Smak, Clifford D
The Civilisation Game and Other Stories

Horrible Example

The Civilistion Game
Hermit of Mars
Masquerade

Buckets of Diamonds
Hunch

THE BIG FRONT YARD

Horrible Example
Clifford D. Simak
Copyright 1961

Tobias staggered down the street and thought how tough it was.

He hadn't any money and Joe, the barkeep, had hurled him out of Happy Hollow tavern before he'd
much more than wet hiswhistle and now al that was left for him was the cold and lonely shack that he
caled ahome and no one gave a damn, no matter what might happen. For, hetold himself, with maudlin
sdf-pity, he was nothing but a bum and a drunken one at that and it was awonder the town put up with
himatdl.

It was getting dusk, but there gill were people on the street and he could sense that they weretrying,
very conscioudy, not to look at him.

And that wasdl right, hetold himself. If they didn't want to look, that was al right with him. They didn't
haveto look. If it helped them any, there was no reason they should look.

He was the town's disgrace. He wasiits people's socia cross. He was their public shame. He was the
horrible example. And he was unique, for there never was more than one of himin any little town - there
samply wasn't room for more than onelike him.

He reded forlornly down the sidewak and he saw that Elmer Clark, the village cop, was standing on
the corner. Not doing anything. Just standing there and watching. But it was al right. Elmer was a good
guy. Elmer knew exactly how it was.

Tobias sood for amoment to get his bearings and finally he had them; he set adead sight for the
corner where Elmer waited for him. He navigated well. Hefindly reached the corner.

"Tobe" said Elmer, "maybe you should let me take you home. The car'sjust over there.”

Tobiasdrew himsdlf erect with fly-blown dignity.

"Couldn't think of it," he announced, every inch agentleman. "Cannot let you do it. Very kindly of you."

Elmer grinned. "Take it easy, then. Sure that you can make it?"

"Poshitive," said Tobias, wobbling quickly off.

Hedid fairly well. He managed severa blockswithout incident.

But on the corner of Third and Maple, disaster overtook him. Hefdll flat upon hisface and Mrs
Frobisher was standing on her porch where she could see him fall. Tomorrow, he wasfull aware, she
would tell al thewomen at the Ladies Aid Society what ashameful thing it was. They dl would quietly
cluck among themsealves, pursing up their mouths and feding extraholy. For Mrs Frobisher was their
leader; she could do nothing wrong. Her husband was the banker and her son the star of Millville's
football team, which was headed for the Conference championship. And that, without adoubt, was a
thing of pride and wonder. It had been years since Millville High had won the Conference crown.

Tobias got up and dusted himsdlf off, none too quietly and rather awkwardly, then managed to make
hisway to the corner of Third and Oak, where he sat down on the low stone wall that ran aong the front



of the Baptist church. The pastor, he knew, when he came from his basement study, would be sureto
see him there. And it might do the pastor, he told himsdlf, aworld of good to see him. It might buck him
up no end.

The pastor, he feared, wastaking it too easy lately. Everything was going just abit too smoothly and he
might be getting smug, with hiswife the presdent of thelocal DAR and hisleggy daughter making such
good progress with her music.

Tobiaswas sitting there and waiting for the pastor to come out when he heard the footsteps shuffling
down thewalk. It wasfairly dark by now and it was not until the man got closer that he saw it was Andy
Donovan, thejanitor a the school.

Tobias chided himsdf abit. He should have recognised the shuffle.

"Good evening, Andy," he said. "How are things tonight?”

Andy stopped and looked at him. Andy brushed his drooping moustache and spat upon the sidewalk
so that if anyone were looking they'd be convinced of his disgust.

"If you're waiting for Mr Halvorsen to come out,” he said, "it'sadreadful waste of time. Heis out of
town."

"l didn't know," Tobias said, contritely.

"Y ou've done quite enough tonight,” said Andy, tartly. ™Y ou might just aswell go home. Mrs Frobisher
stopped me as | was going past. She said we smply have to do something firm about you."

"MrsFrobisher," said Tobias, staggering to hisfeet, "isan old busybody."

"She'sdl of that," said Andy. "She's likewise a decent woman.”

He scraped around abruptly and went shuffling down the street, moving, it seemed, atrifle more rapidly
than was hisusua pace.

Tobias wobbled solemnly down the street behind him, with the wobble somewhat |ess pronounced,
and hefelt the bitterness and the question grew ingde of him.

For it was unfair.

Unfair that he should be as he was when he could just as well be something el se entirely - when the
whole conglomerate of emotion and desire that spelled the tota of himself cried out for something else.

He should not, he told himself, be compelled to be the conscience of this town. He was made for better
things, he assured himself, hiccuping solemnly.

The houses became more scattered and infrequent and the sidewalk ended and he went ssumbling
down the unpaved road, heading for his shack at the edge of town.

His shack stood on a hill set above aswamp just beyond the intersection of this road on which he
walked with Highway 49 and it was afriendly placeto live, he thought. Often he just sat outside and
watched the cars stream past.

But there was no traffic now and the moon was coming up above adistant copse and itslight was
turning the countryside to ablack and silver etching.

He went down the road, hisfeet plopping in the dust and every now and then something set abird to
twitter and there was the smell of burning autumn leaves.

It was beautiful, Tobias thought - beautiful and londly. But what the hell, he thought, he was dways
londly.

Far off he heard the sound of the car, running hard and fast, and he grumbled to himself at how some
people drove.

He went stumbling down the dusty stretch and now, some distance to the east, he saw the headlights of
the car, travelling rapidly.

Hewatched it as he walked and as it neared the intersection there was a squeal of brakes and the
headlights swung toward him asthe car made a sudden turn into hisroad.

Then the headlight beams knifed into the sky and swept acrossit in arapid arc and he caught the dash
of glowing tall lights asthe car skidded with the scream of rubber grinding into pavement.

Sowly, amost ponderoudly, the car was going over, toppling asit plunged toward the ditch.

Tobiasfound that he was running, legs pumping desperately and no wobble in them now.

Ahead of him the car hit on its Side and skidded with ashrill, harsh grinding, then nosed easily, amost



deliberately down into the roadside ditch. He heard the gentle splash of water asit did to ahalt and hung
there, canted onitsSde, with itswhed s ill spinning.

He leaped from the road down onto the side of the car that lay uppermost and wrenched savagely at
the door, using both his hands. But the door was a stubborn thing that creaked and groaned, but il
refused to stir. He braced himself as best he could and yanked; it came open by an inch or so. He bent
and got hisfingers hooked beneath the door edge and even as he did he smelled the acrid odour of
burning insulation and he knew the time was short. He became aware aswell of the trapped and
frightened desperation underneath the door.

A pair of handsfrom insde was hel ping with the door and he dowly straightened, pulling with every
ounce of strength he had within his body and the door came open, but protestingly.

There were sounds now from inside the car, asoft, insstent whimpering, and the smell of burning
sharper, and he caught the flare of flame running underneath the hood.

Something snapped and the door came upward, then stuck tight again, but now there was room
enough and Tobias reached down into the opening and found an arm and hauled. A man came out.

"Shelsdill inthere" gasped the man. "Shes ill —"

But aready Tobias was reaching down blindly into the darkness of the car'sinterior and now there was
smoke aswell as smell and the area beneath the hood was a gushing redness.

He found something dive and soft and struggling and somehow got ahold on it and hauled. A girl came
out; alimp, bedraggled thing she was and scared out of her wits.

"Get out of here," Tobias ydled and pushed the man so that he tumbled off the car and scrambled up
the ditchside until he reached the road.

Tobiasjumped, haf-carrying, haf-dragging the girl, and behind him the car went up in agush of flame.

They staggered up the road, the three of them, driven by the heat of the burning car. Somewhere,
somehow, the man got the girl out of Tobiass grasp and stood her on her feet. She seemed to be all right
except for the trickle of darknessthat ran out of her hairline, down across her face.

There were people running down the road now. Doors were banging far away and there was shouting
back and forth, while the three of them stood in the road and waited, al of them just alittle dazed.

And now, for thefirst time, Tobias saw the faces of those other two. The man, he saw, was Randy
Frobisher, Millvillesfootbal hero, and the girl was Betty Halvorsen, the musica daughter of the Baptist
minider.

Those who were running down the road were getting close by now and the pillar of flame from the
burning car was dying down abit. There was no further need, Tobiastold himself, for him to stick
around. For it had been agreat mistake, he told himsdlf; he never should have doneit.

He abruptly turned around and went humping down the road, as rapidly as he could manage short of
actua running. He thought he heard one of the two standing in the road cal out after him, but he paid
them no attention and kept on moving, getting out of there asfast ashe was able.

He reached the intersection and crossed it and | eft the road and went up the path to where his shack
perchedin dl itslondiness on the hill above the swamp.

And heforgot to stagger.

But it didn't matter now, for there was no one watching.

Hefdt dl cold and shivery and there was a sense of panic in him. For this might spoil everything; this
might jeopardise hisjob.

There was awhiteness sticking out of the rusty, battered mail box nailed beside the door and he stared
at it with wonder, for it was very seldom that he got a piece of mail.

Hetook the letter from the box and went insgde. He found the lamp and lit it and sat down in the
rickety chair besde the table in the centre of the room.

And now histime was his, he thought, to do with as he wished.

He was off the job- dthough, technically, that was not entirely true, for he was never off the job
entirdly.

