surveys camein, but even while they waited they
would not beidle.

They'd take soil samples and test them. Thelife that swarmed in the soil would be captured and
brought in by grinning robots, and the squirming, vicious things would be pinned down and
investigated—photographed, X-rayed, dissected, analyzed, observed, put through reaction tests. Trees
and plants and grasses would be catal ogued and attempts made to classify them. Test pitswould be dug



for alook at soil strata. The river's water would be analyzed. Seines would dredge up some of thelife
they held. Wellswould be driven to establish water tables.

All of thishere, a the moment, while they waited for thefirst preiminary flightsto bring back data
that would pin-point other areas worthy of investigation.

Once those reports werein, the work would be started in dead earnest. Geologists and mineral men
would probe into the planet's hide. Wesather observation points would be set up. Botanistswould take
far-ranging check samples. Each man would do the work for which he had been trained. Field reports
would pour back to the base, there to be correlated and fitted into the picture,

Work then, work in plenty. Work by day and night. And al the tune the base would be a bit of
Earth, afew square yards held inviolate againgt dl another world might musgter.

Decker sat easily in hischair and fdlt the breeze that came benesth the canvas, a gentle breeze that
ruffled through his hair, rattled the papers on the table and twitched the tacked-down map. It was
pleasant here, he thought. But it wouldn't stay pleasant long. It dmost never did.

Someday, he thought, I'll find a pleasant planet, a paradise planet where the weather's ways perfect
and thereisfood for the picking of it and nativesthat are intelligent to talk with and companionablein
other ways, and | will never leaveit. I'll refuse to leave when the ship isready to blast off. I'll live out my
daysin afascinating corner of alousy galaxy—agdaxy that is gaunt with hunger and mad with savagery
and londly beyond dl that may be said of londlinesss.

He looked up from hisreverie and saw Jackson standing &t the pavilion's edge, watching him.

"What's the matter, Jackson?' Decker asked with sudden bitterness. "Why aren't you—"

"They'rebringing in anative, dr," said Jackson, bregthlesdy. "One of the things Wadron and Dickson

The native was humanoid, but he was not human.

AsWaldron and Dickson had said, he was a match-stick man, aflesh and blood extension of a
drawing afour-year-old might make. He was black as the ace of spades, and he wore no clothing, but
the eyesthat looked out of the pumpkin-shaped head at Decker were bright with alight that might have
been intelligence.

Decker tensed as he looked into those eyes. Then helooked away and saw the men standing silently
around the pavilion's edge, slent and waiting, tense ashe was.

Sowly Decker reached out his hand to one of the two headsets of the mentograph. Hisfingers
closed over it and for amoment he felt avague, but forceful, reluctance to put it on his head. It was
disturbing to contact, or attempt to contact, an alien mind. It gave one aqueasy feding in the pit of the
stomach. It was athing, he thought, that Man never had been intended to do—an experience that was
utterly foreign to any human background.

He lifted the headset dowly, fitted it over his skull, made asign toward the second set.

For along moment the alien eyes watched him, the cresture standing erect and motionless.

Courage, thought Decker. Raw and naked courage, to stand there in this suddenly unfamiliar
environment that had blossomed dmost overnight on familiar ground, to stand there motionless and erect,
surrounded by creatures that must look asif they had dropped from some horrible nightmare.

The humanoid took one step closer to the table, reached out a hand and took the headset. Fumbling
with itsunfamiliarity, he clamped it on his head. And never for amoment did the eyes waver from
Decker's eyes, dways dert and watchful.

Decker forced himsdlf to relax, tried to force his mind into an attitude of peace and cam. That wasa
thing you had to be careful of. Y ou couldn't scare these creatures—you had to lull them, quiet them
down, make them fed your friendliness. They would be upset, and a sudden thought, even asuggestion
of human brusgueness would wind them up tighter than adrum.

Therewasintelligence here, he told himsdlf, being careful to keep his mind unruffled, agreater
intelligence than one would think, looking at the creature. Intelligence enough to know that he should put
on the headset, and gutsenough to doiit.

He caught thefirst faint menta whiff of the match-stick man, and the pit of his ssomach contracted
suddenly and there was an ache around his chest. There was nothing in the thing he caught, nothing that



could be put into words, but there was an dienness, asasmell isdien. There was anon-human
connotation that set one's teeth on edge. He fought back the gagging blackness of repulsive disgust that
sought to break the smooth friendliness he held within hismind.

"Wearefriendly," Decker forced himsdf to think. "We arefriendly. We arefriendly. We arefriendly.
Wearefriendly. Weare—"

"Y ou should not have come,” said the thought of the matchstick man.

"Wewill not harm you," Decker thought. "We are friendly. We will not harm you. Wewill not
harm—"

"Youwill never leave" said the humanoid.

"Let usbefriends" thought Decker. "L et us be friends. We have gifts. We will help you. We will—"

"Y ou should not have come," said the matchstick thought. "But sSince you are here, you can never
leave™

Humor him, thought Decker to himsdf. Humor him.

"All right, then,” hethought. "Wewill stay. Wewill stay and wewill befriendly. Wewill stay and
teach you. We will give you the things we have brought for you and we will stay with you.”

"You will not leave," said the matchstick man's thought, and there was something so cold and logica
and matter-of-fact about the way the thought was delivered that Decker suddenly was cold.

The humanoid meant it—meant every word he said. He was not being dramatic, nor was he
blustering—but neither was he bluffing. He actudly thought that the humans would not leave, that they
would not liveto leave the planet. Decker amiled softly to himsalf.

"Youwill diehere" said the humanoid thought.

"Die?" asked Decker. "What isdie?"

The matchstick man's thought was pure disgust. Deliberately he reached up, took off the headset and
laid it carefully back upon the table. Then he turned and walked away, and not aman made amoveto
gop him.

Decker took off bis headset and dammed it on the table top.

"Jackson," he said, "pick up that phone and tell the Legion to let him through. Let him leave. Don't try
to stop him."

He sat amply in hischair and looked at the ring of faces that were watching him.

Waldron asked, "What isit, Decker?'

"He sentenced usto death,” said Decker. "He said that we would not leave the planet. He said that
wewould die here”

"Strong words,” said Waldron.

"He meant them," Decker said.

Helifted ahand, nipped it weerily. "He doesn't know, of course," he said. "Heredlly thinksthat he
can sop us from leaving. He thinksthat wewill die."

It was an amusing Situation, redlly. That anaked humanoid should walk out of the jungle and threaten
to do away with ahuman survey party, that he should redlly think that he could do it. That he should be
S0 positive about it.

But there was not asingle smile on any of the faces that looked at Decker.

"Wecan't let it get us," Decker said.

"Neverthdess" Wadron declared, "we should take precautions.”

Decker nodded. "WEIl go on emergency aertimmediately,” he said. "Well stay that way until we're
aure. .. until were. . ." Hisvoicetrailed off. Sure of what? Sure that an alien savage who wore no
clothing, who had not asign of culture about him, could wipe out agroup of humans protected by aring
of stedl, held wihin aguard of machines and robots and agroup of fighting men who knew dl therewas
to know concerning the refinements of dealing out swift and merciless extermination to anything that
moved againg them? Ridiculous!

Of courseit wasridiculous! And yet the eyes had held intelligence. The being had not only
intelligence but courage. He had stood within acircle of—to him—alien beings, and he had not flinched.
He had faced the unknown and said what there was to say, and then had walked away with adignity any



human would have been proud to wear. He must have guessed that the aien beings within the confines of
the base were not of his own planet, for he had said that they should not have come, and his thought had
implied that he was aware they were not of thisworld of his. He had understood that he was supposed to
put on the headset, but whether that was an act more of courage than of intelligence one would never
know—for you could not know if he had redlized what the headset had been for. Not knowing, the
naked courage of clamping it to bis head was of an order that could not be measured.

"What do you think?" Decker asked Wddron. "Well haveto be careful," Wadron told him evenly.
"Well have to watch our step. Take dl precautions, now that we are warned. But there's nothing to be
scared of, nothing we can't handle.”

"Hewasbluffing," Dickson said. "Trying to scare usinto leaving.”

Decker shook hishead. "I don't think hewas," he said, "I tried to bluff him and it didn't work. He's
just assureaswe are.”

The work went on. There was no attack. Thejets roared out and thrummed away, mapping the
land. Field partieswent out cautiously. They were flanked by robots and by legionnaires and preceded
by lumbering machinesthat knifed and tore and burned aroadway through even the most stubborn of the
terrain they went up against. Radio weather stations were set up at distant points, and at the base the
weather tabulators clicked off on tape the data that the stations sent back.

Other fidd partieswere flown into the specid areas pinpointed for more extensve exploration and
invedtigation.

And nothing happened.

The days went past. The weeks went past. The machines and robots watched, and the legionnaires
stood ready, and the men hurried with their work so they could get off the planet.

A bed of coa wasfound and mapped. An iron range was discovered. One areain the mountainsto
the west crawled with radioactive ores. The botanists found twenty-seven species of edible fruit. The
base swarmed with animals that had been trapped as specimens and remained as pets.

And avillage of the matchgtick men was found. It wasn't much of aplace. Its huts were primitive. Its
sanitation was nonexistent. Its people were peaceful.

Decker left his chair under the striped pavilion to lead a party to the village.

The party entered cautioudy, weapons ready, but being very careful not to move too fast, not to
speak too quickly, not to make amotion that might be construed as hostile,

The natives sat in their doorways and watched them. They did not speak and they scarcely moved a
muscle. They smply watched the humans as they marched to the center of the village.

There the robots set up atable and placed a mento-graph upon it. Decker sat down inachair and
put one of the headsets on his skull. Therest of the party waited off to one sde. Decker waited at the
table.

They waited for an hour and not anative stirred. None came forward to put on the other headset.

Decker took off the headset wearily and placed it on the table.

"It'sno use," he said. "It won't work. Go ahead and take your pictures. Do anything you wish. But
don't disturb the natives. Don't touch asinglething."

He took a handkerchief out of his pocket and mopped his steaming face.

Wadron came and leaned on the table. "What do you make of it?" he asked.

Decker shook hishead. "It haunts me," he said. "Therés just onething that | am thinking. It must be
wrong. It can't be right. But the thought cameto me, and | can't get rid of it."

"Sometimes that happens,” Waldron said. "No matter how illogica athing may be, it stickswith a
man, likeaburr ingde hisbrain."

"Thethought isthis," said Decker. "That they havetold usdl they haveto tell us. That they have
nothing more they wish to say to us."

"That'swhat you thought,” said Waldron. Decker nodded. "A funny thing to think," he said. "Out of a
clear sky. And it can't beright."

"I don't know," said Wadron. "Nothing's right here. Notice that they haven't got asingleiron tool.
Not ascrap of metd in evidence at dl. Their cooking utensils are stone, asort of funny stuff like



sogpstone. What few toolsthey have are stone. And yet they have a culture. And they have it without
metd.”

"They'reintelligent,” said Decker. "Look at them watching us. Not afraid. Just waiting. Cam and sure
of themselves. And that fellow who came into the base. He knew what to do with the headset.”

Wadron sucked thoughtfully at atooth. "Wed better be getting back to base," he said. "It's getting
late" He held hiswrist in front of him. "My watch has stopped. What tune do you have, Decker?"

Decker lifted his arm and Waldron heard the sharp gasp of hisindrawn breath. Slowly Decker raised
bis head and looked at the other man.

"My watch has stopped, too," he said, and his voice was scarcely louder than awhisper.

For amoment they were graven images, shocked into immohility by athing that should have been no
more than an inconvenience. Then Waldron sprang erect from the table, whirled to face the men and
robots.

"Assemblel” he shouted. "Back to the base. Quick!"

The men came running. The robotsfell into place. The column marched away. The natives sat quietly
intheir doorways and watched them asthey |eft.

Decker sat in hiscamp chair and listened to the canvas of the pavilion snapping softly in thewind,
diveinthewind, talking and laughing to itsdf. A lantern, hung on aring above his head, swayed gently,
cadting fleeting shadows that seemed at times to be the shadows of living, moving things. A robot stood
giffly and quietly beside one of the pavilion poles.

Stalidly, Decker reached out afinger and stirred the little pile of whedls and springs that lay upon the
table.

Siniger, hethought. Sinister and queer.

The guts of watches, lying on the table. Not of two watches done, not only hisand Waldron's
watches, but many other watches from the wrists of other men. All of them silent, stilled in their task of
marking time.

Night had falen hours before, but the base till was agtir with activity that was at once feverish and
furtive. Men moved about in the shadows and crossed the glaring patches of brilliance shed by the
batteries of lights set up by the robots many weeks before. Watching the men, one would have sensed
that they moved with a haunting sense of doom, would have known aswell that they knew, deep in their
inmost hearts, that there was no doom to fear. No definite thing that one could put afinger on and say,
thisisthe thing to fear. No direction that one might point toward and say, doom lies here, waiting to
Spring upon us.

Jugt one smdl thing.

Watches had stopped running. And that was a smple thing for which there must be somesmple
explanation.

Except, thought Decker, on an dien planet no occurrence, no accident or incident, can be regarded
asasmplething for which asmple explanation must necessarily be anticipated. For the matrix of cause
and effect, the mathemeatics of chance, may not hold true on an dien planet asthey hold true on Earth.

There was one rule, Decker thought grimly. Onerule: Take no chances. That wasthe one saferuleto
follow - theonly ruleto follow.

Following it, he had ordered dl field parties back to base, had ordered the crew to prepare the ship
for emergency take-off, had alerted the robots to be ready at an instant to get the machines aboard. Even
to be prepared to desert the machines and leave without them if circumstances should dictate that this
was necessary. Having done that, there was no more to do but wait. Wait until the field parties came
back from their advance camps. Wait until some reason could be assigned to the failure of the watches.

It was not athing, he told himself, that should be alowed to panic one. It was something to
recognize, not to disregard. It was a circumstance that made necessary a certain number of precautions,
but it was not a Situation that should make one lose dll sense of proportion.

Y ou could not go back to Earth and say, "Well, you see, our watches stopped and so . . ."

A footstep sounded and he siwung around in his chair. It was Jackson.

"What isit, Jackson?' Decker asked. "The camps aren't answering, sir,” said Jackson. " The operator



has been trying to raise them and there is no answer. Not a single peep.”

Decker grunted. "Takeit easy," hesad. "They will answer. Give them tune.”

He wished, even as he spoke, that he could fed some of the assurance that hetried to put into his
voice. For asecond, arising terror mounted in histhroat and he choked it back.

"Sit down," hesaid. "Weéll st here and have abeer and then well go down to the radio shack and
seewhat'sdoing.”

He rapped on thetable. "Beer," he said. "Two beers.” The robot standing by the pavilion pole did not
answer.

He made hisvoice louder. The robot did not stir. Decker put his clenched fists upon the table and
tried to rise, but hislegs were suddenly cold and had turned unaccountably to water, and he could not
rasehimsdf.

"Jackson," he panted, "go and tap that robot on the shoulder. Tell him we want beer.”

He saw the fear that whitened Jackson's face as he rose and moved dowly forward. Insgde himself he
felt the terror start and worry at his throat

Jackson stood beside the robot and reached out a hesitant hand, tapped him gently on the shoulder,
tapped him harder—and the robot fell flat upon itsface!

Feet hammered across the hard-packed ground, heading for the pavilion.

Decker jerked himself around, sat foursquare and solid in his chair, waiting for the man who ran. It
was MacDonald, the chief engineer. He hdted in front of Decker and his hands, scarred and grimy with
years of righting balky engines, reached down and gripped the boards of the tabl€'s edge. His seamy face
wastwisted asif he were about to weep. "The ship, Sr. Theship ... ."

Decker nodded, almostidly. "I know, Mr. MacDondd. The ship won't run.”

MacDondd gulped. "The big suff'sal right, sir. But the little gadgets ... the injector mechaniam . . .
the—" He stopped abruptly and stared at Decker. "You knew," he said. "How did you know?"

"I knew," said Decker, "that someday it would come. Not like this, perhaps. But in any one of
several ways. | knew that the day would come when our luck would run too thin. | talked big, like the
rest of you, of course, but | knew that it would come. The day when wed covered al the possibilities but
the one that we could not suspect, and that, of course, would be the one that would ruin us."

He was thinking, the natives had no metd. No sign of any metd inthelr village at dl. Their dishes
were sogp-stone, and they wore no ornaments. Their implements were stone. And yet they were
intelligent enough, civilized enough, cultured enough to have fabricated metd. For there was metd here, a
great deposit of it in the western mountains. They had tried perhaps, many centuries ago, had fashioned
metal tools and had them go to pieces underneeth then: fingersin afew short weeks.

A civilization without metd. A culture without metd. It wasjmthinkable. Take metd from aman and
he went back to the caves. Take metal from aman and he was earthbound, and his bare hands were dl
he had.

Wadron cameinto the pavilion, waking quietly inthe sllence. "Theradio isdead,” he said, "and the
robots are dying likeflies. The placeislittered with them, just SO much scrap metd.”

Decker nodded. "Thelittle stuff, the finely fabricated, will gofirdt," he said. "Like watches and radio
innards and robot brains and injector mechanisms. Next, the generators will go and we will have no lights
or power. Then the machineswill break down and the Legion's wegponswill be no more than clubs.
After that, the big stuff, probably.”

"The native told us," Wadron said, "when you talked to him. Y ou will never leave, hesad.”

"Wedidn't understand,” said Decker. "We thought he was threatening us and we knew that we were
too big, too well guarded for any threet of histo harm us. Hewasn't threatening us at dl, of course. He
wasjud tdling us™

He made a hopel ess gesture with hishands. "What isit?"

"No one knows," said Waldron quietly. "Not yet, at least. Later we may find out, but it won't help us
any. A microbe, maybe. A virus. Something that eats iron after it has been subjected to hesat or aloyed
with other metds. It doesn't go for iron ore. If it did, that deposit we found would have been gonelong



"If that istrue," said Decker, "we've brought it the first square medl it'shad inalong, long time. A
thousand years. Maybe amillion years. Thereis no fabricated metal here. How would it survive? Without
Suff to est, how would it live?!

"I wouldn't know," said Wadron. "It might not be ameta-esting organism at dl. It might be
something e se. Something in the amosphere”

"Wetested the atmosphere.” But, even asthe words | eft his mouth, Decker saw how foolish they
were. They had tested the atmosphere, but how could they have detected something they had never run
across before? Man's yardstick was limited—Ilimited to the things he knew about, limited by the circle of
his own experience. He guarded himsdlf against the obvious and the imaginable. He could not guard
himsdf againg the unknowable or the unimaginable.

Decker rose and saw Jackson il standing by the pavilion pole, with the robot stretched at his feet.

"Y ou have your answer," hetold the biochemigt. "Remember that first day here? Y ou talked with me
inthelounge."

Jackson nodded. "' remember, Sir."

And suddenly, Decker redlized, the entire base was qui€t.

A gust of wind came out of the jungle and rattled the canvas.

Now, for thefirgt time since they had landed, he caught in the wind the dien smdll of an dien world.

THE ANSWERS

THEY knew it when they stepped out of the ship and saw it. Therewas, of course, no way that they
could have known it, or have been sure they knew it, for there was no way to know what one might be
looking for. Y et they did know it for what it was, and three of them stood and looked at it and the fourth
onefloated and looked at it. And each of them, in hisbrain or heart or intuition, whatever you may name
it, knew deep ingde himsdf astrange conviction that here findly wasthe resting place, or one of the
resting places, of that legendary fragment of the human race that millenia before had broken free of the
chains of ordinary humansto make their way into the darkness of the outer galaxy. But whether they had
fled from mediocrity or whether they had deserted or whether they had left for any one of a dozen other
reasons was athing that no one now might know, for the matter had become an academic question that
had split into severa cults of erudite belief and still was fiercely debated in avery learned manner.

In the minds of the four who looked, however, there was no shred of question that here before them
lay the place that had been sought, in amore or less haphazard fashion, for ahundred thousand years. It
was aplace. One hestated to cdll it acity, dthough it probably was acity. It was aplace of living and of
learning and of working and it had many buildings, but the buildings had been made a part of the
landscape and did not outrage the eye with their grossness or their disregard for the land they stood
upon. There was greatness about the place—not the greatness of gigantic stones hegped on one another,
nor the greatness of abold and overwheming architecture, nor even the greatness of indestructibility. For
there was no massiveness of structure and the architecture seemed quite ordinary, and some of the
buildings had fallen into disrepair and others were weathered into a mellowness that blended with the
trees and grass of the hills on which they stood.

Stll, there was a greatness in them, the greatness of humility and purpose and the greatness, too, of
well-ordered life. Looking at them, one knew that he had been wrong in thinking this a city—that thiswas
no city, but an extensive village, with dl the connotations that were in the word.

But most of all there was humanness, the subtle touch that marked the buildings as those that had
been planned by human minds and raised by human hands. Y ou could not put your finger upon any single
thing and say, thisthing is human, for any one thing you put your finger on might have been built or
achieved by another race. But when dl those single things were rolled into the whole concept there could
be no doubt that it was ahuman village.

Sentient beings had hunted for this place, had sought the clue that might lead them to the vanished



segment of the race, and when they failed, some of them had doubted there had been such aplace, with
the recordsthat told of it often in dispute. There were those, too, who had said that it mattered little
whether you found the missing fragment or not, since little that was of any vaue would come from arace
so indgnificant as the human race. What were the humans? they would ask you and would answer before
you had a chance to speak. Gadgeteers, they said, gadgeteers who were singularly unstable. Great on
gadgets, they would say, but with very little redl intelligence. It was, they would point out, only by the
dightest margin of intelligence that they were ever accepted into the gdactic brotherhood. And, these
detractors would remind you, they had not improved much since. Still marvelous gadgeteers, of course,
but grictly third-rate citizens who now quite rightly had been rel egated to the backwash of the empire.