He rose and took off histattered jacket and hung it on the chair back, then opened up his shirt to
reved ahairless chest. He sought the panel in his chest and pushed againgt it and it did open undernesth



his hand. At the sink, he took out the container and emptied the beer that he had swallowed. Then he put
the container back into his chest again and did the pand shut. He buttoned up his shirt.

Helet hisbresthing die.

He became comfortably himself.

He sat quietly in the chair and let hisbrain run down, wiping out hisday. Then, dowly, he started up his
brain again and made it adifferent kind of brain - abrain oriented to this privatelife of his, when he no
longer was adrunken bum or avillage conscience or ahorrible example.

But tonight the day failed to be wiped out entirely and there was hitterness again - the old and acid
bitterness that he should be used to protect the humansin the village againgt their human viciousness.

For there could be no more than one human derdlict in any single village - through some strange socid
law there was never room for more than one of them. Old Bill or Old Charlie or Old Tobe - the pity of
the people, regarded with a mingled sentiment of tolerance and disgust. And just as surely asthere could
not be more than one of them, there aways was that one.

But take arobot, a Class One humanoid robot that under ordinary scrutiny would pass as a human
being - take that robot and make him the village bum or the village idiot and you beat that socid law. And
it was perfectly dl right for amanlike robot to be the village bum. Because in making him the bum, you
gpared the village atruly human bum, you spared the human race one blot againgt itself, you forced that
potential human bum, edged out by the robot, to be acceptable. Not too good a citizen, perhaps, but at
least marginally respectable.

To beadrunken bum was terrible for ahuman, but it was dl right for arobot. Because robots had no
souls. Robots didn't count.

And the most horrible thing abouit it, Tobiastold himself, was that you must stay in character - you must
not step out of it except for that little moment, such as now, when you were absolutely sure no one could
be watching.

But he'd stepped out of it this night. For afew isolated moments he'd been forced to step out of it.
With two human lives at stake, there had been no choice.

Although, hetold himsdlf, there might be little harm. The two kids had been so shaken up that there
was a chance they'd not known who he was. In the shock of the moment, he might have gone
unrecognised.

But the terrible thing about it, he admitted to himsdlf, was that he yearned for that recognition. For there
waswithin himsdlf acertain humannessthat called for recognition, for any recognition, for anything at al
that would lift him above the drunken bum.

And that was unworthy of himsdf, he scolded - unworthy of the tradition of the robot.

Heforced himsdlf to sit quietly in the chair, not breathing, not doing anything but thinking - being honest
with himsdf, being what he was, not play-acting any more.

It would not be so bad, he thought, if it wasdl that he was good for - if, in being Millvilles horrible
example hewasworking at the limit of histalent.

That, he redlised, had been true at one time. It had been true when he'd signed the contract for the job.
But it was true no longer. He was ready now for abigger job.

For he had grown, in that subtle, inexplicable, curious way that robots grew.

And it wasn't right that he should be stuck with thisjob when there were other, bigger jobsthat he
could handle eedlly.

But there was no remedy. There was no way out of it. There was no one he could go to. Therewas no
way he could quit.

For in order to be effectivein thisjob of his, it was basic that no one - no one, except a single contact,
who in turn must keep the secret - knew he was arobot. He must be accepted as a human. For if it
should be known that he was not a human, then the effectiveness of hiswork would collapse entirely. As
adrunken human bum he was a shield held between the town and petty, vulgar vice; as adrunken, lousy,
no-good robot he would not count at all.

So no one knew, not even the village council which paid the annua fee, grumblingly, perhaps, to the
Society for the Advancement and Betterment of the Human Race, not knowing for what specific purpose



it might pay the fee, but fearful not to pay it. For it was not every municipaity that was offered the unique
and digtinctive service of SABHR. Once the fee should be refused, it might be along, long time before
Millville could get onthelist again.

So here he sat, he thought, with a contract to this town which would run another decade - a contract of
which the town knew nothing, but binding just the same.

There was no recourse, he realised. There was no one he could go to. There was none he could
explain to, for once he had explained he'd have wiped out histotal sum of service. He would have
cheaply tricked the town. And that was something no robot could ever bring himself to do. It would not
be the proper thing.

Hetried to find within himsdaf somelogic for this consuming passion to do the proper thing, for the
bond of honour involved within a contract. But there was no clear-cut logic; it wasjust theway it was. It
was the robot way, one of the many conditioning factors which went into a robot's make-up.

So there was no way out of it. He faced another decade of carrying out the contract, of getting drunk,
of sscumbling down the street, of acting out the besotted, ambitionless, degraded human being - and dl to
the end that there should be no such actual human.

And being dl of this, hethought, choked with bitterness, while knowing he wasfit for better things, fit
under his present rating for sociologica engineering at the supervisor level.

He put out hisarm and leaned it on the table and heard the rustle underneath hisarm.

The letter. Hed forgotten it.

He picked up the envelope and looked at it and there was no return address and he wasfairly certain
who it might be from.

Hetore it open and took out the folded sheet of paper and he had been right. The |etterhead was that
of the Society for the Advancement and Betterment of the Human Race.

The letter read:

Dear Associate:

Y ou will be glad to know that your recent rating has been analysed and that the find computation
shows you to be best fitted as a co-ordinator and expediter with a beginning human colony. Wefed that
you have agreat ded to offer in thistype of employment and would be ableto place you immediately if
there were no other consideration.

But we know that you are under a contractua obligation and perhaps do not fedl freeto consder
other employment a the moment.

If there should be achange in this Situation, please let us know at once.

The letter was signed with an undeci pherable scrawl.

Carefully, hefolded the sheet and stuffed it in his pocket.

He could see it now: Out to another planet that claimed another star for sun, helping to establish a
human colony, working with the colonists, not as arobot - for in sociology, one never was arobot - but
as another human being, anorma human being, amember of the colony.

It would be abrand-new job and a brand-new group of people and a brand-new situation.

And it would be a straight role. No more comedy, no more tragedy. No more clowning, ever.

He got up and paced the floor.

It wasn't right, he told himself. He shouldn't waste another ten years here. He owed this village nothing
- nothing but his contract, asacred obligation. Sacred to arobot.

And here he was, tied to thistiny dot upon the map, when he might go among the stars, when he might
play apart in planting among those stars the roots of human culture.

It would not be alarge group that would be going out. There was no longer any massive colonising
being done. It had been tried in the early days and failed. Now the groups were small and closely tied
together by common interests and old associations.



It was more, he told himsdlf, like homesteading than colonising. Groups from home communities went
out to try their luck, even little villages sending out their bands asin the ancient past the eastern
communities had sent their wagon trainsinto the virgin west.

And he could bein on this great adventure if he could only break his contract, if he could walk out on
thevillage, if he could quit this petty job.

But he couldn't. There was nothing he could do. He'd reached the bare and bitter end of ultimate
frudration.

There was aknocking on the door and he stopped his pacing, stricken, for it had been years since
there'd been aknock upon the door. A knock upon the door, he told himself, could mean nothing else
but trouble. It could only mean that he'd been recognised back there on the road -just when held been
beginning to believe that he'd gone unrecognised.

He went dowly to the door and opened it and there stood the four of them - the village banker,
Herman Frobisher; Mrs Halvorsen, the wife of the Baptist minister; Bud Anderson, the football coach,
and Chris Lambert, the editor of the weekly paper.

And he knew by the looks of them that the trouble would be big - that here was something he could
not brush lightly to one side. They had a dedicated and an earnest look about them - and aswell the
baffled look of people who had been very wrong and had made up their minds most resolutely to do
what they could about it.

Herman held out his pudgy hand with afriendly forcefulness so overdone it wasridiculous.

"Tobe," hesaid, "I don't know how to thank you, | don't have the words to thank you for what you did
tonight.”

Tobiastook his hand and gave it aquick clasp, then tried to et go of it, but the banker's hand held on
amogt tearfully.

"And running off," shrilled Mrs Havorsen, "without waiting to take any credit for how wonderful you
were. | can't, for the life of me, know what got into you."

"Oh," Tobias sad uncomfortably, "it realy wasn't nothing.”

The banker let go of Tobias hand and the coach grabbed hold of it, dmost asif he had been waiting
for the chance to do so.

"Randy will bedl right, thanksto you," he said. "I don't know what we'd have done without him, Tobe,
in the game tomorrow night.”

"I'll want a picture of you, Tobe," said the editor. "Have you got a picture? No, | suppose you haven't.
WEell take one tomorrow."

"But firgt," the banker said, "well get you out of here.”

"Out of here?' asked Tobias, redly frightened now. "But, Mr Frobisher, this placeis my home!"

"Not any more, it isn't,” shrilled Mrs Halvorsen. "We're going to see that you get the chance that you
never had. We're going to talk to AA about you."

"AA?' Tobiasasked in aburst of desperation.

"Alcoholics Anonymous,” the pastor'swife said primly. "They will help you stop your drinking.”

"But suppose,” the editor suggested, "that Tobe here doesn't want to."

Mrs Halvorsen clicked her teeth, exasperated. "Of course he does," she said. "There never wasaman

"Now, now," said Herman, "I think we may be going just a bit too fast. Well talk to Tobe tomorrow -"

"Yeah," said Tohias, reaching for the door, "talk to me tomorrow."

"No, you dont," said Herman. Y ou're coming home with me. The wife's got a supper waiting, and we
have aroom for you and you can stay with us until we get this straightened out.”

"l don't see," protested Tobias, "there's much to straighten out.”

"But thereis," said Mrs Halvorsen. "Thistown has never done athing for you. Weve dl stood camly
by and watched you stagger past. And it isn't right. I'll talk to Mr Halvorsen about it."

The banker put a companionable arm around Tobias's shoulder.

"Comeon, Tobe" he said. "We never can repay you, but well do the best we can.”

Helay in bed, with acrisp white sheet beneath him and a crisp white sheet on top and now he had the



job, when everyone was adeep, of sneaking to the bathroom and flushing al the food they'd insisted he
should eat down the toilet bowl.

And he didn't need white sheets. He didn't need abed. He had onein his shack, but it was just for the
looks of things. But here he had to lie between white sheets and Herman even had inssted that he take a
bath and he had needed one, all right, but it had been quite a shock.

Hiswholelifewasdl loused up, he told himsdf. Hisjob was down the drain. Hed failed, he thought,
and failed.most miserably. And now held never get achance to go on acolonising venture - even after his
present job was all wrapped up and done, he'd never have a chance at arealy good job. Hed just get
another piddling one and he'd spend another 20 years at it and held maybe fail in that onetoo - for if you
had aweakness it would seek you out.

And he had aweakness. Tonight held found it out.

But what should he have done, he asked himsdlf. Should he have hurried past and leave the kidsto die
inddetheflaming car?

He lay between the clean, white sheets and looked at the clean, white moonlight streaming through the
window and asked himsdlf the question for which there was no answer.

Although there was a hope and he thought about the hope and it became a brighter hope and he felt a
good dedl better.

He could best thisthing, hetold himself - all he had to do was get drunk again, or pretend to get drunk
again, for hewas never redly drunk. He could go on abinge that would be an epic in the history of the
village. He could irretrievably disgrace himsdf. He could publicly and wilfully throw away the chance that
had been offered him to become a decent citizen. He could dap the good intentions of al these worthy
people right smack in the puss and held become, because of that, abigger stinker than held ever been
before.

Helay there and thought about it. It was agood ideaand he would haveto do it - but perhaps not right
away.

It might look alittle better if he waited for awhile. It might have more effect if he played at being decent
for aweek or so.

Then when heféell out of grace, the shock might be the greater. Let them walow for awhilein dl the
holiness of fedling that they had rescued him from aviciouslife, let them build up hope before he, laughing
in their faces, staggered back to the shack above the swamp.

And when he did that it would be dl right. HEd be back on thejob again, better than before.

A week or two, perhaps. Or maybe more than that.

And suddenly he knew. He fought against the knowing, but it stood out plain and clear.

Hewasn't being honest.

He didn't want to go back to the person he had been.

Thiswas what hed wanted, he admitted to himsdlf. It was something he had wanted for along time
now - to livein therespect of hisfelow villagers, to win some acceptance from them, to win contentment
with himsdif.

Henry had talked after supper about ajob for him - an honest, steady job. And lying there, he knew
that he yearned to have that job, to becomein dl redity ahumble, worthy citizen of Millville.

But it wasimpossible and he knew it was and the entire Situation was worse than ever now. For hewas
no longer asmple fumbler, but atraitor, salf-confessed.

It wasironicdl, hetold himsdlf, that in failure he should find his heart's desire, afulfilment he could not
consider keeping.

If he'd been aman, he'd have wept.

But he couldn't weep. Helay cold and rigid in the crisp white bed with the crisp white moonlight
pouring through the window.

He needed hdlp. For thefirst timein hislife, hewasin need of friendly help.

There was one place that he could go, one place of last resort.

Moving softly, he got into his clothes and eased out of the door and went on tiptoe down the sairs. A
block from the house he figured that it was safe to run and he ran in dobbering haste, with thewild



horsemen of fear running a his hedls.

Tomorrow was the game - the big game that Randy Frobisher was ill diveto play in - and Andy
Donovan would work late tonight so that he'd have time off from hisjanitoring to takein the game.

He wondered what the time was and he knew it must be late. But, he told himsdlf, Andy must till be
there a his chores of janitoring - he smply must be there.

He reached the school and ran up the curving walk toward the building, looming in al its massve
darkness. He wondered, with asinking feding, if he had comeinvain, if hed run dl thisway for nothing.

Then he saw the dim light shining in one of the basement windows - down in the storage room - and he
knew it wasdl right.

The door was locked and he raised afist and hammered on it, then waited for awhile, then hammered
onceagan.

Finaly he heard the shuffling footsteps come scuffing up the Sairs and amoment later saw the wavering
of ashadow just beyond the door.

Therewas afumbling of the keys and the snicking of the lock and the door came open.

A hand reached out and dragged him quickly in. The door sighed to behind him.

"Tobe!" cried Andy Donovan. "'l am glad you came.”

"Andy, | madeamessof it!"

"Yes" Andy said impatiently. "Yes, | know you did."

"l couldn't let them die. | couldn't stand there and do nothing for them. It wouldn't have been human.”

"It would have been dll right,” said Andy. "For you aren't human.”

He led the way down the &airs, clinging to therail and shuffling warily.

And al around them, silence echoing in emptiness, Tobias sensed the eerie terror of a school waiting
through the night.

They turned right at the foot of the tairsinto the storage room.

The janitor sat down on an empty crate and waved the robot to another.

Tobiasdid not st immediately. He had quick amendsto make.

"Andy," hesaid, 'I'vegot it figured out. I'll go on the biggest drunk —"

Andy shook his head, "It would do no good,” he said. "Y ou have shown a spark of goodness, acertain
sense of greatness. Remembering what you've done, they'd make excusesfor you. They'd say there was
some good in you, no matter what you did. Y ou couldn't do enough, you couldn't be big enough alouse
for them ever to forget.”

"Then," said Tobias, and it was hdf aquestion.

"You ared| washed up,” said Andy. "Y ou are useless here.”

He sat slently for amoment, staring at the stricken robot.

"Y ou've done agood job here,” Andy findly said. "It'stime that someonetold you. Y ou've been
conscientious and ungparing of yourself. Y ou've had afine influence on the town. No one else could have
forced himsdlf to be so low-down and despicable and disgusting —"

"Andy," said Tobias hitterly, "don't go pinning medas on me."

"l wish," said the janitor, "you wouldn't fed likethat."

Out of the bitterness, Tobiasfelt asnicker - avery ghastly snicker - risng in hisbrain.

And the snicker kept on growing - asnicker at thisvillageif it could only know that it was being
engineered by two nondescripts, by ashuffling janitor and afilthy bum.

And with him, Tobias, robot, it probably didn't matter, but the human factor would. Not the banker,
nor the merchant, nor the pastor, but the janitor - the cleaner of the windows, the mopper of thefloors,
the tender of thefires. To him had been assigned the keeping of the secret; it was he who had been
gppointed the engineering contact. Of al the humansin the village, he was the most important.

But the villagerswould never know, neither their debt nor their humiliation. They'd patronise the janitor.
They'd tolerate the bum - or whatever might succeed the bum.

For thered be abum no longer. He was dl washed up. Andy Donovan had said so.

And they were not alone. He could sense they weren't.

He spun swiftly on hished and there stood another man.



He was young and polished and most efficient-looking. His hair was black and smooth and he had an
eager look about him that made oneill a ease.

"Y our replacement,” said Andy, chuckling just alittle. "Thisone, let metell you, isaredly dirty trick.”

"But he doesn't look —"

"Don't let his appearance fool you,” Andy warned. "He isworse than you are. He's the latest gimmick.
Heisthedirtiest of al. They'll despise him more than they ever despised you. Hell earn an honest hatred
that will raisethe mora tone of Millville to adegree asyet undreamed of. They'll work so hard to be
unlike him that well make honest men out of every one of them - even Frobisher.”

"] don't understand,” Tobiastold him weakly.

"Hell set up an office, avery proper office for an dert young business man. Insurance and red estate
and property management and anything €l se where he can earn adollar. Hell skin them blind, but legd.
Hell be very sanctimonious, but theré's no friendship in him. Hell gyp them one by one and hell amile
mogt prettily and sincerely while he robs them by the letter of the law. Therell be no trick so low hell not
employ it, no subterfuge so vile that helll hesitate to useit.”

"But it'sunfair,” Tobiascried. "At least | was an honest bum.”

"Wemusgt," Andy told him unctuoudly, "act for the good of al humanity. Surely it would be ashamefor
Millvilleto ever have an actud human such ashe.”

"All right, then," Tobiassad. "I wash my hands of it. How about mysdlf?"

"Why, nothing at the moment,” Andy told him. "Y ou go back to Herman's place and | et nature takeits
course. Take the job he hunts up for you and be a decent citizen."

Tobiasgot cold dl over. ™Y ou mean you'e ditching me entirely? Y ou mean you have no further use for
meat dl?1 only did my best. There was nothing else | could have done tonight. Y ou can't just throw me
out!"

Andy shook hishead. "Theré's something | should tell you. It'sjust alittle early to be saying anything -
but there's quiet talk in the village of sending out acolony.”

Tobias stood stiff and straight and hope went pounding through him, then the hope died ouit.

"But me" hesaid. "Not me. Not abum like me!"