The place had been sought, and there had been many failures. It had been sought, but not
consgtently, for there were matters of much greater import than finding it. It was Smply an amusing piece
of galactic history, or myth, if you would rather. Asaproject, its discovery had never rated very high.

But here it was, spread out below the high ridge on which the ship had landed, and if any of them
wondered why it had not been found before, there was a smple answer—there were just too many stars;
you could not search them dl.

"Thisisit," sad the Dog, speaking in hismind, and he looked dantwise a the Human, wondering
what the Human might be thinking, for, of al of them, thefinding of this place must mean the most to him.
"I am glad wefound it," said the Dog, speaking directly to the Human, and the Human caught the

nuances of the thought, the closeness of the Dog and his greet compassion and his brotherhood.

"Now we shdl know," the Spider said, and each of them knew, without actudly saying so, that now
they'd know if these humans were any different from the other humans, or if they were just the same old
humdrum race.

"They were mutants,” said the Globe, "or they were supposed to be."

The Human stood there, saying nothing, just looking at the place.

"If wed tried tofind it," said the Dog, "we never would have doneit.”

"We can't spend much time," the Spider told them. "Just aquick survey, then there'sthis other

"The point is" said the Globe, "we know that it exists and whereit is. They will send expertsout to
investigate”

"Westumbled onit," said the Human, haf in wonderment. "We just sumbled on it."

The Spider made athought that sounded like a chuckle and the Human said no more.

"It's deserted,” said the Globe. "They have run away again.”

"They may be decadent,” said the Spider. "We may find

what's | eft of them huddled in some corner, wondering what it's al about, |oaded down with legends
and with crazy superdtitions.”

"I don't think s0," said the Dog. "We can't spend much time," the Spider said again. "We should
spend notime at dl," the Globe told them. "We were not sent out to find this place. We have no business
letting it ddlay us™

"Sincewevefoundit," said the Dog, "it would be ashameto go away and leaveit, just like that.”

"Then let'sget at it," said the Spider. "Let's break out the robots and the ground car.”

"If you don't mind,” the Human said, "I think that | will walk. Therest of you go aheed. I'll just walk
down and take alook around.”

"Il gowith you," said the Dog.

"| thank you," said the Human, "but there redlly isno need.” :

So they let him go done.

Thethree of them stayed on the ridge top and watched him walk down the hill toward the silent
buildings. Then they went to activate the robots. The sun was setting when they returned, and the
Human was waiting for them, squatting ontheridge, staring at the village.

Hedid not ask them what they had found. It was amost asif he knew, athough he could not have
found the answer by himsdlf, just walking around. They told him.

The Dog was kind about it. "It's strange,” he said. "Thereis no evidence of any great development.



No hint of anything unusud. In fact, you might guessthat they had retrogressed. There are no gresat
engines, no hint of any mechanicd ability.”

"Thereare gadgets,” said the Human. "Gadgets of comfort and convenience. That isal | saw.”

"That isdl thereis," the Spider said. "There are no humans,” said the Globe. "No life of any kind. No
intdligence”

"Theexperts,” sad the Dog, "may find something when they come.”

"| doubt it," said the Spider.

The Human turned his head away from thevillage and looked at histhree companions. The Dog was
sorry, of course, that they had found so little, sorry that the little they had found had been so negative.
The Dog was sorry because he fill held within himsalf some measure of racia memory and of loyaty.
The old associations with the human race had been wiped away milleniaago, but the heritage till held,
the old heritage of sympathy with and for the being that had walked with his ancestors so
undergtandingly.

The Spider was amost pleased about it, pleased that he had found no evidence of greatness, that this
last vestige of vanity that might be held by humans now would be dashed forever and the race must now
dink back into its corner and stay there, watching with furtive eyes the greatness of the Spiders and the
other races.

The Globe didn't care. As he floated there, at head leyel with the Spider and the Dog, it meant little
to him whether humans might be proud or humble. Nothing mattered to the Globe except that certain
plans went forward, that certain goal's were reached, that progress could be measured. Already the
Globe had written off thisvillage, dready he had erased the story of the mutant humans as a factor that
might affect progress, one way or another.

"| think," the Human said, "that | will stay out herefor awhile. That is, if you don't mind.”

"Wedon't mind," the Globetold him.

"It will be getting dark,” the Spider said.

"Ther€ll be sars" the Human said. "There may even be amoon. Did you noticeif therewasa
moon?"

"No," the Spider said.

"WElII beleaving soon," the Dog said to the Human. "1 will come out and tell you when we haveto
leave™

There were gars, of course. They came out when the last flush of the sun till flamed dong the west.
Firg therewere but afew of the brighter ones and then there were more, and finally the entire heaven
was anetwork of unfamiliar stars. But there was no moon. Or, if there was one, it did not show itself.

Chill crept across the ridge and the Human found some sticks of wood lying about, dead branches
and shriveled bushes and other wood that looked asif it might a one time have been milled and worked,
and built himsdf afire. It wasasmdl fire but it flamed brightly in the darkness, and he huddled close
againg it, more for its companionship than for any hest it gave.

He sat beside it and looked down upon the village and told himself there was something wrong. The
greatness of the human race, he told himself, could not have gone o utterly to seed. He waslondly,
lonely with athroat-aching loneliness that was more than the londliness of an dien planet and achilly ridge
and unfamiliar stars. He was lonely for the hope that once had glowed so brightly, for the promise that
had gone like dust into nothingness before amorning wind, for arace that huddled in its gadgetry in the
backwash of the empire.

Not an empire of humanity, but an empire of Globes and Spiders, of Dogs and other thingsfor which
there was scarcely adescription.

There was more to the human race than gadgetry. There was destiny somewhere and the gadgetry
was smply the meansto bridge the time until that destiny should become apparent. In afight for survivd,
he told himself, gadgetry might be the expedient, but it could not be the answer; it could not be the sum
totd, thefind jotting down of any group of beings.

The Dog came and stood beside him without saying anything. He smply stood there and |ooked
down with the Human at the quiet village that had been quiet so long, and thefirdight flamed along his



coat, and hewas athing of beauty with a certain inherent wildness dtill existing in him.

Findly the Dog broke the silence that hung above the world and seemed a part of it.

"Thefireisnice" hesad. "l sdldom have afire."

"Thefirewasfirg,” the Human said. "Thefirst sep up. Fireisasymbol to me."

"l have symboals, too," the Dog said, gravely. "Even the Spider has some symbols. But the Globe has
none”"

"| fed sorry for the Globe," the Human said.

"Don't let your pity wear you down," the Dog told him. "The Globe feds sorry for you. Heis sorry
for dl of us, for everything that isnot a Globe."

"Once my people were sorry like that, too," the Human said. "But not any more.”

"It'stuneto go," the Dog said. "I know you would liketo stay, but . . ."

"l am gaying," said the Human.

"You can't ay," the Dog told him.

"l am staying,” the Human said. "I am just aHuman and you can get along without me.”

"| thought you would be staying," said the Dog. "Do you want me to go back and get your stuff?

"If you would be so kind," the Human said. "'I'd not like to go mysdlf.”

"The Globe will beangry,” said the Dog.

"l know it."

"Youwill be demoted,” said the Dog. "It will be along time before you're dlowed to go on afirst
classrunagan.”

"l know anthat."

"The Spider will say that al humansare crazy. Hewill say itin avery nasty way."

"l don't care," the Human said. "Somehow, | don't care.”

"All right, then," said the Dog. "I will go and get your stuff. There are some books and your clothes
and that little trunk of yours."

"Andfood," the Human said.

"Yes," declared the Dog. "1 would not have forgotten food."

After the ship was gone the Human picked up the bundles the Dog had brought, and, in addition to
al the Human'sfood, the Human saw that the Dog had left him some of hisown aswell.

The people of thevillage had lived a smple and acomfortable life. Much of the comfort
paraphernaiahad broken down and al of it had long since ceased to operate, but it was not hard for one
to figure out what each of the gadgets did or once had been designed to do.

They had had alove of beauty, for there till were ruins of their gardens left, and here and there one
found aflower or aflowering shrub that once had been tended carefully for its color and its grace; but
these things had been long forgotten and had lost the grandeur of their purpose, so that the beauty they
now held was bittersweet and faded.

The people had been literate, for there were rows of books upon the shelves. The books went to
dust when they were touched, and one could do no more than wonder at the magic wordsthey held.

There were buildings which at one time might have been theaters and there were great forums where
the populace might have gathered to hear the wisdom or the argument that was the topic of the day.

And even yet one could sense the peace and leisure, the order and the happiness that the place had
once held.

There was no greatness. There were no mighty engines, nor the shops to make them. There were no
launching platforms and no other hint that the dwellersin the village had ever dreamed of going to the
gars, athough they must have known about the stars since their ancestors had come from space. There
were no defenses, and there were no great roads |leading from the village into the outer planet.

Onefdt peace when he walked along the street, but it was a haunted peace, a peace that balanced
on aknifés edge, and while onewished with al hisheart that he could giveway to it and live with it, one
was afraid to do so for fear of what might happen.

The Human dept in the homes, clearing away the dust and the falen debris, building tiny firesto keep
him company. He sat outside, on the broken flagstones or the shattered bench, before he went to deep,



and stared up at the stars and thought how once those stars had made familiar patterns for a happy
people. He wandered in the winding paths that were narrower now than they once had been and hunted
for aclue, although he did not hunt too strenuoudy, for there was something here that said you should not
hurry and you should not fret, for there was no purposeinit.

Here once had lain the hope of the human race, a mutant branch of that race that had been greater
than the basic race. Here had been the hope of greatness and there was no greatness. Here were peace
and comfort and intelligence and leisure, but nothing el se that made itself apparent to the eye.

Although there must be something el se, some lesson, some message, some purpose. The Human told
himsdlf again and again that this could not be adead end, that it was more than some blind dley.

On thefifth day, in the center of the village, he found the building that was alittle more ornate and
somewhat more solidly built, athough al the rest were solid enough for al conscience's sske. There were
no windows and the single door was locked, and he knew at last that he had found the clue he had been
hunting for.

Heworked for three daysto break into the building but there was no way that he could. On the
fourth day he gave up and walked away, out of the village and across the hills, looking for some thought
or some ideathat might gain him entry to the building. He walked acrossthe hills as one will pace his
study when heisat alossfor words, or take aturn in the garden to clear his head for thinking.

And that ishow he found the people.

First of dl, he saw the smoke coming from one of the hollows that branched down toward the valey
where ariver ran, astreak of gleaming slver againgt the green of pasture grass.

Hewalked cautioudy, so that he would not be surprised, but, strangely, without the dightest fear, for
there was something in this planet, something in the arching sky and the song of bird and the way the
wind blew out of the west that told aman he had not athing to fear.

Then he saw the house benesth the mighty trees. He saw the orchard and the trees bending with their
fruit and heard the thoughts of people talking back and forth.

He walked down the hill toward the house, not hurrying, for suddenly it had come upon him that
there was no need to hurry. And, just as suddenly, it seemed that he was coming home, athough that was
the strangest thing of dl, for he had never known ahome that resembled this.

They saw him coming when he strode down across the orchard, but they did not rise and cometo
meet him. They sat wherethey were and waited, asif he were dready afriend of theirsand his coming
were expected.

Therewas an old lady with snow-white hair and a prim, neat dress, its collar coming up high at her
throat to hide the ravages of age upon the human body. But her face was beautiful, the restful beauty of
the very old, who st and rock and know their day is done and that their lifeisfull and that it has been
good.

There was aman of middle age or more, who sat beside the woman. The sun had burned hisface
and neck until they were amost black, and his hands were calloused and pock-marked with old scars
and hdf crippled with heavy work. But upon hisface, too, was a ca mness which was an incomplete
reflection of the face beside him, incomplete because it was not so deep and settled, because it could not
asyet know the full comfort of old age.

The third one was ayoung woman and the Human saw the calmnessin her, too. She looked back at
him out of cool gray eyes and he saw that her face was curved and soft and that she was much younger
than he had first thought.

He stopped at the gate and the man rose and came to where he waited.

"Y ou're welcome, stranger,” said the man. "We heard you coming since you stepped Into the
orchard.”

"I have been at thevillage," the Human said. "'l am just out for awalk.”

"Y ou arefrom outsde?'

"Yes," theHumantold him, "I am from outsde. My nameis David Grahame.”

"Comein, David," said the man, opening the gate. "Come and rest with us. There will befood and
we have an extra bed.”



He walked aong the garden path with the man and came to the bench where the old lady sat.

"My nameisJed," theman said, "and thisismy mother, Mary, and the other of usis my daughter
Alice"

"Soyou finadly cameto us, young man,” the old lady said to David.

She patted the bench with afragile hand. "Here, St down beside me and let ustak awhile. Jed has
choresto do and Alice will have to cook the supper. But 1 am old and lazy and | only sit and talk.”

Now that shetaked, her eyeswere brighter, but the camness was ill in them.

"We knew you would come someday," she said.~"We knew someone would come. For surely
those who are outsde would hunt their mutant kin."

"Wefound you," David said, "quite by accident.”

"We? There are others of you?"

"The others went away. They were not human and they were not interested.”

"But you stayed," she said. "Y ou thought there would be thingsto find. Great secretsto belearned.”

"| stayed,” said David, "because | had to stay."

"But the secrets? The glory and the power?”

David shook hishead. "I don't think | thought of that. Not of power and glory. But there must be
something dse. Y ou sense it walking in the village and looking in the homes. Y ou sense acertain truth.”

"Truth," the old lady said. "Y es, we found the Truth."

And theway she said it Truth was capitalized.

Helooked quickly at her and she sensed the unspoken, unguarded question that nicked across his
mind.

"No," shetold him, "not religion. Just Truth. The plain and smple Truth.”

He amost believed her, for there was a quiet conviction in theway she said it, adeep and solid
surety. "Thetruth of what?' he asked. "Why, Truth,” the old lady said. "Just Truth."

It would be, of course, something more than asimple truth. It would have nothing to do with
machines, and it would concern neither power nor glory. It would be an inner truth, amenta or aspiritua
or apsychologicd truth that would have a degp and abiding meaning, the sort of truth that men had
followed for years and even followed yet in the wish-worlds of their own creation.

The Human lay in the bed close beneath the roof and listened to the night wind that blew itself a
[ullaby dong the eaves and shingles. The house was quiet and the world was quiet except for the Snging
wind. Theworld was quiet, and David Grahame could imagine, lying there, how the galaxy would
gradudly grow quiet under the magic and the spell of what these human-folk had found.

It must be great, he thought, thistruth of theirs. It must be powerful and imagination-snaring and
al-answer ing to send them back like this, to separate them from the striving of the galaxy and send them
back to this pastord life of achieved tranquillity in thisdien valey, to make them grub the soil for food
and cut the trees for warmth, to make them content with the little that they have.

To get dong with that little, they must have much of something else, some deegp inner conviction,
some mystic inner knowledge that has spelled out to them ameaning to their lives, to the merefact and
living of their lives, that no one else can have.

He lay on the bed and pulled the covers up more comfortably about him and hugged himsalf with
inner satisfaction.

Man cowered in one corner of the gaactic empire, amaker of gadgets, tolerated only because he
was amaker of gadgets and because the other races never could be sure what he might come up with
next; so they tolerated him and threw him crumbs enough to keep him friendly but wasted scant courtesy
upon him.

Now, findly, Man had something that would win him aplace in the respect and the dignity of the
gdaxy. For atruth isathing to be respected.

Peace came to him and hewould not let it in but fought againgt it so that he could think, so that he
could speculate, imagining first that this must be the truth that the mutant race had found, then abandoning
that ideafor one that was even better.

Finally the lullabying wind and the sense of peace and the tiredness of hisbody prevailed againg him



and he dept.

Thelast thought that he had was, | must ask them. | must find out.

But it was days before he asked them, for he sensed that they were watching, and he knew that they
wondered if he could be trusted with the truth and if he was worthy of it.

He wished to stay; but for politeness sake he said that he must go and raised no gresat objection
when they said that he must stay. It was asif each one of them knew thiswas aracid ritua that must be
observed, -and al were glad, once it was over and done with.

Heworked in the fields with Jed and got to know the neighbors up and down the valley; he sat long
evenings talking with Jed and his mother and the daughter and with the other valey folk who dropped in
to passaword or two.

He had expected that they would ask him questions, but they did not; it was amogt asif they didn't
care, asif they soloved thisvalley wherethey lived that they did not even think about the teeming galaxy
their far ancestors had | eft behind to seek here on thisworld adestiny that was better than common
human destiny.

Hedid not ask them questions, either, for he felt them watching him, and he was afraid that questions
would send them flesing from the strangeness of him.

But hewas not astranger. It took him only aday or two to know that he could be one of them, and
s0 he made himself become one of them and sat for long hours and talked of common gossip that ran up
and down thevaley, and it was al kindly gossp. Helearned many things—that there were other valeys
where other people lived, that the silent, deserted village was something they did not fret about, athough
each of them seemed to know exactly what it was, that they had no ambition and no hope beyond thislife
of theirs, and al werewd| content.

He grew content himsdlf, content with the rose-gray morning, with the dignity of |abor, with the pride
of growing things. But even as he grew content, he knew he could not be content, that he must find the
truth they had found and must carry that truth back to the waiting galaxy. Before long a ship would be
coming out to explore the village and to study it and before the ship arrived he must know the answer;
when the ship arrived he must be standing on the ridge above the village to tell them what held found.

Oneday Jed asked him, ™Y ou will be staying with us?"

David shook hishead. "I have to go back, Jed. | would like to stay, but | must go back."

Jed spoke dowly, camly. ™Y ou want the Truth? That'sit?"

"If youwill giveittome" David said.

"Itisyoursto have," said Jed. "Y ou will not take it back."

That night Jed said to his daughter, "Alice, teach David how to read our writing. It istune he knew."

In the corner by the fireplace the old lady sat rocking in her chair.

"Aye" shesad. "It istime he read the Truth."

The key had come by specia messenger from its custodian five valeys distant, and now Jed held it in
his hand and did it into the lock of the door in the building that stood in the center of the old, quiet,
long-deserted village.

"Thisisthefirs time," Jed said, "that the door has been opened except for the ritudistic reading. Each
hundred years the door is opened and the Truth is read so that those who are then living may know that it
ISs0."

Heturned the key and David heard the click of the tumblersturning in the lock.

"That way," said Jed, "we keep it actua fact. We do not alow it to become amyth.

"Itis" hesad, "too important athing to become amyth.”

Jed turned the latch and the door swung open just an inch or two.

"l sad ritudistic reading,” he said, "and perhgpsthat isnot quiteright. Thereisnorritud toit. Three
persons are chosen and they come here on the appointed day and each of them reads the Truth and then
they go back asliving witnesses. Thereis no more ceremony than thereiswith you and me."

"Itisgood of you to do thisfor me," David said.

"We would do the samefor any of our people who should doubt the Truth," said Jed. "We are avery
smple people and we do not believe in red tape or rules. All wedoislive.



"Injugt alittlewhile," he said, "you will understand why we are Smple people.”

He swung the door wide open and stepped to one side so that David might walk in ahead of him.
The place was one large room and it was nest and orderly. There was some dust, but not very much.

Half the room wasfilled to three quarters of its height with amachine that gleamed in the dull light that
came from some source high in the roof.

"Thisisour machine" said Jed.

And 0 it was gadgetry, after al. It was another machine, perhaps a cleverer and degker machine,
but it was till agadget and the human race were still gadgeteers.

"Doubtless you wondered why you found no machines,” said Jed. "The answer isthat thereisonly
one, and thisisit."

"Just one maching”

"Itisan answerer,” said Jed. "A logic. With this machine, there is no need of any others.”

"Y ou mean it answers questions?’

"It did a onetime," said Jed. "l presumeit till would if there were any of uswho knew how to
operateit. But thereis no need of asking further questions.”

"Y ou can depend on it?" asked David. "That is, you can be sure that it tellsthe truth?"

"My son," Jed said soberly, "our ancestors spent thousands of years making sure that it would tell the
truth. They did nothing ese. It was not only the life work of each trained technician, but the life work of
the race. And when they were sure that it would know and tell the truth, when they were certain that
there could be no dightest error in the logic of its caculations, they asked two questions of it."

"Two questions?’

"Two questions,” Jed said. "And they found the Truth.”

"And the Truth?"

"The Truth," Jed said, "isherefor you to read. Just asit came out those centuries ago.”

Heled theway to atable that stood in front of one panel of the great machine. There were two tapes
upon the table, lying sde by side. The tapes were covered by some sort of transparent preservative.

"Thefirst question,” said Jed, "wasthis. "What is the purpose of the universe? Now read the top
tape, for that isthe answer."

David bent above the table and the answer was upon the tape:

The universe has no purpose. The universe just happened.

"And the second question . . ." said Jed, but there was no need for him to finish, for what the question
had been was implicit in the wording of the second tape:

Life hasno sgnificance. Lifeisan accident.

"And that," said Jed, "isthe Truth we found. That iswhy we are asmple people.”

David lifted stricken eyes and |ooked at Jed, the descendant of that mutant race that was to have
brought power and glory, respect and dignity, to the gadgeteering humans.

"l am sorry, son,” said Jed. "That isdl thereis."

They walked out of the room, and Jed locked the door and put the key into his pocket.

"They'll be coming soon," said Jed, "the ones who will be sent out to explore the village. | suppose
you will bewaiting for them?'

David shook his head. "Let's go back home," he said.