"Worse than abum,” said Andy. "Much worse than a bum. As abum you were aknown quantity.
They knew what to expect from you. They could sit down at any time and plot abehaviour curve for
you. Asareformed bum, you'll be something else again. Y ou'll be unpredictable. They'll be watching you,
wondering what will happen next. Y ou'll make them nervous and uneasy. They'll bewondering al the
timeif what they did wasright. Y ou'll be aburden on their conscience and arasp acrossther nervesand
they'll be afraid that you'll somehow prove some day that they were awfully supid.”

"Feding that way," Tobias said, with no fina shred of hope, "they'd never let me go out to the colony.”

"| think you'rewrong," said Andy. "I am sure that you will go. The good and nervous people of this
village couldn't pass up achance like that of getting rid of you."

The Civilisation Game
Clifford D. Simak
Copyright 1958 by Clifford D. Simak

For sometime, Stanley Paxton had been hearing the sound of muffled explosions from the west. But he
had kept on, for there might be aman behind him, trailing him, and he could not change his course. For if
he was not befuddled, the homestead of Nelson Moore lay somewherein the hills ahead. There hewould
find shelter for the night and perhaps even trangportation. Communication, he knew, must be ruled out for
the moment; the Hunter people would be monitoring, aert for any newsof him.

One Easter vacation, many years ago, he had spent afew days at the Moore homestead, and al
through this afternoon he had been haunted by a sense of recognition for certain landmarks he had



sghted. But hisvigt to these hills had been so long ago that his memory hazed and there was no certainty.

Asthe afternoon had lengthened toward an early evening, hisfear of the trailing man began to taper off.
Perhaps, he told himself, there was no one, after all. Once, atop ahill, he had crouched in athicket for
amogt haf an hour and had seen no sign of any follower.

Long since, of course, they would have found the wreckage of hisflier but they might have arrived too
late and so, consequently, have no ideain which direction he had gone.

Through the day, held kept close watch of the cloudy sky and was satisfied that no scouting flier had
passed overhead to spot him.

Now, with the setting of the sun behind an angry cloud bank, he felt momentarily safe.

He came out of ameadow and began to climb awooded hill.

The strange boomings and concussons seemed fairly close at hand and he could see the flashes of
explosonslighting up the sky.

He reached the hilltop and stopped short, crouching down against the ground. Below him, over a
square mile or more of ground, spread the rippling flashes, and in the pauses between the louder noises,
he heard faint chatterings that sent shivers up his spine.

He crouched, watching the flashes ripple back and forth in zigzag patterning and occasionally asmall
holocaust of explosionswould suddenly break out and then subside as quickly.

Sowly he stood up and wrapped his cloak about him and raised the hood to protect his neck and ears.

On the near side of the flashing area, at the bottom of the hill, was some sort of four-sguare structure
looming darkly in the dusk. And it seemed aswell that amassive, hazy bowl lay inverted above the entire
areg, dthough it was too dark to make out what it was.

Paxton grunted softly to himsdlf and went quickly down the hill until he reached the building. It was, he
saw, asort of observation platform, solidly constructed and raised well above the ground with the top
half of it made of heavy glassthat ran dl the way around. A ladder went up one side to the glassed-in
platform.

"What's going on up there?' he shouted, but his voice could be scarcely heard above the crashing and
thundering that came from out in front.

So he climbed the ladder.

When his head reached the level of the glassed-in platform area, he hated. A boy, not more than 14
years of age, sood at the front of the platform, staring out into anoisy seaof fire. A pair of binoculars
was dung about his neck and to one side of him stood amassive bank of instruments.

Paxton clambered up the rest of the way and stepped inside the platform.

"Hello, young man!" he shouted.

The youngster turned around. He seemed an engaging fellow, with acowlick down hisforehead.

"I'm sorry, Sr," hesaid. "I'm afraid | didn't hear you."

"What isgoing on here?"

"A war," said the boy. "Pertwee just launched his big attack. I'm hard-pressed to hold him off."

Paxton gasped alittle. "But thisismost unusua!™ he protested.

The boy wrinkled up hisforehead. "I don't understand.”

"Y ou are Nelson Moore's son?”

"Yes, gr, | an Graham Moore."

"I knew your father many years ago. We went to school together.”

"Hewill be glad to seeyou, sir," the boy said brightly, sensing an opportunity to rid himself of this
uninvited kibitzer. "Y ou take the path just north of west. It will lead you to the house."

"Perhaps," suggested Paxton, "you could come aong and show me."

"l can't leavejust yet," said Graham. "I must blunt Pertwee's attack. He caught me off my balance and
has been saving up hisfirepower and there were some manoeuvres that escaped me until it wastoo late.
Beieveme, gr, I'min an unenviable postion.”

"This Pertwee?

"He'sthe enemy. Weve fought for two years now."

"l see," said Paxton solemnly and retrested down the ladder.



Hefound the path and followed it and found the house, set in a swale between two hillocks. It wasan
old and rambling affair anong great clumps of trees.

The path ended on a patio and awoman's voice asked: "Isthat you, Nels?'

She sat in arocking chair on the smooth stone flags and was little more than a blur of whiteness- a
white face haoed by white hair.

"Not Nels," hesaid. "An old friend of your son's.”

From here, he noticed, through some trick of acousticsin the hills, one could barely hear the sound of
battle, although the sky to the east waslighted by an occasiond flash of heavy rocketsor atillery fire.

"Weare glad to have you, Sir," the old lady said, still rocking gently back and forth. "Although | do
wish Nelson would come home. | don't like him wandering around after it gets dark.”

"My nameis Stanley Paxton. I'm with Politics.”

"Why, yes," she said, "I remember now. Y ou spent an Easter with us, 20 years ago. I'm Cornelia
Moore, but you may cal me Grandma, likedl therest of them.”

"l remember you quite wdl," said Paxton. "I hope I'm not intruding.”

"Heavens, no. We havefew visitors. We're aways glad to see one. Theodore especidly will be
pleased. You'd better cal him Granther.”

"Granther?'

"Grandfather. That's the way Graham said it when he was atyke."

"l met Graham. He seemed to be quite busy. He said Pertwee had caught him off hisbaance."

"That Pertwee playstoo rough,” said Grandma, alittle angrily.

A robot catfooted out onto the patio. "Dinner isready, madam," it said.

"WEell wait for Nelson," Grandmatold it.

"Y es, madam. He should be in quite soon. We shouldn't wait too long. Granther has aready started on
his second brandy."

"We have aguest, Elijah. Please show himto hisroom. Heisafriend of Nelson's.”

"Good evening, dr," Elijah sad. "If you will follow me. And your luggage. Perhaps| can carry it.”

"Oh, course you can,” said Grandmadrily. "I wish, Elijah, you'd stop putting on airs when theré's

"l have no luggage,” Paxton said, embarrassed.

Hefollowed the robot across the patio and into the house, going down the centra hall and up the very
handsome winding staircase.

The room waslarge and filled with old-fashioned furniture. A sedate fireplace stood against onewall.

"I'll light afire," Elijah said. "It gets chilly in the autumn once the sun goes down. And damp. It looks
likeran.

Paxton stood in the centre of the room, trying to remember.

Grandmawas a painter and Nelson was a naturaist, but what about old Granther?"

"The old gentleman,”" said the robot, stooping at the fireplace, "will send you up adrink. HEll ingst on
brandy, but if youwishit, | could get you something else.”

"No, thank you. Brandy will befine."

"The old gentleman'sin greet fettle. HEll have alot to tell you. He'sjust finished his sonata, Sir, after
working at it for dmost seven years, and he's very proud of it. Thereweretimes, | don't mind telling you,
when it was going badly, that he wasn't fit to live with. If you'd just ook here a my bottom, Sir, you can
seeadent ..."

"So | see” said Paxton uncomfortably.

The robot rose from before the fireplace and the flames began to crackle, crawling up the wood.

"I'll gofor your drink," Elijah said. "If it takes alittle longer than seems necessary, do not become
adarmed. The old gentleman undoubtedly will take this opportunity to lecture me about hewing to civility,
now that we have aguest.”

Paxton walked to the bed, took off his cloak and hung it on a bedpost. He walked back to the fire and
sat downinachair, sretching out hislegs toward the warming blaze.

It had been wrong of him to come here, he thought. These people should not beinvolved in his



problems and his dangers. Theirs was the quiet world, the easygoing, thoughtful world, while hisworld of
Politicswasdl clamour and excitement and sometimes agony and fear.

Hed not tell them, he decided. And held stay just the night and be off before the dawn. Somehow or
other he would work out away to get in contact with his party. Somewhere €l se held find people who
would hdp him.

There was aknock at the door. Apparently it had not taken Elijah aslong asit had thought.

"Comein," Paxton caled.

It was not Elijah; it was Nelson Moore.

He still wore arough walking jacket and his boots had mud upon them and there was a streak of dirt
across hisface where held brushed back his hair with agrimy hand.

"Grandmatold me you were here," he said, shaking Paxton by the hand.

"l had two weeks off," said Paxton, lying like agentleman. "We judt finished with an exercise. It might
interest you to know that | was elected President.”

"Why, that isfine" said Nelson enthusiagtically.

"Yes, | supposeitis.”

"Let'sst down."

"I'm afraid | may be holding up the dinner. Therobot said —"

Nelson laughed. "Elijah dways rushes usto eat. He wantsto get the day all done and buttoned up.
Welve cometo expect it of him and we pay him no attention.”