RETROGRADE EVOLUTION

THE trader had saved some space in the cargo hold for the babu root which, ounce for ounce,
represented a better profit than al the other stuff he carried from the dozen planets the ship had visited.

But something had happened to the Google villages on the plant Zan. There was no babu root waiting
for the ship and the trader had raged up and down, calling forth upon al Googles dire maedictions
combed from a score of languages and cultures.



Highin his cubbyhole, onelevel down from the control room and the captain's quarters, Steve
Sheldon, the space ship's assigned co-ordinator, went through reel after redl of records pertaining to the
planet and studied once again the bible of histrade, Dennison's Key to Setient Races. He searched for a
hidden clue, clawing through his close-packed memory for some forgotten fact which might apply.

But the records were very little help.

Zan, one of the planets by-passed on the first wave of exploration, had been discovered five
centuries before. Since that time traders had made regular visits there to pick up babu root. In duetime
the traders had reported it to Culture. But Culture, being busy with more important things than a
backwoods planet, had done no more than file the report for future action and then, of course, had
forgotten al about it.

No survey, therefore, had ever been made of Zan, and the record redls held little more than copies of
trading contracts, trading licenses, gpplications for monopolies and hundreds of salesinvoices covering
the five hundred years of trade. Interspersed here and there were letters and reports on the culture of the
Googles and descriptions of the planet, but since the reports were by obscure planet-hoppers and not by
trained observersthey were of little value.

Sheldon found onefairly learned dissertation upon the babu root. From that paper he learned that the
plant grew nowhere el se but on Zan and was valuable as the only known cure for a certain disease
peculiar to a certain sector of the galaxy. At first the plant had grown wild and had been gathered by the
Googles as an article of commerce, but in more recent years, the article said, some attempts had been
made to cultivate it Snce the wild supply waswaning.

Sheldon could pronounce neither the root's drug derivative nor the disease it cured, but he shrugged
that off as of no consequence.

Dennison devoted less than adozen linesto Zan and from them Sheldon learned no more than he
aready knew: Googles were humanoid, after afashion, and with Type 10 culture, varying from Type
10-A to Type 10-H; they were a peaceful race and led apastoral existence; there were thirty-seven
known triba villages, one of which exercised benevolent dictatorship over the other thirty-six. The
top-dog village, however, changed from time to time, gpparently according to some peaceful rotationa
system based upon aweird brand of politics. Googles were gentle people and did not resort to war.

And that was dl the information there was. It wasn't much to go on.

But, for that matter, Sheldon comforted himsdlf, no co-ordinator ever had much to go on when his
ship raninto asnag. A co-ordinator did not actualy begin to function congtructively until everyone,
induding himsdf, wasfirmly behind the eight-ball.

Figuring the way out from behind the eight-bal| was a co-ordinator's job. Until he faced dilemma, a
yard wide and of purest fleece, he was hardly needed. There was, of course, the matter of riding herd on
tradersto see that they didn't cheat, beyond areasonable limit, the diens with whom they traded, of
seeing that they violated no dien tabus and outraged no aien ethics, that they abided by certain restraints
and observed minimum protocol, but that was routine policing —just ordinary chores.

Now, after an uneventful cruise, something had finaly happened—there was no babu root and
Magter Dan Hart of the starship Emmawas sorming around and raising hell and getting nowhere fast.

Sheldon heard htm now, charging up the stairs to the co-ordinator's cubbyhole. Judging the man's
temper by the tumult of his progress, Sheldon swept the reelsto one side of the desk and sat back in his
chair, settling hismind into that unruffled cam which went with hiscaling. "Good day to you, Master
Hart," said Sheldon when theirate skipper finaly entered.

"Good day to you, Co-ordinator,” said Hart, athough obvioudy, it pained him to be civil.

"I've been looking through the records," Sheldon told him. "There's not much to go on.”

"Youmean," said Hart, with rage seething near the surface, "that you've no idea of what isgoing on.”

"Not the dightest,” said Sheldon cheerfully. "It's got to be better than that,” Hart told htm. "It's got to
be agood dedl better than that, Mister Co-ordinator. Thisis one time you're going to earn your pay. |
carry you for years at agood stiff salary, not because | want to, but because Culture says| haveto, and
during dl that time there's nothing, or dmost nothing, for you to do. But now there is something for you to
do. Finally thereis something to make you earn your pay. I've put up with you, had you in my hair,



stumbled over you, and I've held my tongue and temper, but now that theré'sajob to do, I'm going to
seeyoudoit.”

Hethrust out his head like an angry turtle. Y ou understand that, don't you, Mister Co-ordinator?”

"l understand,” said Sheldon.

"You'regoing to get towork onit,” said Hart. "You'll get onit right away."

"I'mworking on it now."

"Indeed," said Migter Hart.

"I've stisfied mysdif," said Sheldon, "that theré's nothing in the records.”

"And what do you do now?"

"Observe and think," said Sheldon.

"Observe and think!" yelped Hart, stricken to the core.

"Maybetry ahunch or two," said Sheldon. "Eventudly well find out what's the trouble.”

"How long?' asked Hart. "How long will dl this mummery take?'

"That'ssomething | can't tdll you."

"Soyou can't tell methat. | must remind you, Mister Co-orduiator, that time spells money in the
trading business."

"Y ou're ahead of schedule,” Sheldon told him camly. Y ou've shaved everything on the entire cruise.
Y ou were brusgue in your trading almost to the point of rudeness despite the standards of protocol that
Culture has set up. | wasforced time after time to impress upon you the importance of that protocol.
There were other timeswhen | |et you get away with murder. Y ou've driven the crew in violation of
Labor's program of fair employment. Y ou've acted asif the devil were only alap behind you. Y our crew
will get aneeded rest while we untangle this affair. Theloss of timewon't harm you.”

Hart took it because he didn't know quite how far he could push the quiet man who sat behind the
desk. He shifted histactics.

"I have acontract for the babu,” he said, "and the license for thistrade route. | don't mind telling you
I'd counted on the babu. If you don't shake loose that babu, I'll sue..."

"Dont beslly,"” Sheldon said.

"They weredl right five years ago,” said Hart, "the last trip we were here. A culturejust can't go to
pot inthat length of time."

"What we have here," said Sheldon, "is something more complicated than mere going to pot. Here
we have some scheme, some plan, something deliberate.

"The Type 10 culture village stands there to thewest of us, just amile or two away, deserted, with
its houses carefully locked and boarded up. Everything dl tidy, asif itsinhabitants had moved away for a
short time and meant to come back in the not too distant future. And amile or two outside that Type 10
village we have instead another village and a people that average Type 14."

"It'scrazy," Hart declared. "How could a people lose four full culture points? And even if they did,
why would they move from a Type 10 village to a collection of reed huts? Even barbarian conquerors
who capture agreet city squat down and camp in the pal aces and temples— no more reed huts for
them.”

"l don't know," said Sheldon. "It'smy job to find out.”

"And how to correct it?'

"I don't know that, either. It may take centuriesto correct.”

"What getsme," said Hart, "isthat god-house. And the greenhouse behind it. There's babu growing in
that greenhouse.”

"How do you know it's babu?' Sheldon demanded. "All you've ever seen of babu wastheroot.”

"Yearsago," sad Hart, "one of the nativestook me out and showed me. I'll never forget it. There
was a patch of it that seemed to cover acres. There was afortune there. But | couldn't pull up asingle
plant. They were saving it, they said, until the root grew bigger.”

"I'vetold the men," said Sheldon, "to keep clear of that god-house and now, Hart, I'm telling you.
And that meansthe greenhouse, too. If | catch anyonetrying to get at babu root or anything €l se growing
inthat greenhouse, ther€lll be hell to pay.”



A short time after Hart left, the chief of the Google village climbed the stairsto call onthe
co-ordinator.

He was afilthy character, generoudy inhabited by vermin. He didn't know what chairswere for and
squatted on the floor. So Sheldon left his chair and squatted down to face him, but immediately shuffled
back a step or two, for the chief was rather high.

Sheldon spoke in Google lingo hatingly, for it was thefirgt time he had used it since co-ordinator
college days. Thereis, he supposed, hot a man on the ship that could not speek it better than I, for each
of the crew was on Zan before and thisismy first trip.

"The chief iswelcome," Sheldon said.

"Favor?' asked the chief. »

"Sure, afavor,” Sheldon said.

"Dirty sories," said the chief. "Y ou know some dirty sories?"

"Oneor two," said Sheldon. "But I'm afraid they're not too good.”

"Tell 'em," said the chief, busily scratching himself with one hand. With the other he just asbusily
picked mud from between histoes.

So Sheldon told him the one about the woman and the twelve men marooned on an asteroid.

"Huh?' said the chief.

So Sheldon told him another one, much smpler and more directly obscene.

"That onedl right," said the chief, not laughing. ™Y ou know another one?'

"That'sal | know," said Sheldon, seeing no point in going on. "Now you tell meone," he added, for
he figured that one should do whatever possbleto get dong with the diens, especidly when it washis
job to find what made them tick.

"I not know any," said the chief. "Maybe someone el s?

"Greasy Ferris," Sheldon told him. "He's the cook, and he's got some that will curl your hair.”

"So good,” said the chief, getting up to go.

At the door heturned. "Y ou remember another one," he said, "you be sureto tell me."

Sheldon could see, without half trying, that the chief was serious about his sories.

Sheldon went back to his desk, listening to the soft paddling of the chiefs feet going down the
catwalk. The communicator chirped. It was Hart.

"Thefirst of the scout boats are hi," he said. "They reported on five other villages and they arejust the
same asthis. The Googles have deserted their old villages and are living in filthy hutsjust amile or two
away. And every one of those reed-hut villages has a god-house and a greenhouse.”

"Let me know as soon asthe other boats comein,” said Sheldon, "athough | don't suppose we can
hope for much. The reports probably will be the same."

"Another thing," said Hart. "The chief asked usto come down to the village for a pow-wow tonight. |
told him that we'd come.”

"That's some improvement,” Sheldon said. "For the first few daysthey didn't notice us. Either didn't
notice us or ran avay."

"Any ideasyet, Migter Co-ordinator?"

"Oneor two."

"Daoing anything about them?"

"Not yet," sad Sheldon. "We havelots of time."

He clicked off the squawk box and sat back. Ideas? Well, one maybe. And not avery good one.

A purification rite? An alien equivaent of areturn to nature? It didn't click too well. For, witha Type
10 culture, the Googles never strayed far enough from nature to want to return toit.

TakeaType 10 culture. Very smple, of course, but fairly comfortable. Not quite on the verge of the
machine age, but amost—yes, just short of the machine age. A sort of golden age of barbarism. Good
substantia villages with asimple commerce and sound basic economics. Peaceful dictatorship and
pastoral existence. Not too many lawsto sumble over. A watered-down religion without an excess of
tabus. One big happy family with no sharp classditinction.

And they had deserted thet idyllic life.



Crazy? Of courseit was crazy.

Asit stands now the Googles seem bardly to get along. Their vocabularly islimited; why, | speak the
language even better than the chief, Sheldon told himsdif.

Their livelihood was barely above the surviva level. They hunted and fished, picked some fruit and
dug some roots, and went alittle hungry—and all the time, the garden patches outside the deserted
villages|lay falow, waiting for the plow and hoe, waiting for the seed, but with evidence of having been
worked only ayear or so before. And in those patches undoubtedly they had grown the babu plants as
well as vegetables. But the Googles now apparently knew nothing of plow or hoe or seed. Their huts
wereill-made and dirty. There wasfamily life, but on amora level that dmost turned one's ssomach.
Their wegpons were of stone and they had no agricultura implements.

Retrogresson? No, not just smple retrogression. For even in the retrogression, there was paradox.

In the center of the Type 14 village to which the Googles had retreated stood the god-house, and
back of the god-house stood the greenhouse with babu growing in it. The greenhouse was built of glass
and nowhere esein the Type 14 village was there any sign of glass. No Type 14 dien could have built
that greenhouse, nor the god-house, either. No mere hut, that god-house, but a building made of quarried
stone and squared timbers, with its door locked tight by some ingenious means that no one yet had
figured out. Although, to tell the truth, no one had spent much time onit. On an dien planet, vistorsdon't
monkey with agod-house.

| swear, said Sheldon, talking aoud to himself, that the god-house was never built by that gang out
there. It was built, if | don't miss my guess, before the retrogression. And the greenhouse, too.

On Earth when we go away for avacation and have potted flowers or plants that we wish to keep
alive, we take them to aneighbor or afriend to care for them, or make arrangements for someoneto
comein and water them.

And when we go on vacation from a Type 10 culture back to Type 14, and we have some babu
plants that are valuable as seed stock, what do we do with them? We can't take them to aneighbor, for
our neighbor, too, is going on vacation. So we do the best we can. We build agreenhouse and rig it up
with alot of automatic gadgets that will take care of the plants until we come back to carefor them
ourselves.

And that meant, that amost proved, that the retrogression was no accident.

The crew dicked themsalves up for the pow-wow, putting on clean clothes, taking baths and
shaving.,, Greasy hauled out his squeeze box and tried atune or two by way of warming up. A gang of
would-be singersin the engine room practiced close harmony, filling the ship with their caterwauling.
Master Hart caught one of the tube-men with a bottle that had been smuggled aboard. He broke the
man's jaw with one well-directed lick, adisplay of enthusiastic discipline which Sheldon told Hart was
just abit extreme.

Sheldon put on a semidress outfit, feding dightly silly at dressing up for atribe of savages, but he
sdved his conscience with the fedling that, after al, he was not going dl the way with afull-dress uniform.

He was putting on his coat when he heard Hart come down from his quarters and turn toward his
cubbyhole.

"Therest of the scouts camein,” said Hart from the door.

"Wd|?'

"They aredl the same. Every singletribe has moved out of itsold village and set up abunch of hovels
built around a higher culture god-house and agreenhouse. They're dirty and hdf starving, just likethis
bunch out here.

"I suspected it,” said Sheldon.

Hart squinted at him, asif he might be calculating where he best could hang one.

"It'slogicd," said Sheldon. "Certainly you seeit. If one village went native for a certain reason, o
would dl therest."

"Thereason, Migter Co-ordinator, iswhat | want to know."

Sheldon sad camly, "1 intend to discover it."

And he thought: It.wasfor areason, then. If al of them went native, it wasfor some purpose,



according to some plan! And to work out and co-ordinate such a plan among thirty-seven villageswould
cdl for smooth-working communication, far better than one would look for inaType 10 culture,

Feet pounded on the catwalk, thundering up. Hart swung around to face the door, and Greasy,
charging intoit, dmost collided with him.

The cook's eyes were round with excitement and he was puffing with hisrun.

"They're opening the god-house," he gasped. "They just got the—"

"I'll havetheir hidesfor this" Hart bellowed. "1 issued orders not to fool around with it.”

"Itisn'tthemen, dr," said Greasy. "It'sthe Googles. They've opened up their god-house.”

Hart swung around to Sheldon.

"Wecan'tgo," hesad.

"We haveto go," Sheldon said. "They'veinvited us. At this particular moment, we can't 0Send
them.”

"Side-arms, then," said Hart.

"With orders not to use them except asalast resort.” Hart nodded. " And some men stationed up
here with riflesto cover usif we haveto runfor it."

"That sounds sensible,” said Sheldon. Hart |eft at the double. Greasy turned to go.

"Just a moment, Greasy. You saw the god-house standing open?

"Thet | did, gr."

"And what were you doing down there?'

"Why, gr .. ." From hisface, Sheldon could seethat Greasy wasfixing up alie.

"| told him one," said Sheldon. "Hedidn't seemto get it." The cook grinned. "Well, you see, it was
likethis. Some of them Googles were cooking up some brew and | gave them some points, just to help
aong abit. They weredoing it al wrong, sir, and it seemed a pity to have their drinking spoiled by
ignorance. So. . ."

"S0, tonight you went down to get your cut.”

"That, S, was about the way it was."

"l see" said Sheldon. "Tdl me, Greasy, have you been' giving them some pointers on other things as
wdl?'

"Well, | told the chief some Stories”

"Did helikethem?'

"I don't know," said Greasy. "He didn't laugh, but he seemed to likethem dl right."

"l told him one," said Sheldon. "He didn't seem to get it."

"That might be the case," said Greasy. "If you'll pardon me, sir, alot of your stories are abit too
ubtle”

"That'swhat | thought,” said Sheldon. "Anything else?'

"Anything—oh, | see. Well, there was one fixing up areed to make aflute and hewasdoing it al
wrong. . ."

"So you showed him how to make a better flute?"

"That | did,” said Gressy.

"l am sure," said Sheldon, "that you fed you've put in some powerful licksfor progress, helping dong
avery backward race."

"Huh," said Greasy.

"That'sal right,” said Sheldon. "If | wereyou, I'd go easy on that brew."

"That'sall you want of me?"' asked Greasy, dready halfway out the door.

"That'sdl | want," said Sheldon. "Thanks, Greasy."

A better brew, thought Sheldon. A better brew and a better flute and a string of dirty stories.

He shook his head. None of it, as yet, added up to anything.

Sheldon sguatted on one side of the chief and Hart squatted on the other. Something about the chief
had changed. For one thing, he was clean. He no longer scratched and he was no longer high. There was
no mud between histoes. He had trimmed both his beard and hair, scraggly as they were and had
combed them out— a vast improvement over the burrs and twigs and maybe even birds nests once



lodged in them.

But there was something more than cleanliness. Sheldon puzzled over it even ashetried to force
himself to attack the dish of food that had been placed in front of him. It was aterrible-looking messand
the whiff he had of it wasn't too encouraging, and, to make matters worse, there were no forks.

Besde him., the chief durped and gurgled, shoveling food into his mouth with a swift, two-handed
technique. Listening to his durping, Sheldon realized what else was different about him. The chief spoke
better now. Just that afternoon he had talked a pidgin version of his own tongue, and now he talked with
acommand of the language that amounted amost to fluency!

Sheldon shot aglance around the circle of men squatted on the ground. Each Earthman was seated
with a Google to each Sde of him, and between the durping and the dopping, the natives made a point of
talking to the Earthmen. Just like the Chamber of Commerce boys do when they have guests, thought
Sheldon—doing then: best to make their guests content and happy and very much at home. And that was
acongderable contrast with the situation when the ship first had landed, when the natives had peeked out
of doorways or had merely grunted, when they'd not actualy run away.

The chief polished hisbowl with circling fingers, then sucked hisfingers cean with little moans of
delight. Then he turned to Hart and said, "'l observethat in the ship you eat off an e evated Structure. |
have puzzled over that."

"A table" mumbled Hart, having hard going with hisfingers.

"l do not understand,” said the chief, and Hart went on to tell him what a table was and its advantage
over squatting on the ground.

Sheldon, seeing that everyone e se was eating, dthough with something lessthan relish, dipped his
fingersin the bowl. Mustn't gag, hetold himsdlf. No matter how bad it is, | musin't gag.

But it was even worse than he had imagined and he did gag. But no one seemed to notice.

After what seemed interminable hours of gastronomi-ca torture, the meal was done, and during that
time Sheldon told the chief about knives and forks and spoons, about cups, about chairs, pocketsin
trousers and coats, clocks and watches, the theory of medicine, the basics of astronomy, and the quaint
Earthian custom of hanging paintingson awall. Hart told him about the principles of thewhed and the
lever, the rotation of crops, sawmills, the postal system, bottles for the containment of liquid and the
dressing of building stone.

Just encyclopedias, thought Sheldon. My God, the questions that he asks. Just encyclopediasfor a
squatting, durping savage of a Type 14 culture. Although, wait aminute now—wasit dill 14? Might it
not, within the last hah5 day, have risen to a Type 13? Washed, combed, trimmed, with better social
graces and abetter language —it's crazy, hetold himself. Utterly and absolutely insane to think that such
achange could take place in the span of half aday.

From where he sat he could look acrossthe circle directly at the god-house with its open door. And
gtaring at the black maw of the doorway, in which therewas no hint of life or light, he wondered what
was there and what might come out of it—or go into it. For he was certain that within the doorway lay
the key to the enigma of the Googles and their retrogression, since it seemed that the god-house itself
must have been erected in preparation for the retrogression. No Type 14 culture, he decided, could have
erected it.

After the mea was over, the chief rose and made a short speech, telling them that he was glad the
vidtors could eat with the tribe that night, and that now they would have some entertainment. Then Hart
stood up and made a speech, saying they were glad to be on Zan and that his men had come prepared to
offer asmall matter of entertainment in return, if the chief would careto seeit. The chief said heand his
people would. Then he clapped his hands as asigna and about a dozen Google girls came out and
marched around in the center of the circle, going through aritua figure, weaving and dancing without
benefit of music. Sheldon saw that the Googles watched intently, but none of it made much senseto him,
well-grounded ashewasin dienritua habits.

Findly it was over. One or two misguided Earthmen clapped, but quickly subsided into embarrassed
slence when everyone dse sat in deathly quiet.

Then a Google with areed pipe—perhaps the very one, Sheldon thought, upon which Greasy had



done his consultative engineering—squatted in the center of the circle and piped away with aweird
incons stency that would have put to shame even the squeakiest of Earthly bagpipers. It lasted for along
time and seemed to get nowhere, but thistime the ship's crew, perhapsin rdlief a the ending, finaly, of
the number, whooped and clapped and yelled and whistled asif for an encore, dthough Sheldon was
farly sure they meant quite the opposite.

The chief turned to Sheldon and asked what the men were doing. Sheldon had areasonably hard
time explaining to him the custom of applause.

Thetwo numbers, it turned out, were the sum total of the entertainment program whomped by the
Googles, and Sheldon would have liked to ask the chief if that wasdl the village could mugter, afact
which he suspected, but he refrained from inquiring.

The ship's crew took over, then.

The engine-room gang gathered together, with their arms around each other's shouldersin the best
barbershop tradition and sang half adozen songs, with Greasy laboring away on the squeeze box to
accompany them. They sang old songs of Earth, the songs all spacemen sing, with unshed tears
brightening their eyes.

It wasn't long before others of the crew joined in, and in less than an hour the ship'sentire
complement was howling out the songs, beating the ground with the flats of their hands to keep time and
flinging back their headsto yelp the Earth words into the dien sky.

Then someone suggested they should dance. One of the tubemen called the setswhile Greasy
humped lower over his squeeze box, pumping out "Old Dan Tucker" and "Little Brown Jug” and "The
Old Gray Mare' and others of their kind.

Just how it happened Sheldon didn't see, but al a once there were more sets. The Googles were
dancing, too, making afew mistakes, but their Earthmen teachers guided them through their paces until
they got the hang of it.

More and more of them joined in, and findly the entire village was dancing, even the chief, while
Greasy pumped away, with the sweat streaming down hisface. The Google with the reed pipe came
over after awhile and sat down beside Greasy. He seemed to have got the technique of how to make the
music too, for his piping notes came out loud and clear, and he and Greasy hunkered there, playing away
like mad while dl the others danced. The dancers ydled and hollered and stamped the ground and turned
cartwhedswhich weretotally uncalled for and strictly out of place. But no one seemed to care.

Sheldon found himself beside the god-house. He and Hart were alone, pushed outward by the
expanding dance space.

Sad Hart: "Migter Co-ordinator, isn't that the damnedest thing that you have ever seen.”

Sheldon agreed. "One thing you have to say about it: The party isawingding.”

Greasy brought the newsin the morning when Sheldon was having bregkfast in his cubbyhole.

"They've dragged something out of that there god-house," Greasy said.

"What isit, Greasy?"'

"I wouldn't know," said Greasy. "And | didn't want to ask.”

"No," said Sheldon, gravely. "No, | can appreciate you wouldn't.”

"It'sacube” said Greasy. "A sort of |atticework affair and it'sgot shelves, like, init, and it don't
make no sense at dl. It looks something like them pictures you showed mein the book onetime.”

"Diagrams of aomic sructure?’

"That'sexactly it," said Greasy. "Except more complicated.”

"What arethey doing with it?'

"Jugt putting it together. And puttering around with it. | couldn't tel exactly what they were doing with
it

Sheldon mopped up his plate and shoved it to one side. He got up and shrugged into his coat. "L et's
go down and see" he said.

There was quite a crowd of natives around the contraption when they arrived, and Sheldon and
Greasy stood on the outskirts of the crowd, keeping quiet and saying nothing, being careful not to get in
theway.



The cube was made of rods of some sort and was about twelve feet on each side, and the rods were
joined together with a peculiar disc arrangement. The whole contraption looked like something akid with
afullblown imagination might dream up with a super-tinker-toy set.

Within the cube itself were planes of glasdike materid, and these, Sheldon noticed, were set with
amost mathematica precision, great attention having been paid to the exact relationship between the
planes.

Asthey watched, a heavy box was brought out of the god-house by a gang of Googles, who puffed
and panted as they lugged it to the cube. They opened the box and took out several objects, carved of
different materias, some wood, some stone, others of unfamiliar stuff. These they set in what appeared to
be prescribed positions upon the various planes.

"Chess" said Greasy.

"What?"

"Chess," said Greasy. "It looks like they're setting up agame of chess.”

"Could be," said Sheldon, thinking, if itisachess game, it isthe wildest, most fantastic, toughest
game | have ever seen.

"They got some screwy chess games, now," said Greasy. "Fairy chess, they cdl it, with more squares
to the board and more pieces, different than the ones you use just regular. Me, | never could rightly get
the hang of even normd chess™

The chief saw them and came over.

"We are very confident,” he said. "With the help you gave us, we can't help but win."

"That isgraifying," Sheldon sad.

"These other villages," said the chief, "haven't got aghost. We have them pegged dead center. This
will bethreetimes, hand-running."

"Y ou areto be congratulated," said Sheldon, wondering what it was al about.

"It'sbeen alongtime" said the chief.

"Soit has" said Sheldon, ill very much at sea.

"l must go now," said the chief. "We gtart now."

"Wait asecond,” Sheldon asked him. ™Y ou are playing agame?"

"You might call it thet," the chief admitted.

"With these other villages—all the other villages?'

"That'sright," said the chief.

"How long does it take? With dl those villages, you and the other thirty-six .. ."

"Thisonewon't take long,” the chief declared, with aknowing leer.

"Good luck, chief," said Sheldon and watched him walk away.

"What's going on?" asked Greasy.

"Let'sget out of here" said Sheldon. "I have work to do.”

Hart hit the celling when he learned the kind of work that Sheldon had to do.

"Y ou can't third-degree my men!" he shouted. "1 won't haveit. They haven't done athing.”

"Magter Hart," said Sheldon, "you will have the men line up. I'll seethem in my quarters, oneat a
time, and | won't third-degree them. | just want to talk to them.”

"Migter Co-ordinator,” said Hart, "I'll do the talking for them.”

"Youand |, Master Hart," said Sheldon, "did our talking last night. Much too much of it."

For hours on end, Sheldon sat in his cubbyhole which the men filed in one at atime and answered the
guestionsthat he shot a them:

"What questions did the Googles ask you?"

"How did you answer them?"

"Did they seem to understand?”'

Man by man the notes piled up, and at last the job was done.
Sheldon locked the door, took abottle from his desk and had alibera snort; then he put the bottle
back again and settled down to work, going through the notes.

The communicator beeped at him.



"The scoutsare hi," said Hart's voice, "and every single village has one of those cubes set up in front
of their god-house. They're Sitting around in acircle and they seem to be playing some sort of game.
Every oncein awhile someone gets up from the circle and makes amove on one of the planesin the
cube and then goes back and sits down again.”

"Anything ds?'

"Nothing ese," said Hart. "That was what you wanted, wasnt it?'

"Yes," said Sheldon, "'l guessthat waswhat | wanted."

"Tedl meonething,” asked Hart. "Who arethey playing?'

"They're playing one another."

"One another what?"

"Thevillages," said Sheldon. "The villages are playing against one ancther.”

"Y ou mean thirty-seven villages?'

"That'swhat | mean."

"Would you tell mejust how in hdl thirty-seven villages can play one single game?"

"No, | cant," said Sheldon. But he had the terrible fedling that he could. That he could make aguess
at lesdt.

When it had become apparent that the retrogression was a planned affair, he remembered, he had
wondered about the problem of communi cations which would have been necessary to have thirty-seven
villages smultaneoudy retrogress. It would have taken, he had told himsalf, ahigher order of
communications than one would expect to find in aType 10 culture.

And hereit was again—an even tougher communications job, an odd, round-robin gamein which
these same thirty-seven villages played a game upon a complicated board.

Thereisone answer for it, hetold himsdf. It smply couldn't be, but thereis no other answer for
it—telepathy —and that isalmost unthinkablein a Type 10 culture, let dlonea Type 14.

He clicked off the squawk box and went back to work. He took alarge sheet of paper to serveasa
master chart and thumbtacked it to the desk, then started on the notes, beginning with the top one and
going through to the very last. And when he had finished the chart, he sat back and looked at it, then put
inacal for Hart.

Five minutes later Hart climbed the stairs and knocked at the door. Sheldon unlocked it and let him
in."Sit down, Hart," he said.

"Y ou have something?"

"I think | have," said Sheldon. He gestured at the sheet thumbtacked on the desk. "It'sdl there.”

Hart stared at the chart. "1 don't seeathing.”

"Lagt night," said Sheldon, "we went to the Google pow-wow, and in the short time we spent there,
we gave that particular village the most complete and comprehensive outline of a Type 10 culture that
you have ever seen. But what redlly scares meisthat we went somewhere beyond Type 10. | haven't
worked it out completely, but it looks nearer Type O9M than Type 10."

"Wewha?'

"They pumped it out of us," said Sheldon. ""Each of our men was questioned about certain cultural
matters, and in not a single instance was there duplication. Each of the set of questions asked wasa
different set of questions. Just asif those Googles were assigned certain questions.”

"What doesit mean?' asked Hart.

"It means," said Sheldon, "that we have interfered in one of the dickest socia setupsin the entire
gdaxy. | hopeto God..."

"Slick socid setup! Y ou mean the Googles?'

"I mean the Googles," Sheldon said.

"But they never amounted to anything,” Hart said. "They never will amount to anything. They . . ."

"Think hard," said Sheldon, "and try to tell me what isthe most outstanding thing about the Google
culture. We have ahistory of five hundred years of trade with them. During those five hundred years
thereisonefact about them that sticks up like abandaged thumb."

"They'redumb,” said Hart.



"Not from here, they aren't.”

"They never got anywhere" said Hart. "Weren't even going anywhere, far as| could see.”

"That's part of it," said Sheldon. "Static culture.”

"I'll be damned,” said Hart, "if I'll play guessing gameswith you. If you have something on your mind .

"I have peace onthemind,” said Sheldon. "In dl the five hundred years we've known the Googles,
there has been no dissension among them. They've never fought awar. That is something that cannot be
sad for any other planet.”

"They arejust too dumb to fight," said Hart.

"Too smart to fight," said Sheldon. "The Googles, Master Hart, have done something no other
people, no other culture, has ever been ableto doin al galactic history. They've found away in which to
outlaw war!"

For thousands upon thousands of years, empire after empire had been built among the stars and upon
the many planetsthat circled round the sars.

And one by one, lonely and beaten, each empire had fallen, and one by one other empires had risen
to take then- place and in their turn had fallen. And those that existed in thisday would fall in tune.

Thisistheold, old cycle, Sheldon told himself, the ancient disease of force and arrogance and
desperation —the ageless pattern of cultura development.

Never had aday existed since the first beginning that there had not been war at one place or another
within the gdaxy.

War came about because of economic pressure, mostly, athough there were other causes—the
ambitions of acertain being or of acertain race, the strange death-wish psychology which bloomed in
certain cultures, an overweening racism, or ardigion that spoke in terms of blood and death, rather than
intermsof loveand life.

Break down the causes of war, Sheldon thought, and we would find a pattern—certain factors which
made for war and certain other factors which made for victory, once war had been invoked.

Now, suppose we made a study of war, its causes and the winning of it. Suppose we worked out the
relevant relationships which each factor held to al the other factors, and not only that, but the relevant
power of certain groups of factors againgt other groups of factors—factors of racia ingenuity and
technology, of the human spirit, of logistics, of cultural development and the urge to protect and retain
that culture, and hatred or the capacity to hate, dl the many factors, tangible and intangible, which went
into the making and the winning of awar.

And broken down into concrete terms, what would some of those factors be? What factors pushed a
culture to the point of war? What factors made avictor? Certainly not just steel and firepower, certainly
not courage alone, or generaship aone, or logistics or any other thing that could stand alone.

Therewould be other thingsaswell, little, inconsequentia, homely items, like Sitting in achair instead
of squatting on the floor to egt, or using aknife and fork and not fingers. And other things, like dirty
stories and better-drinking likker and a better pipe fashioned from areed. For into al of these would go
certain principles—the principle involved in the making of abetter beer might light theway to
manufacture achemical that could be used in war; the perverted wit that shaped adirty story might be
turned to more destructive use in the propaganda section; the knowledge that made a better musical
instrument might be extended to fashion an instrument that was not musica, but deadly.

It would be abilities such as these which would supply the economic pressure that might start awar,
or contribute to that sense of superiority and intolerance and invincibility which might incline atribeto
war.

And if we watched the factors which represented these and other abilities, we would know when a
war was about to pop.

And it wasthese same basic abilities and attitudes, plusamillion other factors, which would
determine who would win if awar should Sart.

Knowing this, we could assign certain actud vauesto dl these culturd factors, dthough the vaue, as
inahand of cards, would be increased or decreased as they occurred in combination.



Sheldon got up and paced the tiny room, three steps up and three steps back.

Suppose then, he thought, we made a game of it—a game of war, with al the factors represented by
game pieces assigned diding vaues. Suppose we played agameingtead of fighting awar. Suppose we
let the game decide which side would have won if there had been awar.

Suppose, furthermore, that we watched cultures and detected the rise of those factorswhich finally
lead to war. Suppose we could say that if the rise of certain factors should continue, war would then be
ineviteblein five yearsor ten.

Suppose we could do this—then we could catch awar before it started. We could see the danger
signals and we would know the crisis point. And when we reached the crisis point, we played a
game—wedid not fight awar.

Except, Sheldon told himsdlf, it wouldn't work.

We could play agame and decide awar, and once it had been decided, the factors that made for
war would still be there; the crisis point would stand. We would be right back where we started; we
would not have gained athing. For the game, while it might decide who would have won the war, would
not upset or correct the economic pressure, would not erase the crisis point.

No doubt the game could show which side would have won. It could predict, with asmall
percentage error, the outcome of awar. But it could not wipe out excess populations, it could not wrest
trade advantages from the opposing sde—it wouldn't do the job.

It wouldn't work, he told himself. It was abeautiful theory, agreeat idea, but it just wouldn't work.

Wed have to do more than play agame. We'd have to do agreat deal more than play agame.

Besides determining who would have won the war if there had been awar, we would have to
remove voluntarily the factors which had brought about the war—the solid, substantia facts of economic
pressure, of intolerance, of al the other factors which would be involved.

It wasn't only the matter of playing agame, but of paying aprice aswell. There would be aprice for
peace and we'd have to pay the price.

For there would be more than one set of factors.

There would be the set that showed awar was coming. And there would be another set which would
show that beyond a certain point the hard-won formulafor peace smply wouldn't work.

It would work, perhaps, for a Type 10 culture, but beyond that, the factors involved might get so
complicated that the formulawould collapse under its own weight. A Type 10 culture might be able to
dedl with afactor which represented the cornering of the market on a certain food, but they could not
dedl with afactor which represented the complexity of galactic banking.

The formulamight work for a Type 10 culture, but it might not work for Type 9; it might be utterly
worthlessfor Type 8.

So the Googles not only played the game, but they paid the price of peace. And the price of peace
was to run the other way. They retreated from advancement. They went clear back to 14 and they
stayed there for awhile, then went forward rather swiftly, but not asfar asthey were before they
retrogressed. They went back voluntarily, and they stayed back, so they wouldn't fight awar.

They went back, not because war was lesslikely in a Type 14 culture than in a Type 10 culture, but
they went back so that the formula, onceit had been used, would be effective; they stayed back so that
they had some room to advance before they again reached the point beyond which the formulawould
break down.

But how would they go back? How would they retreat from a 10 to a 14 culture? Retrogress—sure
they would retrogress. They would leave their comfortable village and go back and livein squaor and al
the tune the gameboard and the pieces and the position vaues they had earned in their Type 10 existence
would be safely locked away inside the god-house. There would come the day when they had advanced
far enough o they could play the game, and they played it then, according to the rules and with what they
hao—unlessthey hit the jackpot, and a spaceship from ahigher culture landed in their midst and handed
them on asilver platter, asit were, aload of atom bombs to be used in a bow-and-arrow war.

Sheldon sat down at hisdesk, and held hisheacl in his hands.

How much, he asked himsdlf, how much more did we give them than they had before? Have we



wrecked the formula? Have we given them so much that this village just outside the ship can bust the
formula wide open? How much tolerance would there be? How far could they advance beyond a Type
10 culture and ill be within the safety limit?

He got up and paced the floor again.

It's probably al right, he told himself. They've played the gamefor five hundred years we know
of—for how many thousands of years more than that we smply cannot know. They would not willingly
break down the formula; they would know the limit. For there must be adeeply ingrained fear of war
within their very culture, or otherwise they would not continue to subscribe to theformula. Andit'sa
ampleformula, really. Smple. Likefaling off alog! Except—how did apeople deliberately retrogress?

Hypnotism? Hypnotism wouldn't work, for what would happen to the hypnotist? Hed remain asa
random and dangerous factor.

A clever machine, perhaps, except the Googles had no machines at dl. So it couldn't be machines.

Drugs, maybe.

There was aroot, and out of the root a drug was made to fight a disease peculiar to a certain sector
of the galaxy—the babu root. Zan was the only place where the babu plant was grown.

"Good Lord," said Sheldon, "1 didn't think of that. | read about it. What was that disease?”’

He dug out hisredls and put them in the viewer and found the dissertation on the use of the babu
root, and he found the name of the disease, which was unpronounceable. He looked through the index of
hisredls and found ared with the medical information, and there were few lines on that strange disease;

... hervous disorder, with high emotiond tensonsinvolved, in many cases stressing asense of guiilt,
arising from the inability to forget past experiences. The drug induces a complete state of forgetfulness,
from which the patient gradually recovers, retaining basic precepts rather than the welter of detailed
experiences, the impingement of which contributesto his condition.

That'sit, of course! That's the perfect answer!

The Googles ate of the babu root, perhaps ceremonidly, and they forgot, and in the forgetting they
doughed their culture from them, retrogressing four entire culture pouits. Then, after atime, the effect of
the babu root would gradually wear away and they would remember, and remembering, advance up the
cultura scale. They would remember, not the details of their former culture, but only its basic precepts,
and in that way they'd not climb as high asthey had been before. In that way they'd leave amargin
through which they would advance toward the next crisis. Then once again, they'd eat of the babu root
and once again war would be averted.

For, while the game would determine who would have won the war if one had been fought, the
forgetting and the dow recovery from the babu would wipe out the cause of war, would removethe crisis
point.

The formulaworked because, even before they played the game, the factors of war would have been
upset and the crisis point have aready disappeared.

"Godforgive us,” Sheldon said, "our little grasping souls.”

He went back to the desk and sat down. With ahand that suddenly was heavy, he reached out and
thumbed up the communicator for acdl to Hart.

"What isit now?' rasped Hart.

"Get out of here" Sheldon ordered. "Get off this planet as quickly asyou can.”

"But theroot..."

"Thereisn't any root,” said Sheldon. "Not any more, thereisn't any root.”

"| have acontract.”

"Not now," said Sheldon. "It isnull and void, contrary to gdactic interests.”

"Contrary!" He could hear Hart choking on hisrage. "L ook here, Co-ordinator, they need that root
out in sector 12. They need ..."

"They'll synthesizeit,” Sheldon sad. "If they want it they'll haveto synthesizeit. Thereis something
moreimportant ..."

"You can't do this" said Hart.

"l can,” said Sheldon. "If you think | can't, try me out and see.”



He snapped the toggle down and waited, swesating out the issue.

Ten minutes passed before he heard the men running in the ship below, preparing for blast-off.

He watched the planet fade behind them as the ship fled into space.

Courage, he said to himsdlf, thinking of the Googles, the bare, cold courage of it. | hopeit's not too
late. | hope we didn't tempt them too far. | hope they can offset the damage that we did.

There must have been a day when the Googles were a great race, building a gresat
civilization—grester, perhgps, than any culture now in the galaxy. For it would have taken afantastically
advanced people to have done what they have done. It was no job for a Type 10 culture, nor for a Type
6 culture, which isthe best that Earth itsalf can boast.

It had taken intelligence and great compassion, sharp andytical ability and sober objectivity to figure
out the factors and how they could be used.

And it had taken courage beyond imagination to activate the course those ancient Googles had
worked out —to trade a culture that might have reached Type 2 or 3, for a Type 10 culture, because
their plan for peace would not work beyond a Type 10 culture.

Once having worked, it must now continue working. All the courage of the race must not now be
lost. Itisaformulathat must not be allowed to fail. It must not be alowed to fail because of the profit that
traders made out of the babu root. It must not be alowed to fail through contact with other uncouth
creatures who might be higher on the culturd yardstick, but who are without the common sense and the
courage of the Googles.

And another thing—we must not run the chance that the babu root became a mere article of
commerce. We could not blind the Googles to the greater value of the root, the value in which lay the
greatest hope the galaxy had known.

Sheldon went back to the chart hed made and checked through the information which the Googles
had pumped out of the crew, and it added up to just dightly more than a Type 10 culture—a Type 9R,
perhaps. And that was dangerous, but probably not too much so, for the Type 10A, if the Googles ever
got thet far, probably still represented a certain margin of safety. And there was the matter of thelag in
the culture, due to the babu-esting, which would probably add an additional safety margin.

But it had been close. Too close for comfort. It demonstrated another factor, the factor of
temptation—and that was something that could not be dlowed to continue.

He went back to the record reels and spent hours studying the invoices, and once again he saw the
cold, stark courage and the insistent dedication of the Googles.

Therewas not asingle item on any of the invoices which went beyond a Type 10 culture.

Imagine, hetold himsdlf, settling for a better hoe when they could have had atomic engines!

Imagine, for five hundred years, refus ng merchandise and comfort that would have made the
Googles agreater people and a happier and more leisured people.

Greater and happier—and, more than likely, dead.

Oncelong ago, in mighty cities now hidden in the dust of the planet's surface, the Googles must have
learned the terrible bitterness of amost artful and accomplished war and must have recoiled from the
death and agony and the blind futility, and the knowledge of that day till dwelt within the minds of the
Googles of today.

And that knowledge the galaxy could not afford to lose.

Sheldon picked up the chart and rolled it into acylinder and dipped a couple of rubber bands around
it. He put the reds away.

For five hundred years the Googles had held out againgt the lure of traders who would have given
them anything they asked for the babu root. TraderswK.), even if they had known the truth, still would
have willingly and thoughtlessy wrecked the protective Type 10 culture for the sake of profit.

They had held out for five hundred years. How much longer could they hold out? Not forever,
certainly. Perhaps not for agrest dedl longer.