"I'm looking forward to meeting Anastasia," Paxton said. "'| remember that you wrote of her often —"

"She'snot here," said Nelson. "She - well, she left me. Almost five years ago. She missed Outside too
much. None of us should marry outside Continueation.”

"I'm sorry. | shouldn't have—"

"It'sdl right, Stan. It's al done with now. There are somewho smply do not fit into the project. I've
wondered many times, since Anastasialeft, what kind of folkswe are. I'vewondered if it dl isworth it."
"All of usthink that way at times," said Paxton. "There have been times when I've been forced to fall

back on history to find some shred of justification for what we're doing here. Therésapardld inthe
monks of the so-called Middle Ages. They managed to preserve at least part of the knowledge of the
Hellenic world. For their own sdlfish reasons, of course, as Continuation hasits selfish reasons, but the
human race wasthe redl beneficiary.”

"l go back to history, too," said Nelson. "The onethat | come up with isa Stone Age savage, hidden
off in some dark corner, busily flaking arrows while the first spaceships are being launched. It al seems
S0 usdless, Stan ...."

"Onthefaceof it, | supposeitis. It doesn't matter in the least that | was elected President in our
just-finished exercise, there may be a day when that knowledge and technique of politicsmay comein
very handy. And when it does, al the humn race will have to do is come back hereto Earth and they he
living art. This campaign that | waged was adirty one, Stan. I'm not proud of it."

"Th.erésagood ded of dirty thingsin the human culture,” Nelson said, "but if we commit oursalvesat
al, it must be dl the humans the vicious with the noble, the dirty with the splendid." A door opened
quietly and Elijah glided in. It had two cupson atray.

"l heard you comein," it said to Nelson, "so | brought you something, too."

"Thank you," Nelson said. "That was kind of you." Elijah shuffled in some embarrassment. "If you don't
mind, would you hurry just alittle? The old gentleman has dmost killed the bottle. I'm afraid of what
might happen to him if | don't get back to the table."

Dinner had been finished and young Graham hustled off to bed. Granther unearthed, with greet
solemnity, another bottle of good brandy.

"That boy isacaution,” he declared. "I don't know what's come of him. Imagine him out there dl day
long, fighting fool battles. If he was going to take up something, | should think hedd want it to be ussful.
There's nothing more usaless than a General when there are no wars.”

Grandma clacked her teeth together with impatience. "It isn't that we hadn't tried. We gave him every
chance there was. But he wasn't interested in anything until he took up warring." "He's got guts,” said



Granther proudly. "That much I'll say of him. He up and asked me the other day would | write him battle
music. Me!" ydled Granther, thumping his chest, write battle musc!”

"He's got the seeds of destruction in him," declared Grandma serioudly. "He doesn't want to build. He
just wantsto bugt.”

"Don't look a me," Nelson said to Paxton. "I gave up long ago. Granther and Grandmatook him over
from meright after Anastasialeft. To hear them talk, you'd think they hated him. But let melift afinger to
him and the both of them -"

"Wedid the best we could,” said Grandma. "We gave him every chance. We bought him all the testing
kits. Y ou remember?’

"Sure" said Granther, busy with the bottle. "1 remember well. We bought him that ecology kit and you
should have seen the planet he turned ouit. It was the most pitiful, down-at-heels, hungover planet you
ever saw. And then wetried robotry —"

"Hedid right well at that," said Grandmatartly.

"Sure, he built them. He enjoyed building them. Recall the time he geared the two of them to hate each
other and they fought until they were just two piles of scrap? | never saw anyone have such asplendid
time as Graham during the saven daysthey fought.”

"We could scarcely get himinto meds,” said Grandma

Granther handed out the brandy.

"But theworst of al," he decided, "was the time we tried religion. He dreamed up a cult that was
positively gummy. We made short work of that ..."

"And the hospitd," said Grandma. "That wasyour idea, Néls. . ."

"Let'snot talk about it," pleaded Nelson grimly. "I am sure Stanley isn't interested.”

Paxton picked up the cue Nelson was offering him. "I was going to ask you, Grandma, what kind of
painting you aredoing. | don't recal that Nelson ever told me."

"Landscapes,” the sweet-faced old lady said. "I've been doing some experimenting.”

"And | tdl her sheiswrong,” protested Granther. "To experiment iswrong. Our job isto maintain
tradition, not to let our work go wandering off in whatever direction it might choose.”

"Our job," said Grandma bitterly, "isto guard the techniques. Which is not to say we cannot strive at
progress, if it still ishuman progress. Y oung man,” she appeded to Paxton, "isn't that the way you seeit?"
"Well, in part,” evaded Paxton, caught between two fires. "In Politics, we alow evolvement, naturaly,

but we make sure by periodic tets that we are developing logicdly and in the human manner. And we
make very sure we do not drop any of the old techniques, no matter how outmoded they may seem. And
the sameistruein Diplomacy. | happen to know a bit about Diplomacy, because the two sections work
very close together and —"

"There!" Grandmasaid.

"Y ou know what | think?" said Nelson quietly. “"We are a frightened race. For thefirst timein our
history, the human raceisaminority and it scares us haf to desth. We are afraid of losing our identity in
the great gdlactic matrix. Were afraid of assmilation.”

"That'swrong, son," Granther disagreed. "We are not afraid, my boy. We're just awful smart, that'sall.
We had agreet culture at one time and why should we giveit up? Sure, most humans nowadays have
adopted the gdlactic way of life, but that is not to say that it isfor the best. Some day we may want to
turn back to the human culture or we may find that later on we can use parts of it. And thisway, if we
keep it dive herein Project Continuation, it will be available, dl of it or any part, any timewe need it.
And I'm not speaking, mind you, from the human view aone, because some facet of our culture might
sometime be badly needed, not by the human race as such, but by the Galaxy itself."

"Then why keep the project secret?'

"l don't think it'sredlly secret,” Granther said. "It'sjust that no one pays much attention to the human
race and none at al to Earth. The human raceis pretty smal potatoes againgt al the rest of them and
Earth isjust aworn-out planet that doesn't amount to shucks.”

He asked Paxton: "Y ou ever hear it was secret, boy?"

"Why, | guessnot,” said Paxton. "All | ever understood was that we didn't go around shooting off our



mouths about it. I've thought of Continuation as asort of sacred trust. We're the guardians who watch
over thetriba medicine bag while therest of humanity is out among the stars getting civilised.”

The old man chortled. "That's about the Size of it. Were just abunch of bushmen, but mark mewell,
intelligent and even dangerous bushmen.”

"Dangerous?’ asked Paxton.

"He means Graham,” Nelson told him quietly.

"No, | don't," said Granther. "Not him especialy. | mean the whole kit and caboodle of us. Because,
don't you see, everybody who joinsin this gaactic culture that they are stewing up out there must
contribute something and must likewise give up something - thingsthat don't fit in with the new ideas. And
the human race has done just like the rest of them, except we haven't given up athing. Oh, onthe
surface, certainly. But everything we've given up is still back here, being kept dive by abunch of
subsidised barbarians on an old and gutted planet that amember of thisfine galactic culture wouldn't give
asecond look."

"He'shorrible” said Grandma. "Don't pay attention to him. He's got amean and ornery soul inside that
withered carcass.”

"And what isMan?' ydlled Granther. "He's mean and ornery, too, when he has to be. How could we
have gone so far if we weren't mean and ornery?"

And there was some truth in that, thought Paxton. For what humanity was doing here was deliberate
double-crossing. Although, cometo think of it, he wondered, how many other races might be doing the
very sedfsamething or its equivaent?

And, if you were going to do it, you had to do it right. Y ou couldn't take the human culture and
enshrineit prettily within amuseum, for then it would become no more than ashiny showpiece. A fine
display of arrowheads was a pretty thing to look at, but aman would never learn to chip aflint into an
arrowhead by merely looking at a bunch of them laid out on a velvet-covered board. To retain the
technique of chipping arrows, you'd have to keep on chipping arrows, generation after generation, long
after the need of them was gone. Fail by one generation and the art was|ost.

And the same necessarily must be true of other human techniques and other human arts. And not the
purely human arts done, but the unique human flavour of other techniques which in themselves were
common to many other races.

Elijah brought in an armload of wood and dumped it down upon the hearth, hegped an extralog or two
upon thefire, then brushed itsdlf off carefully.

"Yourewet," said Grandma.

"It'sraining, madam," said Elijah, going out the door.

And so, thought Paxton, Project Continuation kept on practising the old arts, retaining within aliving
body of the rape the knowledge of their manipulation and their use.

So the section on politics practised politics and the section on diplomacy set up seemingly impossible
problemsin diplomacy and wrestled with those problems. And in the project factories, teams of
indudtridists carried on in the old tradition and fought a never-ending feud with the trade unionism teams.
And, scattered throughout the land, quiet men and women painted and composed and wrote and
sculpted so that the culture that had been wholly human would not perish in the face of the new and
wonderful galactic culture that was evolving from the fusion of many intelligences out in the farther sars.

And against what day, wondered Paxton, do we carry on thiswork? Isit pure and simple, and perhaps
even slly, pride? Isit no more than afurther expression of human skepticism and human arrogance? Or
does it make the solid sense that old Granther thinksit does?

"You'rein Politics, you say," Granther said to Paxton. "Now that iswhat I'd call aworthwhile thing to
save. Fromwhat | hear, this new culture doesn't pay too much attention to what we cal palitics. There's
adminigtration, naturdly, and a sense of civic duty and al that sort of nonsense - but no red palitics.
Politics can be a powerful thing when you need to win apoint.”