The chief and histribe had weakened momentarily in acquiring information beyond the Type 10
culture limit. Might that not mean that aready the mord fiber was weakening, that the years of trading
hed aready sown their poison?



And if the Googles had not held out—if they did not hold out—the galaxy then would be the poorer
and the bloodier.

For the day would come, many years from now perhaps, when it might be safe to make a survey, to
conduct astudy of this great thing the Google had accomplished.

And out of that study certainly would come thefirst great step toward peace throughout the galaxy, a
hint as to how the principle might apply without the sultifying need of agatic culture.

But the study itsalf could not be made for many years. Not until the random factors of the last five
hundred yesars of trade had been swept away.

He sat down at the desk, pulled out the voice-writer, and inserted a sheet of paper.

He spoke a heading which the machine printed quickly:

RECOMMENDATION FOR THE INDEFINITE CLOSING OF THE PLANET ZAN TO ALL
VISITORSAND TRADERS.

THE FENCE

HE came down the stairway into the hushed sanctuary of the lounge and stood for amoment to alow
his eyes to become accustomed to the perpetud twilight of the place.

A robot waiter went pagt, tall glasses balanced on thetray.

"Good afternoon, Mr. Craig," he said.

"How are you, Herman?' asked Craig.

"Will you wish something, Sr?'

"No, thank you," said Craig. "I'm going out directly.”

Herman left. Craig crossed the room and he walked amost on tiptoe. He redlized now, for the first
time, that he amost always walked on tiptoe here. The only noise that ever was alowed was a cough,
and even then it must be a cough that was most discreet. To have spoken to anyone within the confines
of thelounge would have been high treason.

Theticker stood in one corner of the room and, in keeping with the place, it was an dmost silent
ticker. The tape came out and went into a basket, but the basket was well watched and often emptied
and the tape never, never spilled out on the carpet.

He picked up the strand of tape and ran it through his fingers, bending low to read the characters,
backing through the aphabet until he came to C and then he went more dowly.

Cox, 108 1/2; Cotton, 97; Colfield, 92; Cratchfield, 111 1/4; Craig, 75... Craig, 75!

It had been 78 yesterday and 81 the day before and 83 the day before that. A month ago it had been
96 1/2 and ayear ago 120.

He stood with the tape in his hand and |ooked out over the room. The place seemed, at first glance,
to be deserted. But, as he looked, he saw them. There was a bald head peeking over the back of one
chair, and over the back of another rose atdltale of smoke from an invisible cigar. There was one who
sat facing Craig, but he was so much apart of the chair that at first he seemed invisble. He sat quietly,
with his gleaming black shoes and white shirt front and the folded paper held stiffly before him.

Craig turned his head dowly and saw, with asinking fedling, that there was someonein his chair, just
three removed from the right wing of the fireplace. A month ago it would not have happened, ayear ago
it would have been unthinkable. His persona satisfaction had been high, then.

But they knew that he was dipping. They had seen the tape and talked about it. And they felt
contempt for him despite their medly mouths.

"Poor Craig," they had said to one another. " Such a decent chap. And so young, too.”

They would have been consoling.

"Hell comeout of it,” they'd said. "It'sjust temporary.”

And they had been quite smug about it,, no doubt, sure that it was the sort of thing that would never
happen to any one of them.



The counsdor was kind and helpful, and Craig could see at aglance that he was aman well satisfied
and that he liked hiswork.

"Seventy-five," hesaid. "That isnot good, isit, Mr. Craig?'

"No, it'snot,” said Craig.

"Y ou are engaged in something?' asked the counselor and he smpered just alittle, aprofessond,
polished simper that said he knew that Craig was, of course, but he had to ask.

"Oh," said the counsdlor. "A most engaging subject. | have known anumber of gentlemen who were
quite wrapped up in history."

"| specidize" said Craig. "Oneacre.”

"Acre?' asked the counsdor, not alittle puzzled. "I'm not quite sure ..."

"The higtory of oneacre," Craig told him. "Trace it back, you know, with atempord viewer. Hour to
hour, day to day. Record in detail, and with appropriate comment and deduction, everything that
occurred upon the acre.”

"Most novd," said the counsdlor. "I've never heard of it before.”

"Y ou do some screwy things," said Craig.

"Well, you gtrive for effect. Y ou try to be spectacular, but spectacular in ascholarly way, if you
understand.”

"Yes, | ansurel do," the counsdlor said, "and yet it seemsto methat the study of one acre of the
Earth's surface is quite legitimate. There have been others who have limited their studies. There have been
histories of familiesand of citiesand of certain rather obscure causes and of the devel opment and
evolution of such commonplace things as tegpots and coffee cups and antimacassars and such.”

"Yes," said Crag, "that isexactly what | thought.”

"Tell me, Mr. Craig," asked the counselor, ""have you run across anything spectacular on your ... ah,
acre?!

"I havetraced the growth of trees,”" said Craig. "Backwards, you know. From decaying giantsto
saplings, from saplingsto seed. It isquite atrick, this backward tracing. It isabit confusing, but soon you
get used toiit. | swear you findly get so that you think in reverse. And then, of course, | have kept a
record of birds nests and and the birds themselves. There's one old lame robin that was quite a
charactar. And flowers, naturaly. And the action of the elements on boulders and soil. And wegther. |
have afine record of the weather over several thousand years.”

"Mogt interesting,” said the counsdlor.

"There was amurder, too," said Craig, "but it happened just outside the boundary line, so | can't
actudly includeit in the study. The murderer, however, did run across the acre after he committed the
deed."

"A murder, Mr. Craig?'

"Exactly,” said Craig. "One man killed another, you understand.”

"How ghestly,” said the counsdlor.

"l supposeit would be," admitted Craig. "But it was done, you know. The records are filled with
murders”

"Anything ds?'

"Not yet," said Craig, "dthough | have some hope. | found some old foundations."

"Buildings?"

"Yes, of buildings. Go back far enough and I'm bound to find the buildings before they went to ruin.
That might be interesting. There might be people in them. One of the foundationslooked like aresidence.
Had what appeared to be the footing for afireplace.”

"Y ou might hurry it up abit,” suggested the counsdlor. "Get there alittle faster. People are most
interesing.”

Craig shook hishead. "To make the study valid, | must record in detail. | can't dight the detail to get
what'sinteresing.”

The counsdlor managed to look sorrowful. "With such an interesting project,” he said, "'l can't



understand why your rating should go down.”

"I redized," said Craig, "that no one would care. | would spend years at the study and | would
publish my findingsand | would give copiesto my friends and acquaintances and they would thank me
and put the book up on the shelf and never take it down again. | would deposit copiesin librariesand
you know yoursdlf that no one ever goesto libraries. The only one who would ever read the thing would
be mysdf."

"Surdly, Mr. Craig," comforted the counselor, "there are other men who have found themsdlvesina
like position. And they have managed to remain relatively happy and contented.”

"That iswhat I'vetold mysdlf,” said Craig, "but it doesn't work for me.”

"We could go into many of the closer aspects of the case," said the counsdor, "but | think we should
leave that until some futuretimeif it proves necessary. Well just hit the high points now. Tell me, Mr.
Craig, areyou fairly well convinced that you cannot continue to be happy with your acre?!

"Yes" sad Crag. "l am.”

"Not conceding for amoment,” said the counsdlor, with dogged determination, "that your statement
to that effect closes our avenue of investigation in that direction, tell methis: Have you considered an
dterndive?'

"An dternaive?'

"Why, certainly. Some other line of work that might prove happier. | have counseled anumber of
gentlemen who changed their line of work, and it has proved for the best.”

"No," said Craig. "I haven't theleast ideawhat | might go into.”

"There are anumber of openings,” said the counselor. "Almogt anything you wish. Therés snal
watching, for example.”

"No," said Craig.

"Or stamp collecting,” said the counsdlor. "Or knitting. A lot of gentlemen knit and find it very
soothing.”

"I don't want to knit," said Craig.

"Y ou could make money."

"What for?' asked Craig.

"Wll, now," the counselor said, "that is something I've often wondered, too. There's no need of it,
redly. All you haveto do to get money is go to abank and ask for some of it. But there are men who
actually set out to make money and, if you ask me, they use some rather shady methods. But, be that as
it may, they seem to get agrest ded of satisfaction doingit.”

"What do they do with it once they get it?' asked Craig.

"I wouldn't know," the counsdor told him. "One man buried it and then forgot where he buried it and
he remained happy therest of hislife running around with alantern and ashovel looking for it."

"Why the lantern?'

"Oh, | forgot to tell you that. He never hunted it in daylight. He hunted in the night."

"Did heever find it?"

"Cometothink of it," the counsdor said, "I don't believe hedid.”

"l don't think," said Craig, "that I'd care for making money."

"Youmight joinadub.”

"I belong to aclub," said Craig. "A very fine old club. One of the very finest. Some of the best names
and itshistory runsback to ..."

"That's not the kind of club | mean," the counsdor said. "I mean agroup of personswho work for
something or who have specid interestsin common and band themsalves together for the better
enjoyment of those mutua interests.”

"l doubt," said Craig, "that a club would be the answer."

"Y ou might get married,” the counselor suggested. "What? Y ou mean to one woman?'

"Thatiswhat | mean."

"And raise abunch of kids?'

"Many men have doneit,” said the counselor. "They have been quite satisfied.”



"It seems,” said Craig, "on theface of it, just abit obscene.”

"There are many other possibilities,” the counsdor told him. "1 can just run through apartid list of
them and see if thereis anything you might care to think about.”

Craig shook his head. "Some other time," he said. "I'll come back again. | want to mull it over."

"Y ou're absolutely sure that you're sour on history?' asked the counselor. "I'd rather steer you back
to that than interest you in an dterndtive.”

"I'm sour onit," said Craig. "l shudder when | think of it."

"Y ou could take avacation," suggested the counselor. ™Y ou could freeze your persona satisfaction
rating until you returned. Maybe then you could boost it up again.”

"I think," said Craig, "thet to gart with I'll take alittlewak."

"A wak," the counsdlor told him, "isvery often helpful.”

"What do | oweyou?' Craig asked.

"A hundred," the counsdor said. "But it'simmeaterid to me whether you pay or not."

"l know," said Craig. "Y ou work for the love of it."

The man sat on the shore of thelittle pond and |eaned back againgt atree. He smoked while he kept
an eye on the fishpole stuck into the ground beside him. Close at hand was an unpretentious jug made of
earthenware.

He looked up and saw Craig.

"Comeon, friend," he said. "Sit down and rest yourself.”

Craig came and sat. He pulled out a handkerchief and mopped his brow.

"Thesun'salittlewarm," he sad.

"Cool here," said theman. "I fish or loaf around when the sunis high. When the sun goesdown | go
and hoe my garden.”

"Howers," said Craig. "Now theré's an idea. |'ve often thought it would be fun to raise agarden full
of flowers™

"Not flowers" theman said. "Vegetables. | eat them.”

"Y ou mean you work to get the things you eat?"

"Uh-huh,” said the man. "I spade the ground and rake it to prepare the seed bed. Then | plant the
seeds and watch them sprout and grow. | tend the garden and | harvest it. | get enough to eat.”

"It must bealot of work."

"| takeit easy," said theman. "'l don' let it worry me."

"Y ou could get arobot,” Craig told him.

"Yeah, | guess| could. But | don't hold with such contraptions. It would make me nervous.”

The cork went under and he made a grab for the pole, but he was too late. The hook came up
empty.

"Missed that one," he said placidly. "Missalot of them. Don't pay enough attention.”

He swung in the hook and baited it with aworm from the can that stood beside him.

"Might have been aturtle” hesaid. "Turtlesare hdl on bait.”

He swung the tackle out again, stuck the pole back into the ground and settled back againgt the tree.

"l grew alittleextracorn,” he said, "and run a batch of moon when my stock isrunning low. The
house ain't much to look at, but it's comfortable. | got adog and two cats, and | fuss my neighbors.”

"Fussyour neighbors?'

"Sure" theman said. "They dl think I'm nuts."

He picked up the jug, uncorked it and handed it to Craig. Craig took adrink, prepared for the wordt.
It wasn't bad at all.

"Took alittle extra care with that batch,” the man said. "It redly paysto do that if you havethetime.”

"Tdl me" sad Craig, "are you satisfied?"

"Sure" theman said.

"Youmust haveanice P.S." said Crag.

"PX.?'

"No. P.S. Persond satisfaction rating.”



The man shook hishead. "I ain't got one of them,” he said.

Cragwas aghast. "But you have to havel"

"Youtak just likethat other fellow,” said the man. "He was around awhile ago. Told me about this
P.S. business, but | thought he said P.X. Told me | had to have one. Took it awful hard when | said |
wouldnt doit."

"EveryonehasaP.S." sad Craig.

"Everyone but me," said the man. "That's what the other fellow said, too. He was some upset about
it. Practically read me out of the human race.”

Helooked sharply at Craig. "Son," he said, "you got troubles on your mind.”

Craig nodded.

"Lotsof folkshavetroubles” said the man, "only they don't know it. And you can't start to lick your
troubles until you see and recognize them. Thingsare dl upset. No onesliving right. Thereis something
wrong."

"My P.S.isway off," said Craig. "I'velost dl interest. | know there's something wrong. | can senseit,
but I can't put my finger onit.”

"They get things given to them,” said the man. "They could live thelife of Riley and not do atap of
work. They could get food and shelter and clothing and al the luxuriesthat they want by just asking for
them. Y ou want money, so you go to abank and the bank givesyou al you need. Y ou go to ashop and
buy athing and the shopkeeper don't give atinker's damn if you pay or not. Because, you see, it didn't
cost him nothing. He got it given to him. He doesn't have to work for aliving. He ain't keeping shop,
redly. He'sjust playing at it, like kids would play at keeping store. And there's other people who play at
all sortsof other things. They do it to keep from dying of boredom. They don't haveto do it. And this
P.S. business you talk about isjust another play-mechanism, away of keeping score, asort of socid
pressure to keep you on your toes when thereis no real reason on al of God's green earth that you
should be on your toes. It's meant to keep you happy by giving you something to work for. A high P. S.
means high socid standing and a satisfied ego. It's clever and ingenious, but it's just playing, too."

Craig stared at the man. "A play world,” he said. "Y ou've hit it on the head. That'swhat it redly is.”

The man chuckled. ™Y ou never thought of it before,” he said. "That's the trouble. No one ever thinks.
Everyoneis so busy trying to convince himsdlf that he's happy and important that he never stopsto think.
Let metel you this, son: No man ever isimportant if he triesto make himself important. It'swhen he
forgetsthat he'simportant that he redly isimportant.

"Me" hesad. "l havelotsof timeto think."

"I never thought of it," said Craig, "in just that way before.”

"We have no economic worth," the man said. "There's not any of us making our own way. There's
not asingle one of usworth the energy it would taketo kill us.

"Except me," hesaid. "'l raise my own eating and | catch somefish and | snare some rabbitsand |
make abatch of drinking likker whenever | run out.”

"I dwaysthought of our way of life," said Craig, "asthefina phase in economic development. That's
what they teach the kids. Man hasfinally achieved economic independence. Thereisno government and
thereisno economic fabric. You get al you need as amaiter of a hereditary right, acommon right. Y ou
are freeto do anything you want to do and you try to live aworthwhilelife.”

"Son," said the man, "you had breskfast this morning and you had lunch this noon before you took
your walk. You'l eat dinner tonight and you'll have adrink or two. Tomorrow you'll get anew shirt or a
pair of shoes and ‘there will be some equipment that you'll need to carry on your work."

"That'sright,” said Craig.

"What | want to know,” said the man, "iswhere did dl that stuff come from? The shirt or the pair of
shoes might have been made by someone who likes to make shirts and shoes. The food was cooked
either by robots or by someone who likesto cook, and the drawing set or the typewriter or the power
toolsthat you use might have been made by someone who likesto mess around making stuff like that.
But before the typewriter was atypewriter it was metal in the ground, the food was grown, the clothes
camefrom one of several raw materids. Tell me: Who grew the raw materias, who dug and smelted the



ore?'

"I don't know," said Craig. "l never thought of that."

"We'rekept," said the man. "Someone is keeping us. Me, | won't be kept."

He pulled in the tackle and twirled the pole to wrap the line around it.

"Sun isgetting down abit,” hesaid. "l got to go and hoe."

"It was good talking to you," said Craig, getting up.

"Nice path over that way," said the man, pointing. "Good walking, lots of flowers and it's shaded, so
it'll beniceand codl. If you go far enough, you'll reach an art gdlery." Helooked a Craig. "You're
interested in art?'

"Yes" sad Craig. "But i didn't know there was agdlery anywhere around.”

"Well, thereis," said the man. "Good paintings. Some wood Statuary that is better than average. A
few pieces of good jade. Go there myself when | have thetime.”

"Well, thanks," sad Craig.

"Funny-looking building,” the man said. "Group of buildings, redly. Architect who designed them was
crazier than acoot, but don't et it prgjudice you. The tuff isredly good.”

"Theres plenty of time," said Craig. "I'll drop in and have alook. Thanksfor telling me."

The man got up and dusted off his trousers sedt.

"If you're late in getting back," he said, "drop in and spend the night. My shack isjust acrossthe way.
Plenty of grub and thereisroom for two to deep.”

"Thank you," said Craig. "l may doiit."

He had no intention of accepting the offer.

Theman held out hishand. "My nameis Sherman,” he said. "Glad you came dong.”

They shook hands.

Sherman went to hoe his garden and Craig walked down the path.

The buildings seemed to be quite close and yet it was hard to make out their lines. It was because of
some crazy architecturd principle, Craig decided. Sherman had said the architect was crazier than a
coot. One tune when he looked at them, they |ooked one way; when he looked again they were different
somehow. They were never twice the same.

They were pink until he decided that they weren't pink at al, but wereredly blue; there were other
tunes when they seemed neither pink nor blue, but a sort of green, although it wasn't redlly green.

They were beautiful, of course, but it was a disturbing beauty—a brand-new sort of beauty.
Something, Craig decided, that Sherman's misplaced genius had thought up, although it did seem funny
that aplace like this could exist without his ever hearing about it. Still, such athing was understandable
when he remembered that everyone was so sdlf-conscioudy wrapped up in hiswork that he never paid
attention to what anyone else was doing.

There was one way, of course, to find out what it was al about and that was to go and see.

The buildings, he estimated, were no more than agood five minutes walk across alandscaped
meadow that was athing of beauty in itsalf.

He started out and walked for fifteen minutes, and he did not get there. It seemed, however, that he
was viewing the buildings from adightly different angle, dthough that was hard to tell because they
refused to stay in place but seemed to be continualy shifting and distorting their lines.

It was, of course, no more than an optica illuson. He arted out again.

After another fifteen minutes he was till no closer, athough he could have sworn that he had kept his
course headed straight toward the buildings.

It was then that he began to fed the panic. He stood quite still and considered the Situation as sanely
as he could and decided there was nothing for it but to try again and thistime pay drict attention to what
he was doing.

He started out, moving dowly, dmost counting his steps as he walked, concentrating fiercely upon
keeping each step headed in theright direction.

It was then he discovered he was dipping. It appeared that he was going straight ahead but, asa
matter of fact, hewas dipping Sdewise as he walked. It wasjust asif there were something smooth and



dippery in front of him that trandated his forward movement into a sidewise movement without his
knowing it. Like afence, afence that he couldn't see or sense.

He stopped, and the panic that had been gnawing at him broke into cold and terrible fear.

Something flickered in front of him. For amoment it seemed that he saw an eye, one single saring
eye, looking straight at him. He stood rigid, and the sense that he was being looked at grew, and now it
seemed that there were strange shadows on the grass beyond the fence that was invisible. Asif someone,
or something, that he couldn't see was standing there and looking a him, watching with amusement his
effortsto wak through the fence.

Helifted ahand and thrugt it out in front of him and there was no fence, but his hand and arm dipped
side-wise and did not go forward more than afoot or so.

He felt the kindness, then, the kindness and the pity and the vast superiority.

And heturned and fled.

He hammered on the door, and Sherman opened it. Craig sumbled in and fell into achair. He
looked up at the man he had talked with that afternoon.

"You knew," he said. "Y ou knew and you sent meto find out."

Sherman nodded. Y ou wouldn't have believed meif 1'd told you.”

"What arethey?" asked Craig, hiswords tumbling wildly. "What are they doing there?"

"I don't know what they are," said Sherman.

He walked to the stove and took alid off akettle and looked at what was cooking. Whatever it was,
it had a hungry smell. Then he walked to the table and took the chimney off an antique ail lamp, struck a
match and it it.

"l goitample" hesaid. "No éectricity. No nothing. | hope that you don't mind. Rabbit stew for
Supper.”

Helooked a Craig across the smoking lamp, and in the flickering light it seemed that his head floated
intheair, for the glow of the lamp blotted out his body.

"But what arethey?' demanded Craig. "What kind of fence isthat? What are they fenced in for?"

"Son," said Sherman, "they aren't the ones who are fenced in.”

"They arentt..."

"It'sus," said Sherman. "Can't you seeit? We are the oneswho are fenced in.”

"You said this afternoon,” said Craig, "that we were kept. Y ou mean they're keeping us?'

Sherman nodded. "That'sthe way | haveit figured. They're keeping us, watching over us, taking care
of us. There's nothing that we want that we can't have for the smple asking. They're taking real good
careof us”

"But why?'

"I don't know," said Sherman. "A zoo, maybe. A reservation, maybe. A placeto preservethe last of
agpecies. They don't mean us any harm.”

"I know they don't," said Craig. "l fdt them. That'swhat frightened me."

He sat in silence of the shack and smelled the cooking rabbit and watched the flicker of the lamp.

"What can we do about it?" he asked.

"That'sthething,” said Sherman, "that we have to figure out. Maybe we don't want to do anything at
al”

Sherman went to the stove and stirred the rabbit stew.

"You arenot thefirgt,” he said, "and you will not be the last. There were others before you and there
will be otherslike you who'll come dong thisway, walking off their troubles.”

He put the lid back on the kettle.

"We're watching them,” he said, "the best we can. Trying to find out. They can't keep usfooled and
caged forever."

Craig sat in his chair, remembering the kindness and the pity.



SHADOW SHOW

BAYARD LODGE, chief of Life Team No. 3, sat at hisdesk and stared acrossit angrily at Kent
Foreter, the team's psychologit.

"The Play must go on," said Forester. "I can't be responsible for what might happen if we dropped it
even for anight or two. It'sthe one thing that holds us dl together. It isthe unifying glue that keepsus
sane and preserves our sense of humor. And it gives us something to think about.”

"l know," said Lodge, "but with Henry deed . . ."

"They'll understand,” Forrester promised. "I'll talk to them. | know they'll understand.”

"They'll understand dl right," Lodge agreed. "All of us recognize the necessity of the Play. But thereis
something else. One of those characters was Henry's.”

Forester nodded.”1've been thinking of that, too."

"Do you know which one?' Forester shook his head.

"| thought you might,” said Lodge. "Y ou've been beating out your brainsto get them figured out, to
pair up the characters with us."

Foregter grinned sheepishly.

"l don't blameyou," said Lodge. "'l know why you'redoing it."

"It would beahelp," admitted Forester. "It would give me akey to every person here. Just
consder—when a character wentillogicd..."

"They'redl illogicd," said Lodge. "That's the beauty of them.”

"But theillogic runstrue to acertain zany pattern,” Forester pointed out. ™Y ou can usethat very
zaninessand set up anorm.”

"Y ou've done that?'

"Not asagraph,” said Forester, "but | have it well in mind. When theillogic deviatesit's not too hard
to spot it.”

"It'sbeen deviaing?'

Forester nodded. "Sharply at times. The problem that we have—the way that they arethinking . . ."

"Cdll it attitude," said Lodge.

For amoment the two of them were slent. Then Forrester asked, "Do you mind if | ask why you
ings on atitude?'

"Becauseit isan attitude," Lodgetold him. "It's an atitude conditioned by the lifewe lead. An
attitude traceable to too much thinking, too much searching of the soul. 1t's an emotiond thing, dmost a
religiousthing. Thereslittle of theintellectua init. Were shut up too tightly. Guarded too closdly. The
importance of our work is stressed too much. We aren't norma humans. We're off balance dl thetime.
How in the world can we be norma humans when we lead no normd life?"

"It's aterrible respongbility,” said Forester. "They faceit each day of their-lives."

"Theresponghility isnot thars™

"Only if you agreethat the individual countsfor lessthan the race. Perhaps not even then, for there
are definiteracid implicationsin this project, implications that can become terribly persona. Imagine
meking—"

"I know," said Lodge impatiently. "I've heard it from every one of them. Imagine making ahuman
being nat in the Image of humanity.”

"And yet it would be human," Forester said. "That isthe point, Bayard. Not that we would be
manufacturing life, but that it would be human life in the shgpe of mongters. Y ou wake up screaming,
dreaming of those monsters. A mongter itself would not be bad at dl, if it were no more than amongter.
After centuries of traveling to the stars, we are used to mongters.”

Lodge cut him off. "Let's get back tothe Play."

"Well haveto go ahead," inssted Forester.

"Therell be one character missing,” Lodge warned him. Y ou know what that might do. It might
throw the entire thing off balance, reduce it to confuson. That would be worse than no Play at al. Why



can't wewait afew days and art over, new again? With anew Play, anew set of characters.”

"We can't do that," said Forester, "because each of us hasidentified himself or hersdf with acertain
character. That character has become apart, an individua part, of each of us. We'reriving split lives,
Bayard. Were split personalities. We have to beto live. We have to be because not a single one of us
could bear to be himsdlf alone.

"Y ou'retrying to say that we must continue the Play as an insurance of our sanity.”

"Something like that. Not so grim as you make it sound. In ordinary circumstances thered be no
question we could dispense with it. But thisisno ordinary circumstance. Every one of usisnurang aguilt
complex of horrendous magnitude. The Play isan emotiond outlet, aletdown from thetension. It givesus
something to talk about it. It kegps us from Sitting around at night washing out the stains of guilt. It
suppliestheridiculousin our lives—it isour daily comic gtrip, our chuckle or our belly laugh.”

L odge got up and paced up and down the room.

"| said dtitude," he declared, "and it isan atitude—a slly, crazy attitude. Thereisno reason for the
guilt complex. But they coddleit asif it were athing that kept them human, asif it might be the one last
identity they retain with the outside world and the rest of mankind.

They come to me and they talk about it — asif | could do something about it. Asif | could throw up
my handsand say, well, dl right, then, let'squit. Asif | didn't have ajob to do.

"They say weretaking adivine power into our hands, that life came to be by some sort of godly
intervention, that its blagphemous and sacrilegious for mere man to try to duplicate thet feat.

"And there's an answer to that one— alogica answer, but they can't seethelogic, or won' listen to
it. Can Man do anything divine? If lifeis divine, then Man cannot cregteit in hislaboratories no matter
what he does, cannot put it on amass production basis. If Man can creste life out of his chemicals, out of
his knowledge, if he can make oneliving cdl by the virtue of histechinique and his knowledge, then that
will prove divineintervention was unnecessary to the genesis of life. And if we have that proof — if we
know that adivine instrumentality is unnecessary for the crestion of life, doesn't that very proof and fact
robit of divinity?'

"They are seeking an escape,” said Foredter, trying to calm him. " Some of them may believe what
they say, but there are otherswho are merdly afraid of the responsibility — the moral responsibility. They
gart thinking how it would beto live with something like that the rest of their lives. Y ou had the same
Stuation athousand years ago when men discovered and developed atomic fisson. They did it and they
shuddered. They couldn't deep at night. They woke up screaming. They knew what they were doing—
that they were unloosing terrible powers. And we know what we are doing.”

L odge went back to his desk and sat down.

"Let methink about it, Kent," hesaid. "Y ou may beright. | don't know. There are so many things
that | don't know."

"I'll be back," said Forester.

He closed the door quietly when helft.

The Play was a never-ending soap opera, the Old Red Barn extended to unheard reaches of the
ridiculous. It had atouch of Oz and a dash of aliennessand it went on and on and on.

When you put agroup of people on an asteroid, when you throw a space patrol around them, when
you lead them to their [aboratories and point out the problem to be solved, when you keep them at that
problem day after endless day, you must likewise do something to preserve their sanity.

To do thisthere may be books and music, films, games, dancing of an evening—all the old standby
entertainment val ues the race has used for millenniato forget itstroubles.

But there comes atime when these amusementsfail to serve ther purpose, when they are not
enough.

Then you hunt for something new and novel—and basic —for something in which each of the
isolated group may participate, something with which they can establish close persond identity and lose
themselves, forgetting for atime who they are and what may be their purpose. That's where the Play
camein.

In the olden days, many years before, in the cottages of Europe and the pioneer farmsteads of North



America, afather would provide an evening's entertainment for his children by means of shadow pictures.
Hewould place alamp or candle on atable opposite ablank wall, and sitting between the lamp and wall,
he would use his hands to form the shadows of rabbit and of elephant, of horse and man and bear and
many other things. For an hour or more the shadow show would parade across the wall, first one and
then another—rabbit nibbling clover, the e ephant waving trunk and ears, the wolf howling on ahilltop.
The children would st quiet and spellbound, for these were wonderous things.

Later, with the advent of movies and of television, of the comic book and the cheap plagtic
dime-store toy, the shadows were no longer wondrous and were shown no longer, but that is not the
point.

Take the principle of the shadow pictures, add athousand years of know-how, and you havethe
Pay.

Whether the long-forgotten genius who first conceived the Play had ever known of the shadow
picturesis something that's not known. But die principle was there, though the approach was different in
that one used his mind and thought instead of just his hands.

And ingtead of rabbits and € ephants appearing in one-dimensiona black-and-white, in the Play the
characterswere as varied as the human mind might make them (since the brain is more facile than the
hand) and three-dimensiond in full color.

The screen was atriumph in éectronic engineering, with its memory banks, its rows of sonic tubes, its
color salectors, ESP antennae and other gadgets, but it was the minds of the audience that did the work,
supplying the raw materia for the Play upon the screen. It was the audience that conceived the
characters, that led them through their actions, that supplied the lines they spoke. It was the combined
will of the audience that supplied the backdrops and dreamed up the properties.

At first the Play had been a haphazard thing, with the characters only half developed, playing at cross
purposes, without persondities, and little more than cartoons paraded on the stage. At first the
backdrops and the properties were the crazy products of many mindsflying off at tangents. At timesno
fewer than three moonswould be in the sky smultaneoudy, dl in different phases. At tunes snow would
befdling at one end of the stage and bright sunlight would pour down on palm trees at the other end.

But in time the Play developed. The characters grew to full stature, without missng arms and legs,
acquired persondities, rounded out into full-blown living beings. The background became the result of a
combined effort to achieve effective setting rather than nine different people trying desperately tofill in the
blank spots.

In time direction and purpose had been achieved o that the action flowed smoothly, although there
never came atime when any of the nine were sure of what would happen next.

That wasthe fascination of it. New Stuations were continudly being introduced by one character or
another, with the result that the human creators of the other characters were faced with the need of new
lines and action to meet the changing Situations.

It became in a sense of contest of wills, with each participant seeking advantagesfor his character,
or, on the other hand, forced to backtrack to escape disaster. It became, after atime, a never-ending
chess game in which each player pitted himself or hersdlf againg the other eight.

And no one knew, of course, to whom any of the characters belonged. Out of thisgrew up alively
guessing game and many jokes and sdlies, and thiswasto the good, for that was what the Play wasfor:
to lift the minds of the participants out of their daily work and worries.

Each evening after dinner the nine gathered in the thester, and the screen sprang into life and the nine
characters performed their parts and spoke their lines: the Defensdess Orphan, the Mustached Villain,
the Proper Y oung Man, the Beautiful Bitch, the Alien Mongter and dl the others.

Nine of them—nine men and women, and nine characters.

But now there would be only eight, for Henry Griffith had died, dumped againgt his bench with the
notebook at his elbow.

And the Play would have to go on with one missing character—the character that had been
controlled and motivated by the man who now was dead.

L odge wondered which character would be the missing one. Not the Defensaess Orphan, certainly,



for that would not have been down Henry's dley. But it might be the Proper Y oung Man or the
Out-At-Elbows Philosopher or the Rustic Slicker.

Wait aminute there, said Lodge. Not the Rustic Slicker. The Rustic Slicker's me.

He sat idly speculating on which belonged to whom. It would be exactly Eke Sue Lawrenceto
dream up the Beautiful Bitch—a character aslittle like her prim, practica self asone could well imagine.
He remembered that he had taunted her once concerning his suspicion and that she had been very cold to
him for severd daystheresfter.

Forester said the P,lay must go on, and maybe he wasright. They might adjust. God knows, they
should be ableto adjust to anything after participating in the Play each evening for months on end.

It was azany thing, dl right. Never getting anywhere.

Not even episodic, for it never had a chance to become episodic. Let one trend develop and some
joker was sure to throw in astumbling block that upset the trend and sent the action angling off in some
new direction.

With that kind of goings-on, he thought, the disappearance of a single character shouldn't throw them
off their gtride.

He got up from his desk and walked to the great picture window. He stood there looking out at the
bleak loneliness of the asteroid. The curved roofs of the research center fell away beneath him, shiningin
the garlight, to the blackness of the cragged surface. Above the jagged northern horizon lay aflush of
light and in alittle while it would be dawn, with the weak, watch-sized sun sailing upward to shed its
feeble light upon thistiny speck of rock. He watched the flushed horizon, remembering Earth, where
dawn was morning and sunset marked the beginning of the night. Here no such scheme was possible, for
the days and nights were so erratic and so short that they could not be used to divide onestime. Here
morning came &t a certain hour, evening came at another hour, regardless of the sun, and one might deep
out anight with the sun high in the sky.

It would have been different, he thought, if we could have stayed on Earth, for there we would have
had norma human contacts. We would not have thought so much or brooded; we could have rubbed
away the guilt on the hides of other people.

But norma human contacts would have meant the start of rumors, would have encouraged leaks, and
inathing of this sort there could be no legks.

For if the people of the Earth knew what they were doing, or, more correctly, what they were trying
to do, they would raise a hubbub that might result in calling off the project.

Even here, he thought—even here, there are those who have their doubts and fears.

A human being must walk upon two legs and have two arms and apair of eyes, abrace of ears, one
nose, one mouth, be not unduly hairy. He must walk; he must not hop or crawl or dither.

A perversion of the human form, they said; a scrapping of human dignity; agoing-too-far, farther than
Manindl hisarrogance was ever meant to go.

Therewas arap upon the door. Lodge turned and caled, "Comein."

It was Dr. Susan Lawrence. She stood in the open doorway, astolid, dumpy, dowdy woman with an
angular face that had a set of stubbornness and of purposeinit. She did not see him for amoment and
gtood there, turning her head, trying to find him in the dusky room.

"Over here, Sue," hecdled.

She closed the door and crossed the room, and stood by his side looking out the window.

Findly she said, "There was nothing wrong with him, Bayard. Nothing organically wrong. | wonder . .

She stood there, slent, and Lodge could fed the practical bleakness of her thoughts.

"It'sbad enough,” she said, "when they die and you know what killed them. It's not so bad to lose
them if you've had afighting chance to save them. But thisis different. He just toppled over. He was dead
before he hit the bench.”

"Youveexamined him?'

Shenodded. "I put himin the andyzers. I've got three reds of Stuff. I'll check it dl—later. But I'll
swear there was nothing wrong.”



She reached out ahand and put it on hisarm, her pudgy fingerstightening.

"Hedidn'twant tolive," shesad. "Hewas afrad to ' live. He thought he was closeto finding
something and hewas afraid to find it.”

"Wehavetofindit, Sue"

"For what?' she asked. " So we can fashion humansto live on planets where humansin their present
form wouldn't have achance. So we can take ahuman mind and spirit and enclose it in amonster's body,
hating itsdf. ..."

"It wouldn't hateitself," Lodgetold her. "Y ou're thinking in anthropomorphic terms. A thing is never
ugly toitself because it knows itsalf. Have we any proof that bipedal man isany happier than aninsect or
atoad?'

"But why?" she persisted. "We do not need those planets. We have more now than we can colonize.
Enough Earth-type planetsto last for centuries. Well be lucky if we even colonizethem dl, let done
develop them, in the next five hundred years.™

"We can't take the chance," he said. "We must take control while we have the chance. It was dl right
when we were safe and snug on Earth, but that is true no longer. Weve gone out to the stars.
Somewherein the universe there are other intelligences. There have to be. Eventualy well meet. We
must bein astrong position.”

"And to get into that strong position we plant colonies of human mongters. | know, Bayard — it's
clever. We can design the bodies, the flesh and nerves and muscles, the organs of communication — all
designed to exist upon a planet where anorma human could not live aminute. We are clever, dl right,
and very good technicians, but we can't breathe the life into them. Therés moreto life than just the
colloidal combination of certain dements. There's something ese, and well never get it.”

"Wewill try," said Lodge.

"Youll drive good technicians out of their sanity,” shesaid. "Y oull kill some of them — not with your
hands, but with your insstence. Y ou'll keep them cooped up for years and you'll givethem aPlay so
they'll last the longer — but you won't find fife, for lifeisnot Man's secret.”

"Want to bet?' he asked, laughing at her fury.

She swung around and faced him.

"Therearetimes," shesaid, "when | regret my oath. A littlecyanide. . . ."

He caught her by the arm and walked her to the desk.

"Let'shaveadrink,” hesaid. "You can kill melater.”

They dressed for dinner.

That was arule. They aways dressed for dinner.

It was, like the Play, one of the many little habits that they cultivated to retain their sanity, not to
forget that they were a cultured people as well as ruthless seekers after knowledge — aknowledge that
any one of them would have happily forsworn.

They laid aside their scalpels and their other tools, they boxed their microscopes, they ranged the
culture bottles negtly in place, they put the pans of sdine solutions and their varying contents carefully
away. They took their aprons off and went out and shut the door. And for afew hoursthey forgot, or
tried to forget, who they were and what their labors were,

They dressed for dinner and assembled in the so-called drawing room for cocktails and then went in
to dinner, pretending that they were no more than norma human beings—and no less.

The table was set with exquisite chinaand fragile glass, and there were flowers and flaming tapers.
They began with an entree and their meal was served in courses by accomplished robots, and they ended
with cheese and fruit and brandy and there were cigars for those who wanted them.

Lodge st at the table's head and looked down the table at them and for amoment saw Sue
Lawrence looking back at him and wondered if she were scowling or if the seeming scowl was no more
than the play of candldight upon her face.

They taked asthey awaystaked at dinner—the inconsequentia socia chatter of people without
worry and with little purpose. For this was the moment of forgetting and escape. Thiswasthe hour to
wash away the guilt and to ignore the sain.



But tonight, he noticed, they could not pull themselves away entirdly from the happenings of the
day—for therewastak of Henry Griffith and of his sudden dying and they spoke of him in soft tonesand
with strained and sober faces. Henry had been too intense and too strange aman for anyone to know
himwdll, but they held him in high regard, and athough the robots had been careful to arrange the seating
s0 his absence left no gap, therewas ared and present sense that one of them was missing.

Chester Sifford said to Lodge, "WEell be sending Henry back?"

Lodge nodded. "WEll cal in one of the patrol and it'll take him back to Earth. Well have ashort
servicefor him here”

"But who?'

"Craven, more than likely. He was closer to Henry than any of therest. | spoketo him about it. He
agreed to say aword or two."

"Isthere anyone on Earth? Henry never talked alot.”

"'Some nephews and nieces. Maybe abrother or asister. That would be dl, | think."

Hugh Maitland said, "1 understand well continue with the Play.”

"That'sright," Lodge told him. "Kent recommended it and | agreed. Kent knows what's best for us."

Sifford agreed. "That's bisjob. Hesagood man at it."

"| think s0, too,” said Maitland. "Most psych-men stand outside the group. Posing as your
conscience. But Kent doesn't work that way."

"He'sachaplain," Sifford said. "Just agoddamn chap-lam.”

Helen Gray sat to the left, and Lodge saw that she was not talking with anyone but only staring at the
bowl of roses which this night served as a centerpiece.

Tough on her, he thought. For she had been the one who had found Henry dead and, thinking that he
was merely deeping, had taken him by the shoulder and shaken him to wake him.

Down at the other end of the table, Sitting next to Forester, Alice Page wastalking far too much,
much more than she had ever talked before, for she was a strangely reserved woman, with a quiet beauty
that had atouch of darknessin it. Now she leaned toward Forester, talking tensdly, asif she might be
arguing in alow tone so the others would not hear her, with Forester listening, his face masked with
patience againg afeding of darm.

They are upset, thought Lodge—far more than | had suspected. Upset and edgy, ready to explode.

Henry's death had hit them harder than he knew.

Not alovable man, Henry till had been one of them. One of them, he thought. Why not one of us?
But that was the way it always was—unlike Forester, who did his best work by being one of them, he
must stand to one side, must keep intact that dight, cold margin of reserve which was all that preserved
againg an incident of crissthe authority which was essentid to hisjob.

Sfford sad, "Henry was close to something.”

"So Suetold me.”

"He was writing up hisnoteswhen hedied,” said Sifford. "It may be. . ."

"Well have alook at them,” Lodge promised. "All of ustogether. In aday or two."

Maitland shook his head. "WElIl never find it, Bayard. Not the way we're working. Not in the
direction we are working. We have to take a new approach.”

Sifford bristled. "What kind of gpproach?’

"l don't know," said Maitland. "If | knew. . . ."

"Gentlemen,” said Lodge.

"Sorry," Sfford said. "I'm alittle jumpy.”

Lodge remembered Dr. Susan Lawrence, standing with him, looking out the window at the bleakness
of the tumbling hunk of rock on which they lived and saying, "He didn't want to live. Hewas afraid to
live"

What had she been trying to tell him? That Henry Griffith had died of intellectud fear? That he had
died because hewas afraid to live?

Would it actudly be possible for a psychosomatic syndrometo kill aman?

Y ou could fed the tension in the room when they went to the theater, although they did their best to



mask the tenson. They chatted and pretended to be light-hearted, and Maitland tried ajoke which fell
flat upon itsface and died, squirming beneath theingncerity of the laughter that itstelling had called forth.

Kent waswrong, Lodge told himsdlf, feding awave of terror washing over him. Thisbusinesswas
loaded with deadly psychologica dynamite. It would not take much to trigger it and it could st off a
chain reaction that could wash up the team.

And if the team were wrecked the work of years was gone—the long years of education, the
necessary months to get them working together, the constant, never-ending battle to keep them happy
and from one another's throats. Gone would be the team confidence which over many months had
replaced individua confidence and doubt, gone would be the smooth co-operation and co-ordination
which worked like meshing gears, gone would be avast percentage of the actua work they'd done, for
no other team, no matter how capable it might be, could take up where another team left off, even with
the notes of the first team to guide them on their way.

The curving screen covered one end of the room, sunken into the wall, with the flare of the narrow
gageinfront of it.

Back of that, thought L odge, the tubes and generators, the sonics and computers—mechanica magic
which turned human thought and will into the moving images that would parade across the screen.
Puppets, he thought —puppets of the human mind, but with a strange and startling humanity about them
that could not be achieved by carven hunks of wood.