"Politicsisadirty businessfar too often,” Paxton answered. "It'safight for power, an effort to override
and overrule the principles and policies of an opposing body. In even its best phase, it brought about the
fiction of the minority, with the connotation that the mere fact of being aminority carrieswith it the penaty



of being to alarge extent ignored.”

"Still, it could be fun. | supposeitisexciting.”

"Yes, you could cdll it that,” said Paxton. "This last exercise we carried out was one with no holds
barred. We had it planned that way. It was described somewhat delicately as avicious battle.”

"And you were elected President,” said Nelson.

"That | was, but you didn't hear me say | was proud of it."

"But you should be," Grandmainsisted. "In the ancient days, it was a proud thing to be elected
President.”

"Perhaps," Paxton admitted, "but not the way my party did it."

It would be s0 easy, he thought, to go ahead and tell them, for they would understand. To say: | carried
it too far. | blackened my opponent's name and character beyond any urgent need. | used dl the dirty
tricks. | bribed and lied and compromised and traded. And | did it all sowell that | even fooled thelogic
that was the referee, which stood in lieu of populace and voter. And now my opponent has dug up
another trick and isusing it on me.

For assassnation was palitica, even as diplomacy and war were political. After al, politicswaslittle
more than the short-circuiting of violence; an eection was held rather than arevolution. But at dl times
the partition between politics and violence was athin and flimsy thing.

Hefinished . off hisbrandy and put the glass down on the table.

Granther picked up the bottle, but Paxton shook his head.

"Thank you," he said. "If you don't mind, | shall go to bed soon. | must get an early start.”

He never should have stopped here. 1t would be unforgivable to embroil these people in the aftermath
of theexercise.

Although, he told himsdlf, it probably was unfair to cal it the aftermath - what was happening would
have to be apart and parced of the exercise itself.

The doorbell tinkled faintly and they could hear Elijah stirring inthe hall.

"Sakesdive" sad Grandma, "who canit bethistime of night? And raining outdoors, too!"

It was a churchman.

He stood in the hall, brushing water from his cloak. He took off his broad-brimmed hat and swished it
to shake off the raindrops.

He came into the room with adow and stately tread.

All of them arose,

"Good evening, Bishop," said old Granther. "Y ou were fortunate to find the house in thiskind of
weather and were glad to have Y our Worship."

The bishop beamed in fine, fast fellowship.

"Not of the church,” he said. "Of the project merely. But you may use the proper terms, if you have a
mind. It helps me Say in character.”

Elijah, trailing in hiswake, took his cloak and hat. The bishop was arrayed in rich and handsome
garments.

Granther introduced them all around and found aglass and filled it from the bottle.

The bishop took it and smacked hislips. He sat down in achair next to thefire.

"Y ou have not dined, | takeit,” Grandma said. "Of course you haven' - there's no place out there to
dine. Elijah, get the bishop aplate of food, and hurry."

"l thank you, madam," said the bishop. "I've had along, hard day. | appreciate al you're doing for me.
| gppreciate it more than you can ever know."

"Thisisour day," Granther said merrily, refilling his own glassfor the umpteenth time. "It is seldom that
we have any guests at all and now, dl of an evening, we have two of them.”

"Two guests,” said the bishop, looking straight at Paxton. "Now that isfine, indeed.”

He smacked hislips again and emptied the glass.

In hisroom, Paxton closed the door and shot the bolt full home.

Thefire had burned down to embers and cast adull glow aong the floor. The rain drummed faintly,
half-heartedly, on the window pane.



And the question and the fear raced within hisbrain.

There was no question of it: The bishop wasthe nwho had been set upon histrail.

No man without a purpose, and adeadly purpose, walked these hills at night, in an autumn rain. And
what was more, the bishop had been scarcely wet. Hed shaken his hat and the drops had fallen off, and
he'd brushed at his cloak and after that both the hat and cloak were dry.

The bishop had been brought here, more than likely, in ahovering flier and let down, as other assassins
probably likewise had been et down thisvery night in al of half adozen places where afleging man might
have taken shelter.

The bishop had been taken to the room just across the hall and under other circumstances, Paxton told
himself, he might have sought conclusionswith him there. He walked over to the fireplace and picked up
the heavy poker and weighed it in his hand. One stroke of that and it would be dl over.

But he couldn't doit. Not in thishouse.

He put the poker back and waked over to the bed and picked up hiscloak. Sowly hedid it on ashe
stood there, thinking, going over in hismind the happenings of the morning.

He had been a home, alone, and the phone had rung and Sullivan's face had filled the visor - aface dl
puffed up with fright.

"Hunter's out to get you," Sullivan had said. "He's sent men to get you."

"But he can't do that!" Paxton remembered protesting.

"Certainly hecan,” said Sullivan. "It comes within the framework of the exercise. Assassination has
aways been aposshility ..."

"But the exerciseisfinished!"

"Not so far as Hunter is concerned. Y ou went alittle far. Y ou should have stayed within the hypothesis
of the problem; there was no need to go back into Hunter's persond affairs. Y ou dug up things he
thought no one ever knew. How did you do it, man?'

"I have my ways," said Paxton. "And in aded likethis, everything wasfair. He didn't handle me exactly
asif | wereinnocent."

"Y ou better get going,” Sullivan advised. "They must be dmost there. | can't get anyone there soon
enough to help you."

And it would have been dl right, Paxton thought, if the flier had only held together.

He wondered momentarily if it had been sabotaged.

But bethat asit may, he had flown it down and had been able to walk away from it and now, finaly,
here hewas.

He stood irresolutely in the centre of the room.

It went againgt his prideto flee for a second time, but there was nothing el se to do. He couldn't let this
house become involved in the tag-end rough and tumble of hisexercise.

And despite the poker, he was weaponless, for wegpons on this now-peaceful planet were very few
indeed - no longer household items such as once had been the case.

He went to the window and opened it and saw that the rain had stopped and that aragged moon was
showing through ascud of racing clouds.

Glancing down, he saw the roof of the porch benesth the window and he let his eye follow down the
roof line. Not too hard, he thought, if a man were barefoot, and once he reached the edge thered be a
drop of not much more than 7ft.

Hetook off his sandas and stuffed them in the pocket of his cloak and started out the window.

But, halfway out, he climbed back in again and walked to the door. Quietly he did back the bolt. It
wasn't exactly cricket to go running off and leave aroom locked up.

Theroof was dippery with therain, but he managed it without any trouble, inching hisway carefully
down theincline. He dropped into a shrub that scratched him up abit, but that, he told himself, was a
minor matter.

He put on his sandal's and straightened up and walked rapidly away. At the edge of the woods, he
stopped and looked back at the house. It stood dark and silent.

Once he got back home and this affair wasfinished, he promised himself, held write Nelson along



gpologetic letter and explainit dl.

Hisfeet found the path and he followed it through the sickly haf-light of the cloudy moon.

"Sir," said avoice close beside him, "I seethat you are out for alittle strall .."

Paxton jumped in fright.

"It'sanicenight for it, Sir," the voice went on quietly. "After arain, everything seems so clean and cool "

"Who isthere?" asked Paxton, with his hair stlanding quite on edge.

"Why, it's Pertwee, sir. Pertwee, the robot, sir.”

Paxton laughed allittle nervoudy. "Oh, yes, | remember now. Y ou're Graham's enemy."

The robot stepped out of the woods into the path beside him.

"It'stoo much, | suppose,” Pertwee said, "to imagine that you might be coming out to look at the
batlefidd.”

"Why, no," said Paxton, grasping at astraw. "I don't know how you guessed it, but that's exactly what
I'm doing. I've never heard of anything quitelikeit and I'm considerably intrigued.”

"Sir," said the robot eagerly, "I'm entirely a your service. Thereisno one, | can assure you, whoiis
better equipped to explain it to you. I've been in it from the very first with Master Graham and if you have
any questions, | shdl try to answer them.”

"Yes, | think there is one question. What isthe purpose of it al?*

"Why, &t firgt, of course," said Pertwee, "it was Smply an attempt to amuse agrowing boy. But now,
with your permission, Sr. | would venture the opinion that it isagood ded more.”

"Y ou mean apart of Continuation?"

"Certainly, gr. | know thereisanatura reluctance among humankind to admit the fact, or to even think
about it, but for agreat part of Man's history war played an important and many-sided role. Of dl the
arts that Man developed, there probably was none to which he devoted so much time and thought and
money ashedid towar."

The path doped down and there before them in the pale and mottled moonlight lay the battle bowl.

"That bowl," asked Paxton, "or whatever it might be that you have tipped over it? Sometimes you can
just makeit out and other timesyou missit ..."

"I suppose,” said Pertwee, "you'd call it aforce shield, sir. A couple of the older robots worked it out.
Asl undergtand it, Sir, it isnothing new -just an adaptation. Theresatime factor worked into it asan
additiond protection.”

"But that sort of protection ..."

"We use TC bombs, gir - total conversion bombs. Each side gets so many of them and uses his best
judgment and ..."

"But you couldn't use nuclear stuff in therel™

"Assafeasatoy, dr," sad Pertwee gaily. "They are very smdll, sr. Not much larger than a pea.
Critical mass, asyou well understand, no longer is much of acongderation. And theyield in radiation,
whileitisfarly high, isextremely short-lived, so that within an hour or s0...."

"Y ou gentlemen,” said Paxton grimly, "certainly try to be entirely redidtic.”

"Why, yes, of course we do. Although the operators are entirely safe. We're in the same sort of
position, you might say, asthe generd staff. And that isal right, of course, because the purpose of the
entire businessisto keep divethe art of waging war."

"But theart ..." Paxton started to argue, then stopped.

What could he say? If the race persisted in its purpose of keeping the old culture workable and intact in
Continuation, then it must perforce accept that culturein its entirety.

War, one must admit, was as much apart of the human culture as were al the other more or less
uniquely human things that the race was conserving here asa sort of racia cushion againgt afuture need
or use.

"Thereis," confessed Pertwee, "a certain cruelty, but perhaps acrudty that |, asarobot, am more dive
to than would be the case with a human, sir. The rate of casualties among the robot troopsis
unbelievable. In arestricted space and with extremely high firepower, that would be the natural
consequence.”



"Y ou mean that you use troops - that you send robotsin there?"

"Why, yes. Who else would operate the weapons? And it would be just alittle silly, don't you think, to
work out a battle and then ..."

"But robots..."

"They are very smdl ones, ar. They would haveto be, to gain anillusion of the space which isnormaly
covered by afull-scale battle. And the weapons likewise are scaled down, and that sort of evensthings
out. And the troops are very single-minded, completely obedient and dedicated to victory. We turn them
out in mass production in our shops and theréslittle chance to give them varying individuditiesand

"Yes, | see" said Paxton, alittle stunned. "But now | think that 1..."

"But, g, | have only got agtart at telling you and I've not shown you anything at dl. There are so many
consderations and there were so many problems.”

They were closeto the towering, fully shimmering force field now and Pertwee pointed to a stairway
that led from ground level down toward its base.

"I'd like to show you, Sir," said Pertwee, ducking down the airs.

It stopped before adoor.

"This" it said, "isthe only entrance to the battlefield. We useit to send new troops and munitions during
periods of truce, and at other times we useit to polish up the place abit.”

Its thumb stabbed out and hit a button to one side of the door and the door moved upward silently.

"After several weeks of battle," the robot explained, "theterrain is bound to become alittle cluttered.”

Through the door, Paxton could see the churned-up ground and the evidence of dying, and it was asif
someone had pushed him in the belly. He gulped in astricken bresth and couldn't let it out and he
suddenly was giddy and nearly sick. He put out a hand to hold himsdlf upright againgt the trench-like wall
besdehim.

Pertwee pushed another button and the door did down.

"It hitsyou hard thefirst time you seeit," Pertwee apologised, "but given time, one getsused to it."

Paxton let his bresth out dowly and looked around. The trench with the stairway came down to the
door, and the door, he saw, was wider than the trench, so that at the foot of the stepsthe area had been
widened into a sort of letter T, with narrow embrasures scooped out to face the door.

"Youdl right, Sir?" asked Pertwee.

"Perfectly dl right,” Paxton told the robot iffly.

"And now," said Pertwee happily, "I'll explain thefire and tactica control.”

It trotted up the steps and Paxton trailed behind it.

"I'm afraid that would take too long," said Paxton.

But the robot brushed the words aside. "Y ou must seeit, Sir," it pleaded plaintively. "Now that you are
out here, you must not miss seeing it.”

Hed have to get away somehow, Paxton told himself. He couldn't afford to waste much time. As soon
as the house had settled down to deep, the bishop would come hunting him, and by that time he must be
gone.

Pertwee led the way around the curving base of the battle bow! to the observation tower which Paxton
had come upon that evening.

The robot halted at the base of the ladder.

"After you," it said.

Paxton hesitated, then went swiftly up the ladder.

Maybe thiswouldn't take too long, he thought, and then he could be off. It would be better, he
realised, if he could get rid of Pertwee without being too abrupt about it.

The robot brushed past him in the darkness and bent above the bank of controls. There was a snick
and lightscame on in the pandis.

"This, you see," it said, "isthe groundglass - arepresentation of the battlefield. It is dead now, of
course, because there is nothing going on, but when there is some action certain symbols are imposed
upon thefield so that one can see a dl timesjust how things are going. And thisisthe fire control panel



and thisisthe troop command pand and this...."

Pertwee went on and on with his explanations.

Findly it turned in triumph from the instruments.

"What do you think of it?" the robot asked, very clearly expecting praise.

"Why, itswonderful," said Paxton, willing to say anything to make an end of hisvist.

"If you are going to be around tomorrow," Pertwee said, "you may want to watch us."

And it was then that Paxton got hisingpiration.

"Asameatter of fact,” Paxton said, "I'd liketo try it out. In my youth, | did abit of reading on military
matters, and if you'll excuse my saying o, | have often fancied myself somewhat of an expert.”

Pertwee brightened dmost visbly. "Y ou mean, g, that you'd like to go one round with me?"

"If you'd be so kind."

"Y ou are sure you understand how to operate the board?"

"| watched you very closdy.”

"Give me fifteen minutesto reach my tower,” said Pertwee. "When | arrive, I'll pressthe ready button.
After that, either of us can start hodtilities any timewewish.”

"Hfteen minutes?'

"It may not take methat long, sir. I'll be quick about it."

"And I'm not imposing on you?"'

"Sir," Pertwee said fedingly, "it will be apleasure. I've fought againgt young Master Graham until the
novelty has worn off. We know one another's tactics so well that there'slittle chance for surprise. Asyou
can understand, Sir, that makes for arather humdrum war.”

"Yes," said Paxton, "I supposeit would."

He watched Pertwee go down the ladder and listened to its footsteps hurrying away.

Then he went down the ladder and stood for amoment at the foot of it.

The clouds had thinned considerably and the moonlight was bright now and it would be easier
travelling, athough it still would be dark in the denser forest.

He swung away from the tower and headed for the path, and, as he did so, he caught aflicker of
motion in apatch of brush just off thetrall.

Paxton did into the denser shadow of a clump of trees and watched the patch of brush.

He crouched and waited. There was another cautious movement in the brush and he saw it wasthe
bishop. Now suddenly it seemed that there was a chance to get the bishop off his neck for good - if his
ingpiration would only pay off.

The bishop had been let down by theflier in the dark of night, with the rain still pouring down and no
moonlight at dl. So it was unlikdly that he knew about the battle bowl, dthough more than likely he must
seeit now, glittering faintly in the moonlight. But even if he saw it, there was a chance held not know what
itwas.

Paxton thought back along the conversation there had been after the bishop had arrived and no one, so
far as he remembered, had mentioned aword of young Graham or the war project.

There was, Paxton thought, nothing lost by trying. Evenif it didn't work, al held lose would be alittle
time.

He darted from the clump of treesto reach the base of the battle bowl. He crouched against the ground
and watched, and the bishop came diding out of his clump of brush and worked hisway dong, closngin
upon him.

And that was fine, thought Paxton. It was working just the way he'd planned.

He moved alittle to make absolutely sure histrailer would know exactly where he was and then he
dived down the stairs that led to the door.

He reached it and thumbed the button and the door did dowly upward without a single sound. Paxton
crowded back into the embrasure and waited.

It took alittle longer than he had thought it would and he was getting dightly nervous when he heard the
step upon the Sairs.

The bishop came down dowly, apparently very watchful, and then he reached the door and stood



there for amoment, staring out into the churned-up battlefid. And in his hand he held an ugly gun.

Paxton held his breath and pressed his shoulderstight against the wall of earth, but the bishop didn't
even look around. His eyes were busy taking in the ground that lay beyond the door.

Then findly he moved, quickly, like aleopard. His silken garments made a swishing noise as he
stepped through the door and out into the battle area.

Paxton held himself mationless, watching the bishop advance cautioudy out into thefield, and when he
was far enough, he reached out afinger and pressed the second button and the door came down,
smoathly, dlently.

Paxton leaned againgt the door and let out in a gasp the breath he had been holding.

It was over now, he thought.

Hunter hadn't been as clever as he had thought he was.

Paxton turned from the door and went dowly up the sairs.

Now he needn't run away. He could stay right here and Nelson would fly him, or arrange to have him
flown, to some place of safety.

For Hunter wouldn't know that this particular n had hunted down his quarry. The bishop had
had no chance to communicate and probably wouldn't have dared to even if he could.

On the top step, Paxton stubbed his toe and went down without a chance to catch himsdlf, and there
was avast explosion that shook the universe and artillery firewas burgting in hisbrain.

Dazed, he got to his hands and knees and crawled painfully, hurling himsdlf desperately down the stairs
- and through the crashing uproar that filled the entire world ran an urgent thought and purpose.

I've got to get him out beforeit istoo late! | can't let him dieinthere! | can't kill aman!

He dipped on the sairsand did until his body jammed in the narrowness and stuck.

And therewas no artillery fire, there was no crash of shells, no wicked little chitterings. The dome
glittered softly in the moonlight and was as quiet as desth.

Except, he thought, alittle weirdly, desth's not quiet in there. It isan inferno of destruction and a
maddening place of sound and brightness and the quietness doesn't come until afterward.

He'd falen and hit hishead, he knew, and all held seen and heard had been within his brain. But
Pertwee would be opening up any minute now and the quietness would be gone and with it the
opportunity to undo what he had so swiftly planned.