And the difference, of course, was the difference between the mind and hand, for no knife, no matter
how sharp, guided by no matter how talented and artistic a hand, could carve adummy with half the
precison or fiddity with which the mind could shape a human creature.

First, Man had created with hands alone, chipping the flint, carving out the bow and dish; then he
achieved machines which were extensions of his hands and they turned out artifacts which the hands
aone wereincapable of making; and now, Man created not with his hands nor with extensons of his
hands, but with his mind and extensons of hismind, athough he till must use machinery to trandate and
project the labor of hisbrain.

Someday, he thought, it will be mind aone, without the aid of machines, without the help of hands.

The screen flickered and there was a tree upon it, then another tree, a bench, aduck pond, grass, a
distant statue, and behind it al the dim, tree-broken outlines of city towers.

That was where they had left it the night before, with the cast of characters embarked upon apicnic
inacity park—apicnic that was dmost certain to remain a picnic for mere moments only before
someone should turn it into something else.

Tonight, he hoped, they'd let it stay apicnic, let it runits course, takeit easy for achange, not try any
fancy stuff—for tonight, of al nights, there must be no sudden jalts, no terrifying turns. A mind forced to
guideits character through the intricacies of asuddenly changed plot or some outlandish situation might
crack benegth the effort.

Asit was, thered be one missing character and much would depend upon which one it was.

The scene stood empty, like addicate painting of apark in springtime with each thing fixed in place.

Why were they waiting? What were they waiting for?

They had set the stage. What were they waiting for?

Someone thought of abreeze and you could hear the whisper of it, moving in the trees, ruffling the
pond.

Lodge brought his character into mind and waked him on the stage, imagining his gangling walk, the
grass stem stuck in hismouth, the curl of unbarbered hair above hiscollar.

Someone had to art it off. Someone—

The Rustic Slicker turned and hustled back off stage. He hustled back again, carrying agreet
hamper. "Forgot m' basket,” he said, with rural sheepishness.

Someonetittered in the darkened room.

Thank God for that titter! It isgoing al right. Come on, the rest of you!

The Out-At-Elbows Philosopher strode on stage. He was a charming fellow, with no good intent at
al—acadger, abum, afullfledged fourflusher behind the facade of hisflowered waistcoat, the senatoria



bearing, the long, white, curling locks.

"My friend," hesad. "My friend."

"V an't m' friend," the Rustic Slicker told him, "till y' pay me back m' three hundred bucks.”

Come on, therest of you!

The Beautiful Bitch showed up with the Proper Y oung Man, who any moment now was about to get
dreadfully disllusoned.

The Rustic Slicker had squatted on the grass and opened his hamper. He began to take out suff—a
ham, aturkey, a cheese, avacuum jug, abowl of Jello, atin of kippered herring.

The Beautiful Bitch made exaggerated eyes at him and wiggled her hips. The Rustic Sicker blushed,
ducking his head.

Kent yelled from the audience: "Go ahead and ruin him!"

Everyone laughed.

It was going to be dl right. It would be al right. Get the audience and the players kidding back and
forth and it was bound to be dl right.

"Ahthink that'sagood idee, honey," said the Beautiful Bitch. "Ah do believe Ah will."

She advanced upon the Slicker.

The Slicker, with his head still ducked, kept on taking things out of the hamper—more by far than
could have been held in any ten such hampers.

Hetook out rings of bologna, stacks of wieners, mounds of marshmallows, aroast goose—and a
diamond necklace.

The Beautiful Bitch pounced on the necklace, shrieking with delight.

The Out-At-Elbows Philosopher had jerked aleg off the turkey and was egting it, waving it between
bites to emphasize the flowery oration he had launched upon.

"My friends—" he orated between bites—"my friends, in thisverna seasonitisright and proper, |
sad right and proper, Sir, that agroup of friends should forgather to commune with nature in her gayest
aspects, finding retreat such asthiseven in the heart of aheartlesscity . . ."

Hewould go on like that for hours unless something intervened to sop him. The Situation being asit
was, something was amost bound to stop him.

Someone had put asportive, if miniature, whaeinto the pond, and the whale, acting much morelike
aporpoise than awhale, was legping about in graceful curves and scaring the hell out of the flock of
ducks which resided on the pond.

The Alien Monster snesked in and hid behind atree. Y ou could see with half an eye that he was bent
upon no good.

"Watch out!" yelled someone in the audience, but the actors paid no attention to the warning. There
were timeswhen they could be incredibly stupid.

The Defensel ess Orphan came on stage on the arm of the Mustached Villain (and there was no good
intent in that Situation, either) with the Extra-Terrestrid Ally trailing aong behind them.

"Whereisthe Sweet Y oung Thing?' asked the Mustached Villain. " She's the only one who's missng.”

"Shelll bealong,” said the Rustic Slicker. "'l saw her at the corner sdloon building up aload—"

The Philosopher stopped his oration in midsentence, halted the turkey drumstuck in midair. Hisslver
mane did its best to bristle, and he whirled upon the Rustic Slicker.

"You areacad, gr," hesad, "to say athing like that, amost contemptible cad!™

"l don't care," said the Slicker. "No matter what y' say, that's what she was doing."

"Youlay off him," shrilled the Beautiful Bitch, fondling the diamond necklace. "He's man frien' and
you can't cal himacad."

"Now, B.B.," protested the Proper Y oung Man, "you keep out of this."

She spun on him. ™Y ou shut yoah mouth,”" she said. "Y ou mealy hypocrite. Don't you tell mewhat to
do. Too niceto cal me by man rightful name, but using just initias. Y ou prissy-panted high-binder, don't
you spesk to me.”

The Philosopher stepped ponderoudy forward, stooped down and swung his arm. The half-eaten
drumstick took the Slicker squarely across the chops.



The Slicker rose dowly to hisfeet, one hand grasping the roast goose.

"Soy'want to play,” hesad.

He hurled the goose at the Philosopher. It struck squardly on die flowered waistcoat. It was greasy
and it splashed.

Oh, Lord, thought Lodge. Now the fat'sin thefire for sure! Why did the Philosopher act theway he
did? Why couldn't they have left it asmple, friendly picnic, just this once? Why did the person whose
character the Philosopher was make him swing that drumstick?

And why had he, Bayard Lodge, made the Slicker throw the goose?

Hewent cold dl over at the question, and when the answer came he felt ahand reach into his belly
and gart twisting at hisguts.

For the answer was: He hadn't!

He hadn't made the Slicker throw the goose. Hed felt aflare of anger and ahard, cold hatred, but he
had not willed his character to retdiatory action.

He kept watching the screen, seeing what was going on, but with only half his mind, while the other
haf quarreled with itself and sought an explanation.

It was the machine that was to blame—it was the machine that had made the Slicker throw the
goosg, for the machine would know, almost aswell as ahuman knew, the reaction that would follow a
blow upon the face. The machine had acted automaticaly, without waiting for the human thought. Sure,
perhaps, of what the human thought would be.

It'slogicd, said the arguing part of hismind—it'slogica that the machine would know, and logica
once again that being sure of knowing, it would react automatically.

The Philosopher had stepped cautioudy backward after he had struck the blow, standing at attention,
presenting arms, after amanner of speaking, with the mangy drumstick.

The Beautiful Bitch clapped her hands and cried, "Now you-all got to fight aduel!"

"Precisdy, miss," sad the Philosopher, gill tiffly at attention. "Why else do you think | struck him?"

The goose grease dripped dowly off his ornate vest, but you never would have guessed for so much
asan indant that he thought he was anything but faultlesdy turned out.

"But it should have been aglove,”" protested the Proper Y oung Man.

"l didn't have aglove, dr," said the Philosopher, speaking atruth that was self-evident.

"It'sfrightfully improper,” perdsted the Proper Y oung Man.

The Mustached Villain flipped back his coattails and reaching into his back pockets, brought out two
pistols. "'l dways carry them," he said with afrightful leer, "for occasons such asthis.”

We haveto break it up, thought Lodge. We haveto stop it. We can't let it go on.

He made the Rustic Slicker say, "Now lookit here, now. | don't want to fool around with firearms.
Someone might get hurt.”

"You havetofight," said theleering Villain, holding both pistolsin one hand and twirling his
mustaches with the other.

"He has the choice of weapons,” observed the Proper Y oung Man. "Asthe challenged party . . ."

The Beautiful Bitch stopped clapping her hands.

"Y ou keep out of this," she screamed. ™Y ou Sissy— you just don't want to see them fight.”

The Villain bowed. "The Sicker hasthe choice" he said.

The Extra-Terredrid Ally piped up. "Thisisridiculous” it sad. "All you humans areridiculous.

The Alien Mongter stuck his head out from behind the tree.

"Leave'emaone" he belowed in hisfrightful brogue. "If they want to fight, et ‘'em go ahead and
fight"

Then he curled himsdf into awhed by the smple procedure of putting histail into his mouth and
garted to roll. He rolled around the duck pond at afearful pace, chanting al the while: "Leave'em fight.
Leave'em fight. Leave'em fight." Then he popped behind histree again.

The Defensdess Orphan complained, 1 thought thiswas apicnic.”

And sodid dl therest of us, thought Lodge.

Although you could have bet, even before it started, that it wouldn't stay apicnic.



"Your choice, please," said the Villain to the Slicker, far too politely. "Pistols, knives, swords, battle
axes—"

Ridiculous, thought Lodge.

Makeit ridiculous.

He made the Slicker say, "Pitchforks at three paces.”

The Sweet Y oung Thing tripped lightly on the stage, She was humming adrinking song, and you
could see that she'd picked up quite aglow.

But she stopped a what she saw before her; the Philosopher dripping goose grease, the Villain
clutching apistal in each hand, the Beautiful Bitch jangling adiamond necklace, and she asked, "What is
going on here?'

The Out-At-Elbows Philosopher relaxed his pose and rubbed his hands together with smirking
satisfaction.

"Now," he said, oozing good fellowship and cheer, "isn't thisa cozy Stuation. All nineof usare
here—"

In the audience, Alice Page legped to her feet, put her hands up to her face, pressed her pamstight
againgt her temples, closed her eyes quite shut and screamed and screamed and screamed.

There had been, not eight characters, but nine.

Henry Griffith's character had waked on with the rest of them.

"You're crazy, Bayard," Forester said. "When aman is dead, he's dead. Whether he till exists or
not, | don't professto know, but if he doesexist it isnot on the level of his previous existence; itison
another plane, in another state of being, in another dimension, cdl it what you will, religionist or
goiritudig, the answer isthe same.™

Lodge nodded his agreement. "'l was grasping a straws. Trying to dredge up every possibility. |
know that Henry's dead. | know the dead stay dead. And yet, you'll have to admit, it isanatura thought.
Why did Alice scream? Not because the nine characters were there. But because of why there might be
nine of them. Theghost in usdieshard.”

"It'snot only Alice," Forester told him. "It'sal the others, too. If we don't get this business under
control, therell be aflare-up. The emotiona index was aready stretched pretty thin when this
happened—doubt over the purpose of the research, the inevitable wear and tear of nine peopleliving
together for months on end, a sort of cabin fever. It dl built up. I've watched it building up and I've held
my breath."

"Some joker out there subbed for Henry," Lodge said. "How does that sound to you? Someone
handled his own character and Henry's, too."

"No one could handle more than one character,” said Forester.

"Someone put awhale into that duck pond.”

"Sure, but it didn't last long. The whale jumped atime or two and then was gone. Whoever put it
there couldn't keep it there."

"Weadl co-operate on the setting and the props. Why couldn't someone pull quietly out of that
co-operation and concentrate al his mind on two characters?'

Forester looked doubtful. "I supposeit could be done. But the second character probably would be
out of whack.

Did you notice any of them that seemed allittle strange?’

"I don't know about strange," said Lodge, "but the Alien Monster hid—"

"Henry's character wasn't the Alien Monger."

"How can you be sure?"

"Henry wasn't the kind of man to cook up an dien monger.”

"All right, then. Which one is Henry's character?' Forester dapped the arm of his chair
impatiently. "I'vetold you, Bayard, that | don't know who any of them are. I've tried to match them up
and it can't be done.”

"It would help if we knew. Especidly . . ."

"Especidly Henry's character,” said Forester. Heleft the chair and paced up and down the office.



"Y our theory of somejoker putting on Henry's character isal wrong,” he said. "How would he know
which one?'

Lodge raised his hand and smote the desk. "The Sweet Y oung Thing!" he shouted.

"What'sthat?"

"The Sweet Y oung Thing. She wasthe last to wak on. Don't you remember? The Mustached Villain
asked where she was and the Rustic Slicker said he saw her in a saloon and—"

"Good Lord!" breathed Forester. "And the Out-At-Elbows Philosopher was at great painsto
announcethat al of them werethere. Needling us! Jeering at us!”

"Y ou think the Philosopher isthe one, then? He's the joker. The one who produced the Sweet
Y oung Thing— the ninth member of the cast. The ninth one to appear would have to be Henry's
character, don't you see. Y ou said yoursdlf it couldn't be done because you wouldn't know which oneit
was. But you could know—you'd know when eight were on the stage that the missing one was Henry's
character.”

"Either therewas ajoker,” Forester said, "or the cast itsdlf is somehow sentient—has come haf way
dive"

Lodge scowled. "I can't buy that one, Kent. They'reimages of our minds. We call them up, we put
them through their paces, we dismissthem. They depend utterly on us. They couldn't have a separate
identity. They're creatures of our mind and thet isall.”

"It wasn't exactly aong that linethat | wasthinking,” said Forester. "' wasthinking of the machine
itsdlf. It takes the impressions from our minds and shapes them. It trandates what we think into the
images on the screen. It transforms our thoughtsinto seeming actudlities. . ."

"A memory ..."

"| think the machine may have amemory,” Forester declared. "God knowsit has enough sensitive
equipment packed into it to have dmost anything. The machine does more of it than we do, it contributes
more than we do. After al, we're the same drab old mortalsthat we aways were. Weve just got clever,
that isal. Weve built extensons of oursaves. The machineis an extension of our imagery.”

"l don't know," protested Lodge. "I smply do not know. Thisgoing around in circles. Thisincessant
Speculation.”

But he did know, hetold himsdlf. He did know that the machine could act independently, for it had
made the Slicker throw the goose. But that was different from handling a character from scraich, different
from putting on a character that should not appear. It had smply been ameatter of an induced, automatic
action—and it didn't mean athing.

Or didit?

"The machine could walk on Henry's character,” Forester perssted. "It could have the Philosopher
mock us."

"But why?" asked Lodge and even as he asked it, he knew why the machine might do just that, and
the thought of it made icy worms go crawling up his back.

"Toshow us" Forester said, "that it was sentient, too."

"But it wouldn't do that," Lodge argued. "If it were sentient it would keep quiet about it. That would
beits sole defense. We could smash it. We probably would smash it if we thought it had come dive. We
could dismantleit; we could put anend to it.”

He sat in the sillence that fell between them and felt the dread that had settled on this place—a strange
dread compounded of an intellectua and moral doubt, of a man who had fallen dead, of one character
too many, of the guarded londinessthat hemmed in their lives.

"l can'tthink,” hesad. "Let'sdegponit.”

"Okay," said Forester.

"A drink?'

Forester shook his head.

He'sglad to drop it, too, thought Lodge. He's glad to get away.

Likeahurt animd, hethought. All of us, like hurt animals, crawling off to be done, sck of one
another, poisoned by the same faces eterndly gitting across the table or meeting in the hals, of the same



mouths saying the same inane phrases over and over again until, when you meet the owner of aparticular
mouth, you know before he saysit what heisgoing to say.

"Good night, Bayard."

"Night, Kent. Seep tight.”

"Seeyou."

"Sure," said Lodge.

The door shut softly.

Good night. Seep tight. Don't let the bedbugs bite.

Hewoke, screaming in the night.

He sat balt upright in the middle of the bed and searched with numbed mind for the actudity, dowly,
clumsly separating the actudity from the dream, becoming aware again of the room he dept in, of the
furniture, of his own place and who he was and what he did and why he happened to be there.

It wasdl right, hetold himsdlf. It had been just adream. The kind of dream that was common here.
Thekind of dream that everyone was having.

The dream of walking down a street or road, or walking up astaircase, of waking amost anywhere
and of meeting something—a spiderlike thing, or awormlike thing, or asquetting monstrosity with horns
and drooling mouth or perhaps something such as could be fabricated only in adream and haveit stop
and say hdllo and chat—for it was human, too, just the same as you.

He sat and shivered at the memory of the one hed met, of how it had put ahairy, taloned claw
around his shoulder, of how it had drooled upon him with greet affection and had asked him if he had the
time to catch adrink because it had athing or two it wanted to talk with him about. Its odor had been
overpowering and its shape obscene, and hedd tried to shrink fromiit, had tried to run fromit, but could
neither shrink nor run, for it wasaman like him, clothed in different flesh.

He swung hislegs off the bed and found his dippers with searching toes and scuffed hisfeet into
them. He found his robe and stood up and put it on and went out to the office.

There he mixed himsdlf adrink.

Seep tight, he thought. God, how can aman deep tight? Now it'sgot me aswell asdl the others.

The guilt of it—the guilt of what mankind meant to do.

Although, despite the guilt, therewasalot of logicinit.

There were planets upon which no human could have lived for longer than a second, because of
atmospheric pressure, because of overpowering gravity, because of lack of atmosphere or poison
atmosphere, or because of any one or any combination of ahundred other reasons.

And yet those planets had economic and strategic vaue, every one of them. Some of them had both
great economic and great strategic vaue. And if Man wereto hold the gaactic empire which he was
carving out againgt the possible appearance of some as yet unknown dien foe, he must man al economic
and grategic points, must make full use of dl the resources of his new empire.

For that somewhere in the galaxy there were other intelligences as yet unmet by men there could be
little doubt. The sheer mathematics of pure chance said there had to be. Given an infinite space, the
possibility of such an intelligence dso neared infinity. Friend or foe: you couldn't know. But you couldn't
take achance. So you planned and built against the day of meeting.

And in such planning, to bypass planets of economic and strategic vaue was sheer insanity.

Human colonies must be planted on those planets—e must be planted there and grow againgt the day
of meeting so that their numbers and their resources and their positioning in space might be thrown into
the struggleif the struggle cameto be.

Andif Man, in hisnaturd form, could not exist there—why, then you changed hisform. Y ou
manufactured bodiesthat could live there, that could fit into the planets many weird conditions, that could
live on those planets and grow and build and carry out Man's plans.

Man could build those bodies. He had the technique to compound the flesh and bone and nerve, he
had the skill to duplicate the mechanisms that produced the hormones, he had ferreted out the secrets of
the enzymes and the amino acids and had at hisfingertips dl the other know-how to congtruct a
body—any body, not just a human body. Biologica engineering had become an exact science and



biological blueprints could be drawn up to meet any concelvable set of planetary conditions. Man was al
set to go on his project for colonization by humansin strange nonhuman forms.

Ready except for onething: he could make everything but life.

Now the search for life went on, atop-priority, highly classified research program carried out here
and on other asteroids, with the teams of biochemists, metabo-lists, endocrinol ogists and othersisolated
on the tumbling dabs of rock, guarded by military patrols operating out in space, hemmed in by amillion
regulations and uncounted security checks.

They sought for life, working down in that puzzling gray areawhere nonlife was separated from life
by a shadow zone and a strange unpredictability that was enough to drive one mad, working with the
viruses and crystals which a one moment might be dead and the next moment haf dive and no man as
yet who could tell why thiswas or how it came about.

That there was adefinite key to life, hidden somewhere againgt Man's searching, was a belief that
never wavered in the higher echelons, but on the guarded asteroids there grew up astrange and perhaps
unscientific belief that life was not amatter of fact to be pinned down by formulaor equation, but rather a
matter of spirit, with some shading to the supernatural—that it was not something that Man was ever
meant to know, that to seek it was presumptuous and perhaps sacrilegious, that it was atangled trap into
which Man had lured himself by his madcap hunt for knowledge.

And |, thought Bayard Lodge, | am one of those who drive them on in this blind and crazy search for
athing that we were never meant to find, that for our peace of mind and for our security of soul we never
should have sought. | reason with them when they whisper out their fears, | kid them out of it when they
protest the inhumanity of the course we plan, | keep them working and | kill each of them just alittle
every day, kill the humanity of them inch by casud inch—and | wake up screaming because ahuman
thing | met put its arm around me and asked meto have adrink withiit.

Hefinished off hisdrink and poured another one and thistime did not bother with the mix.

"Comeon," he said to the mongter of the dream. "Come on, friend. [ll have that drink with you."

He gulped it down and did not notice the harshness of the uncut liquor.

"Comeon," he shouted at the mongter. "Come on and have that drink with me!™

He stared around the room, waiting for the mongter.

"What the hdll," he said, "were dl human, aren't we?'

He poured another one and held it in afist that suddenly was shaky.

"Ushumans" he said, il talking to the monster, "have got to stick together.”

All of them met in the lounge after breskfast, and Lodge, looking from face to face, saw the terror
that lay behind the masksthey kept in front of them, could sense the unvoiced shrieking that lay insde of
them, held imprisoned by the iron control of breeding and of discipline.

Kent Forester carefully lit a cigarette and when he spoke his voice was conversationaly casud, and
Lodge, watching him as he talked, knew the price he paid to keep his voice casual.

"Thisissomething," Forester said, "that we can't allow to keep on eating on us. We haveto talk it

"You mean rationdizeit?' asked Sifford.

Forester shook his head. "Talk it out, | said. Thisisonce we can't kid oursalves.”

"There were nine characterslast night,” said Craven.

"And awhde" said Forester.

"Youmeanoneof .. ."

"I don't know. If one of usdid, let's speak up and say so. There's not a one among us who can't
appreciate ajoke.”

"A gridy joke" said Craven.

"But ajoke," said Forester.

"I would liketo think it was ajoke," Maitland declared. "I'd fedl alot easier if | knew it wasajoke."

"That'sthe point,” said Forester. "That'swhat I'm getting at.”

He paused amoment. "Anyone?' he asked.

No one said aword.



They waited.

"No one, Kent," said Lodge.

"Perhaps the joker doesn't want to reved himsdlf," said Forester. "I think al of us could understand
that. Maybe we could hand out dips of paper.”

"Hand them out,” Sfford grumbled.

Forester took sheets of folded paper from his pocket, carefully tore the strips. He handed out the
grips.

"If anyone played ajoke," Lodge pleaded, "for God's sake let us know."

The dips came back. Some of them said "no,” otherssaid "no joke," onesaid "I didn't do it.”

Forester wadded up the strips.

"Well, that letsthat ideaout,” he said. "I must admit | didn't have much hope.”

Craven lumbered to hisfeet. "Therés onething that al of us have been thinking," hesaid, "and it
might aswell be spoken. It's not a pleasant subject.”

He paused and looked around him at the others, asif defying them to stop him.

"No one liked Henry too well," he said. "Don't deny it. Hewas ahard man to like. A hard man any
way you look at him. | was closer to him than any of you. I've agreed to say afew words for him at the
sarvice this afternoon. | am glad to do it, for he was agood man despite his hardness. He had a tenacity
of will, astub-borness such as you seldom find even in ahard man. And he had mora scruples that none
of us could guess. Hewould talk to me alittle—redly talk—and that's something that he never did with
the rest of you.

"Henry was close to something. He was scared. He died.

"Therewas nothing wrong with him."

Craven looked a Dr. Lawrence.

"Wasthere, Susan?' he asked. "Was there anything wrong with him?"

"Not athing,” said Dr. Susan Lawrence. "He should not have died.”

Craven turned to Lodge. "He talked with you recently.”

"A day or two ago,” said Lodge. "He seemed quite norma then."

"What did hetalk about?"

"Oh, the usud things. Minor matters.”

"Minor matters?' Mocking.

"All right, then. If you want it that way. He talked about not wanting to go on. He said our work was
unholy. That'sthe word he used—unholy."

L odge looked around the room. "That's one the rest of you have never thought to use. Unhaly.”

"Hewas moreindstent than usud ?'

"Well, no," said Lodge. "It wasthefirst time he had ever talked to me about it. The only person
engaged in the research here, | believe, who had not talked with me about it at one time or another.”

"And you talked him into going back "

"Wediscussed it."

"You killed the man.”

"Perhgps" said Lodge. "PerhapsI'mkilling dl of you. Perhapsyou're killing yoursavesand | mysdif.
How am | to know?"

Hesaid to Dr. Lawrence, " Sue, could aman die of a psychosomatic illness brought about by fear?'

"Clinicdly, no," said Susan Lawrence. "Practicdly, I'm afraid, the answer might beyes.”

"He was trapped,” said Craven.

"Mankind'strapped,” snapped Lodge. "If you must point your finger, point it a al of us. Point it a
the whole community of Man."

"I don't think," Forester interrupted, "thet thisis pertinent.”

"Itis" ingsted Craven, "and | will tel you why. I'd be the last to admit the existence of aghost—"

Alice Page came swiftly to her feet. "Stop it!" shecried. "Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!™

"Miss Page, please" said Craven. "But you're saying..."

"I'm saying that if there ever was aSituation where a departed spirit had amotive—and | might even



say aright—to come back and haunt his place of deeth, thisisit.”

"Sit down, Craven," Lodge commanded, sharply.

Craven hestated angrily, then sat down, grumbling to himself.

Lodgesad, "If therésany point in continuing the discussion dong theselines, | ing st that it be done
objectivey."

Maitland said, "Therésno point to it | can see. As stientists who are most intimately concerned with
lifewe must recognize that death isan utter ending.”

"That," objected Sifford, "is open to serious question and you know it."

Forester broke in, hisvoice cool. "Let's defer the matter for amoment. We can come back to it.
Thereisanother thing."

He hurried on. "Ancther thing that we should know. Which of the characters was Henry's character?

No one said aword.

"l don't mean," said Forester, "to try to find which belonged to whom. But by a process of imination

"All right," said Sifford. "Hand out the dipsagain.”

Forester brought out the paper in his pocket, tore more strips.

Craven protested. "Not just dips,” hesaid. "I won't fal for atrick like that.”

Forester |looked up from the dips.

"Trick?'

"Of course,”" said Craven, harshly. "Don't deny it. Y ou've been trying to find out."

"l don't deny it," Forester told him. "I'd have been derdlict in my duty if | hadn't tried.”

Lodge said, "I wonder why we keep this secret thing so closdly to oursalves. It might be dl right
under normal circumstances, but these aren't normal circumstances. | think it might be best if we madea
clean breast of it. I, for one, am willing. I'll lead off if you only say theword.”

Hewaited for the word.

There was no word.

They dl stared back at him and there was nothing in their faces—no anger, no fear, nothing at al that
aman could read.

L odge shrugged the defeat from his shoulders.

He sad to Craven, "All right then. What were you saying?"

"| was saying that if we wrote down the names of our charactersit would be no better than standing
up and shouting them aoud. Forester knows our handwriting. He could spot every dip.”

Forester protested. "' hadn't thought of it. | ask you to believe | hadn't. But what Craven saysis
true”

"All right, then?" asked Lodge.

"Balots," Craven said. "Fix up balotswith the characters names upon them.”

"Aren't you afraid we might be able to identify your X's?'

Craven looked levedly a Lodge. "Since you mention it, | might be."

Forester said, wearily. "We have abatch of dies down in the labs. Used for slamping specimens. |
think therésan X among them.”

"That would satisfy you?' Lodge asked Craven.

Craven nodded that it would.

Lodge heaved himsdlf out of the chair.

"I'll get the stamp,” he said. ™Y ou can fix the balots while I'm &fter it."

Children, he thought. Just o many children. Suspicious and sdlfish and frightened, like cornered
animals. Cornered between the converging walls of fear and guilt, trapped in the corner of their own
insecurity.

Hewalked down the sairsto the laboratories, his heds ringing on the meta treads, with the sound of
hiswalking echoing from the hidden corners of the fear and guiilt.

If Henry hadn't died right now, he thought, it might have been dl right. We might have muddied

through.



But he knew that probably was wrong. For if it had not been Henry's desth, it would have been
something else. They were ready for it—more than ready for it.

It would not have taken much at any timein the last few weeksto havelit the fuse.

Hefound the die and ink pad and tramped back upstairs again.

The ballotslay upon the table and someone had found a shoe box and cut adlit out of itslid to make
aballot box.

"Well dl sit over on thisside of the room," said Forester, "and well go up, one by one, and vote.”

And if anyone saw the ridiculous side of speaking of what they were about to do asvoting, he
pointedly ignorediit.

Lodge put the die and ink pad down on the table top and walked across the room to take his seet.

"Who wantsto start it off?" asked Forester.

No one said aword.

Even afraid of this, thought Lodge.

Then Maitland said hewould.

They sat in utter silence as each walked forward to mark aballot, to fold it and to drop it in the box.
Each of them waited for the one to return before another walked out to the table.

Findly it was done, and Forester went to the table, took up the box and shook it, turning it thisway
and that to change the order of the balots, so that no one might guess by their position to whom they
might belong.

“I'll need two monitors" he said.

His eyeslooked them over. "Craven,” hesad. "Sue."

They stood up and went forward.

Forester opened the box. He took out aballot, unfolded it and read it, passed it on to Dr. Lawrence,
and she passed it on to Craven.

"The Defensdess Orphan.”

"TheRudtic Sicker."

"TheAlien Mongter."

"The Beautiful Bitch."

"The Sweet Young Thing."

Wrong on that one, Lodge told himself. But who else could it be? She had been the last one on. She
had been the ninth.

Forester went on, unfolding the ballots and reading them.

"The Extra-Terredrid Ally."

"The Proper Y oung Man."

Only two left now. Only two. The Out-At-Elbows Philosopher and the Mustached Villain.

I'll make aguess, Lodge said to himself. I'll make abet. I'll bet on which one was Henry.

Hewasthe Mustached Villain.

Forester unfolded the last ballot and read aoud the name.

"The Mugtached Villain."

So | lose the bet, thought L odge.

He heard the rippling hiss of indrawn breath from those around him, the swift, stark terror of what the
baloting had meant.

For Henry's character had been the most self-assertive and dominant in last night's Play: the
Philosopher.

The script in Henry's notebook was close and crabbed, with a curtnessto it, much like the man
himsdlf. His symbols and his equations were atriumph of clarity, but the written words had a curious
backward, petulant dant and the phrases that he used were laconic to the point of rudeness—although
whom he was being rude to, unlessit were himsdlf, was left a matter of conjecture.

Maitland closed the book with a snap and shoved it away from him, out into the center of the table.

"So that wasit," hesaid.

They sat in quietness, their faces pale and drawn, asif in bitter fact they might have seen the ghost of



Craven'shinting.

"That'stheend of it," snapped Sfford. "l won't—"

"Y ou won't what?' asked Lodge.

Sifford did not answer. He just sat there with his hands before him on the table, opening and closing
them, making greet tight fists of them, then straightening out hisfingers, stretching them asif he meant by
sheer power of will to bend them back farther than they were meant to go.

"Henry was crazy," said Susan Lawrence curtly. "A man would have to be to dream up that sort of
evidence"

"Asamedical person,” Maitland said, "we could expect that reaction from you."

"I work with life," said Susan Lawrence. "l respect it and it ismy job to preserveit aslong asit can
be kept within the body. | have agreat compassion for the things possessing it.”

"Meaning we haven't?'

"Meaning you haveto live with it and cometo know it for its power and greatness, for the fine thing
that it is, before you can appreciate or understand its wondrous qualities.”

"But, Susan—"

"And | know," she said, rushing on to head him off. "I know that it is more than decay and
breakdown, more than the senility of matter. It is something greater than disease. To arguethat lifeisthe
fina step to which matter isreduced, the fina degradation of the nobility of soil and ore and water isto
arguethat a static, unintelligent, purposeless existence isthe norm of the universe.”

"We're getting dl tangled up semanticaly,” suggested Forester. "Asliving things the termswe use
have no comparative va ues with the terms that might be used for universal purpose, even if we knew
those universd terms.”

"Whichwedont," said Helen Gray. "What you say would be true especidly if what Henry had
thought he had found wasright."

"WEélII check Henry's notes,” Lodge told them grimly. "Well follow him step by step. | think he's
wrong, but on the chance heisn't, we can't pass up an angle.”

Sifford bristled. "Y ou mean even if he wereright you would go ahead? That you would use even so
humanly degrading a piece of evidence to achieve our purpose?'

"Of coursel would,” said Lodge. "If lifeisadisease and a senility, dl right, then, it isdisease and
senility. As Kent and Helen pointed out, the terms are not comparative when used in auniversal sense.
What is poison for the universeis—wall, islifefor us. If Henry wasright, his discovery isno more than
the uncovering of afact that has existed Sncetime untold.”

"Y ou don't know what you're saying," Sifford said.

"But | do," Lodgetold him bluntly. "Y ou have grown neurotic. Y ou and some of the others. Maybel,
mysdif.

Maybe all of us. We are ruled by fear—you by the fear of your job, | by the fear that the job will not
be done.

Weve been penned up, we've been begting out our brains against the stone walls of our conscience
and amora vaue suddenly furbished up and polished until it shineslike the shield of Galahad. Back on
the Earth you wouldn't give this thing a second thought. Y ou'd gulp alittle, maybe, then you'd swalow it,
if it were proved true, and you'd go ahead to track down that principle of decay and of disease we
happen to cdl life. The principleitsaf would be only one more factor for your consideration, one more
tool to work with, another bit of knowledge. But here you claw at thewall and scream.”

"Bayard!" shouted Forester. "Bayard, you can't—"

"l can," Lodgetold him, "and | am. I'm sick of dl their whimpering and baying. I'm tired of spoonfed
fanatics who drove themsdlves to their own fanaticism by their own synthetic fears. It takes men and
women with knife-sharp mindsto lick thisthing we're after. It takes guts and intelligence.”

Craven was white-lipped with fury. "Weve worked," he shouted. "Even when everything within us,
even when al our djecency and intelligence and our religiousingtincts told us not to work, we worked.
And don't say you kept us at it, you with your mealy words and your kidding and your back dapping.
Don't say you laughed usinto it.”



Forester pounded the table with afigt. "Let's quit thisarguing,” he cried. "L et's get down to cases.”

Craven sttled back in his chair, face still white with anger. Sifford kept on making fists.

"Henry wrote aconclusion,” said Forester. "Wdll, hardly aconclusion. Let'scal it asuspicion. Now
what do you want to do about it? Ignoreit, run fromit, test it for its proof ?"

"l say, test it," Craven said. "It was Henry's work. Henry's gone and can't speak for his own beliefs.
Weoweét least that much to him."

"If it can betested,” Maitland qudified. “To me it sounds more like philosophy than science.”

"Philosophy runs hand in hand with science,” said Alice Page. "We can't smply brush it off becauseit
soundsinvolved.”

"I didn't say involved," Maitland objected. "What | meant was—oh, hell, let's go ahead and check it."

"Check it," Sifford said.

He swung around on Lodge. "And if it checks out, if it comes anywhere near to checking, if we can't
utterly disproveit, I'm quitting. I'm serving notice now."

"That'syour privilege, Sfford, any timeyou wish."

"It might be hard to prove anything one way or the other,” said Helen Gray. "It might not be any
easer to disprove than prove.”

Lodge saw Sue Lawrence looking at him and there was grim laughter and something of grudging
admiration and atouch of confused cynicismin her face, asif she might be saying to him, Well, you've
doneit again. | didn't think you would—not thistime, | didn't. But you did. Although you won't ways
doit. Therell comeatime...

"Want to bet?" he whispered at her.

Shesad, "Cyanide.”

And athough he laughed back at her, he knew that she was right—righter than she knew. For the
time had dready come and thiswas the end of Life Team No. 3.

They would go on, of course, stung by the challenge Henry Griffith had written in his notebook, il
doggedly trueto their training and their charge, but the heart was out of them, the fear and the prgjudice
too deeply ingrained within their souls, the confused tangle of their thinking too much a part of them.

If Henry Griffith had sought to sabotage the project, Lodge told himself, he had done it perfectly. In
desth he had doneit far better than he could have, dive.

He seemed to hear in the room the dry, acerbic chuckling of the man and he wondered at the
imagined chuckle, for Henry had had no humor in him.

Although Henry had been the Out-at-Elbows Philosopher and it was hard to think of Henry asthat
sort of character—an old humbug who hid behind a polished manner and a golden tongue. For there was
nothing of the humbug in Henry, either, and his manner was not polished nor did he have the golden gift
of words. He douched and he rarely talked, and when he did he growled.

A joker, Lodge thought—had he been, after all, ajoker?

Could he have used the Philosopher to lampoon the rest of them, a character who derided them and
they not knowing it?

He shook his head, arguing with himsdlf.

If the Philosopher had kidded them, it had been gentle kidding, so gentle that none of them had
known it was going on, so subtle that it had did off them without notice.

But that wasn't the terrifying aspect of it—that Henry might have been quietly making fun of them.
Theterrifying thing was that the Philosopher had been second on the stage. He had followed the Rustic
Slicker and during the whole time had been much in evidence— munching on the turkey leg and waving it
to emphasize the running fire of pompous talk that had never dacked. The Philosopher had been, in fact,
the most prominent player inthe entire Play.

And that meant that no one could have put him on the stage, for no one, in the first place, could have
known so soon which of the nine was Henry's character, and no one, not having handled him before,
could have put the Philosopher so redigtically through his paces. And none of those who had sent on
their characters early in the Play could have handled two characters convincingly for any length of
time—especialy when the Philosopher had talked dl the blessed time.



And that would cancel out at least four of those itting in the room.

Which could mean:

That there was aghost.

Or that the machineitsdf retained amemory.

Or that the eight of them had suffered mass hullucination.

He considered that |ast dternative and it wilted in the middle. So did the other two. None of the three
made sense. Not any of it made sense—noneof it at al.

Take ateam of trained men and women, trained objectively, trained to look for facts, conditioned to
skepticism and impatience of anything outside the pale of fact: What did it take to wreck ateam like that?
Not smply the cabin fever of alondy asteroid. Not smply the nagging of awakened conscience againgt
well established ethics. Not the atavigtic, Transylvanian fear of ghosts.

There was some other factor. Another factor that had not been thought of yet—Iike the new
approach that Maitland had talked about at dinner, saying they would have to take anew direction to
uncover the secret that they sought. We're going at it wrong. Maitland had said. Well haveto find anew
approach.

And Maitland had meant, without saying so, that in their research the old methods of ferreting out the
factswere no longer vaid, that the scientific mind had operated for so long in the one worn groove that it
knew no other, that they must seek some fresh concept to arrive a the fact of life.

Had Henry, Lodge wondered, supplied that fresh approach? And in the supplying of it and in dying,
wrecked the team aswdll?

Or was there another factor, as Maitland had said there must be a new approach—afactor that did
not fit in with conventiona thinking or stlandard psychology?

The Play, he wondered. Was the Play afactor? Had the Play, designed to keep the team intact and
sane, somehow turned into atwo-edged sword?

They were rising from the table now, ready to leave, ready to go to their rooms and to dressfor
dinner. And after dinner, there would be the Play again.

Habit, Lodge thought. Even with the whole thing gone to pot, they still conformed to habit.

They would dressfor dinner; they would stage the Play. They would go back tomorrow morning to
their workrooms and they'd work again, but the work would be a futile work, for the dedicated purpose
of their calling had been burned out of them by fear, by the conflict of their souls, by desth, by ghosts.

Someone touched his elbow and he saw that Forester stood beside him.

"Wdl, Kent?'

"How do you fed ?"

"Okay," said Lodge. Then hesaid, "Y ou know, of course, it'sover.”

"Well try again,” said Forester.

Lodge shook hishead. "Not me. Y ou, maybe. Y ou're ayounger man than |. I'm burned out too."

The Play started in whereit had left off the night before, with the Sweet Y oung Thing coming on the
gtage and dl the others, there, with the Out-At-Elbows Philosopher rubbing his hands together smugly
and saying, "Now thisisacozy stuation. All of usare here.”

Sweset Y oung Thing (tripping lightly): Why, Philosopher, | know that | am late, but what athing to
say. Of coursewe dl are here. | was unavoidably detained.

Rustic Sicker (gpeaking asde, with arurd leer): By aTom Collinsand adot machine. >

Alien Mongter (sticking out its head from behind the tree): Tsk hrstign vglater, tsk . . .

And there was something wrong, Lodge told himself.

There was a certain mechanica wrongness, something out of place, ahorrifying diennessthat sent a
shiver through you even when you couldn't spot the alienness.

There was something wrong with the Philosopher, and the wrongness was not that he should not be
there, but something else entirely. There was awrongness about the Sweet Y oung Thing and the Proper
Y oung Man and the Beautiful Bitch and dl the others.

Therewas agreat ded wrong with the Rustic Slicker, and he, Bayard Lodge, knew the Rustic
Slicker as he knew no other man—knew the blood and guts and brains of him, knew his thoughts and



dreams and his hidden yearnings, his clodhopperish conceit, his smart-aeck snicker, the burning
inferiority complex that drove him to socid exhibitionism.

He knew him as every member of the audience must know his own character, as something more
than an imagined person, as someone than another person, something more than friend. For the bond
was strong—the bond of the created and cresator.

And tonight the Rustic Slicker had drawn alittle way apart, had cut the apron strings, had stood on
his own with the first dawning of independence.

The Philosopher was saying: "It's quite natural that | should have commented on dl of usbeing here.
For one of usisdead....”

There was no gasp from the audience, no hiss of indrawn bregth, no stir, but you could fedl the
tenson snap tight likeawhining violin string.

"We have been consciences,” said the Mustached Villain. " Projected conscience playing out our
parts. .. ."

The Rusgtic Sicker said: "The consciences of mankind."

Lodge hdf rose out of hischair.

| didn't make him say that! | didn't want him to say that. | thought it, that was al. So help me God, |
just thought it, that was dll!

And now he knew what was wrong. At last, he knew the strangeness of the charactersthis night.

They weren't on the screen at dl! They were on the stage, the little width of stage which ran before
the screen!

They were no longer projected imaginations—they were flesh and blood. They were menta puppets
cameto sudden life.

He sat there, cold at the thought of it—cold and rigid in the quickening knowledge that by the power
of mind alone—by the power of mind and eectronic mysteries, Man had crested life.

A new approach, Maitland had said.

Oh, Lord! A new approach!

They had failed at their work and triumphed in their play, and thereéd be no longer any need of life
teams, grubbing down into that gray areawherelife and death were interchangeable. To make ahuman
monster you'd Sit before a screen and you'd dream him up, bone by bone, hair by hair, brains, innards,
specid abilitiesand al. Thered be monsters by the billionsto plant on those other planets. And the
monsters would be human, for they'd be dreamed by brother humans working from a blueprint.

Injust alittle while the characters would step down off the stage and would mingle with them. And
then-creators? What would their creators do? Go screaming, raving mad?

What would he say to the Rustic Slicker?

What could he say to the Rustic Slicker?

And, more to the point, what would the Rugtic Sicker haveto say to him?

He sat unable to move, unableto say aword or cry out awarning, waiting for the moment when they
would step down.