And somewhere in the shadow of the dome another saif stood off and argued with him, jeering at his
softness, quaoting logic a him.

It was either he or you, said that other saif. Y ou fought for your life the best way you knew, the only
way you knew, and whatever you may have done, no matter what you did, you were entirely justified.

"I can't doit!" yelled the Paxton on the stairs and yet even as he yelled he knew that he was wrong, that
by logic he was wrong, that the jeering saf who stood off in the shadows made more sense than he.

He staggered to hisfeet. Without his conscious mind made up, he went down the stairs. Driven by
some as yet unredlised and undefined ingtinctive prompting that was past dl understanding, he sumbled
down the gtairs, with the throb till in his head and a choking guilt and fear rising in histhroat. He reached
the door and stabbed the button and the door did up and he went out into the cluttered place of dying
and stopped in horror at the awful loneliness and the vindictive desolation of this square mile of Earth that
was shut off from dl the other Earth asif it were aplace of fina judgment.

And perhapsit was, he thought - the find judgment of Man.

Of dl of us, he thought, young Graham may be the only honest one; he's the true barbarian that old
Granther thinks heis; heisthe throwback who looks out upon Man's past and seesit asitisand livesit
asitwas.

Paxton took a quick look back and he saw the door was closed and out ahead of him, in the ploughed
and jumbled sea of tortured, battered earth, he saw amoving figure that could be no one but the bishop.

Paxton ran forward, shouting, and the bishop turned around and stood there, waiting, with the gun half
lifted.

Paxton stopped and waved hisarmsin frantic signalling. The bishop's gun came up and therewasa
stinging dash across the side of Paxton's neck and a sudden, gushing wetness. A small, blue puff of



smoke hung on the muzzle of the distant gun.

Paxton flung himsdlf aside and dived for the ground. He hit and skidded on his belly and tumbled most
inglorioudly into adusty crater. He lay there, at the bottom of the crater, huddled against the fear of the
bullet'simpact while the rage and fury built up into white heet.

He had come here to save aman and the man had tried to kill him!

| should have left him here, he thought.

| should havelet him die.

I'dkill himif | could.

And the fact of the matter now was that he had to kill the bishop. There was no choice but to kill him
or bekilled himsdf.

Not only did he haveto kill the bishop, but he had to kill him soon. Pertwee's 15 minutes must be
almost at an end and the bishop had to be killed and he had to be out the door before Pertwee opened
fire

Out the door, he thought - did he have a chance? If he ran low and dodged, perhaps, would he have a
chance to escape the bishop's bullets?

That wasit, he thought. Waste no time on killing if he didn't haveto; let Pertwee do the killing. Just get
out of here himsdf.

He put his hand up to his neck, and when helifted it, hisfingers were covered with a sticky wetness. It
was funny, he thought, that it didn't hurt, athough the hurt, no doubt, would come later.

He crawled up the crater's sde and rolled acrossitslip and found himsdlf lying in asmall, massed
junkyard of smashed and broken robots, sprawled grotesquely where the barrage had caught them.

And lying therein front of him, without a scratch upon it, where it had fallen from a dying robot's grasp,
was arifletha shone dully in the moonlight.

He snatched it up and rose into a crouch and as he did he saw the bishop, amost on top of him; the
bishop coming in to make sure that he was finished!

Therewas no timeto run, as he had planned to - and, curioudy, no desire to run. Paxton had never
known actud hate before, never had a chance to know it, but now it came and filled him full of rage and
awild and exultant will and capacity to kill without pity or remorse.

Hetilted up therifle and hisfinger closed upon the trigger and the wegpon danced and flashed and
made a deadly chatter.

But the bishop still came on, not rushing now, but plodding ahead with adeadly stride, leaning forward
asif hisbody were absorbing the murderousriflefire, asorbing it and keeping on by will power aone,
holding off desth until that moment when it might snuff out the thing that waskilling it.

The bishop's gun came up and something smashed into Paxton's chest, and smashed again and yet
again, and there was aflood of wetness and a pattering and the edge of Paxton's brain caught at the hint
of something wrong.

For two men do not - could not - stand a dozen feet gpart and pour at one another adeadly blast and
both stay on their feet. No matter how poor might be their aim, it smply couldn't happen.

Herose out of his crouch and stood at hisfull height and let the gun hang usdlesdy in hishand. Six feet
away, the bishop stopped aswell and flung his gun away.

They stood looking at one another in the pale moonlight and the anger melted and ran out of them and
Paxton wished that he were dmost anywhere but there.

"Paxton," asked the bishop plaintively, "who did thisto us?'

And it was afunny thing to say, dmog asif hed said: "Who stopped us from killing one another?

For afleeting moment, it almost seemed to Paxton as though it might have been akinder thing if they
had been adlowed to kill. For killing was abrave thing in the annas of the race, an art of Strength and a
certain proof of manhood - perhaps of humanhood.

A kinder thing to be allowed to kill. And that wasit, exactly. They had not been alowed to kill.

For you couldn't kill with a popgun that shot out plastic pellets of liquid that burst on contact, with the
liquid running down like blood for the sake of redism. And you couldn't kill with agun that went most
admirably through al the motions of chattering and smoking and flashing out red fire, but with nothing



lethd init.

And wasthis entire battle bowl no more than atoy set with robots that came apart at the right and most
dramatic moments and then could be put back together at alater time? Were the artillery and the
total-converson bombstoy things aswell, with alot of flash and noise and perhaps afew well-placed
itemsto plough up the battlefield, but without the power to redly hurt arobot?

The bishop said, "Paxton, | fed like an utter fool." And he added other words which ared bishop
could never bring himself to say, making very clear just what kind of obscenefool hewas.

"Let'sget out of here," said Paxton shortly, fedling like that same kind of fool himsdif.

"l wonder . . ." said the bishop.

"Forget about it," Paxton growled. "Let'sjust get out of here. Pertwee will be openingup ..."

But he didn't finish what he was about to say, for he redlised that even if Pertwee did open up, thered
be little danger. And there wasn't any chance that Pertwee would open up, for it would know that they
were here.

Like ameta monitor watching over agroup of rebellious children - rebellious because they weren't
adult yet. Watching them and |etting them go ahead and play so long asthey werein no danger of
drowning or of falling off aroof or some other reckless thing. And then interfering only just enough to
savetheir slly necks. Perhaps even encouraging them to play so they'd work off their rebelliousness -
joining inthe gamein the typically human tradition of let's pretend.

Like monitorswatching over children, letting them develop, dlowing them to expresstheir foolish little
selves, not sanding in the way of whatever childish importance they could muster up, encouraging them
to think they were sufficient to themselves,

Paxton started for the door, plodding aong, the bishop in his bedraggled robes stumbling along behind
him.

When they were a hundred feet away, the door started diding up and Pertwee stood there, waiting for
them, not looking any different than it had before, but somehow seeming to have a new measure of
importance.

They reached the door and sheepishly trailed through it, not looking right or |eft, casually and
elaborately pretending that Pertwee was not there.

"Gentlemen,” said Pertwee, "don't you want to play?'

"No," Paxton said. "No, thank you. | can't speak for both of us-"

"Yes, you can, friend," the bishop put in. "Go right ahead.”

"My friend and | have done dl the playing we careto do," said Paxton. "It was good of you to make
surewedidn't get hurt."

Pertwee managed to ook puzzled. "But why should anybody be allowed to get hurt? It wasonly a
game.”

"So we've discovered. Which way isout?'

"Why," said the robot, "any way but back."

Hermit of Mars
Clifford D. Smak
Copyright 1939

The sun plunged over the western rim of Skeleton Cand and ingtantly it was night. Therewas no
twilight. Twilight was an impossible thing in the amosphere of Mars, and the Martian night clamped
down with frigid breath, and the stars danced out in the near-black sky, twinkling, dazzling stars that
jigged aweird rigadoon in space.

Despite five yearsin the wilderness stretches of the Red Planet, Kent Clark still was fascinated by this
sudden change from day to night. One minute sunlight - next minute sarlight, the sars blazing out asif
they were dectric lights and someone had snapped the switch. Starsthat were larger and more brilliant
and gave more light than the stars seen from the planet Earth. Stars that seemed to swim in the swiftly



cooling atmosphere. By midnight the atmaosphere would be cooled to amost its minimum temperature,
and then the sarswould grow till and even more brilliant, like hard diamonds shining in the blackness of
the sky, but they would be picturesque, showing their own natural colours, blue and white and red.

Outside thetiny quartz igloo the night wind keened among the pinnacles and buttresses and
wind-eroded formations of the cana. On the wings of the wind, dmost indistinguishable from the wind's
own moaning, came the mournful howling of the Hounds, the great gaunt, shaggy beests that haunted the
deep canas and preyed on dl living things except the Eaters.

Charley Walace, squatting on the floor of theigloo, was scraping the last trace of flesh from the pelt of
aMartian beaver. Kent watched the deft twist of hiswrigt, the flashing of knife blade in the singletiny
radium bulb which illuminated theigloo'sinterior.

Charley was an old-timer. Long ago the sudden going and comings of Martian daylight and night had
ceased to hold definite wonder for him. For 20 Martian years he had followed the trail of the Martian
beaver, going father and farther afield, penetrating deeper and deeper into the mazes of the even farther
canalsthat spread like anetwork over the face of the planet.

Hisface waslike old leather, wrinkled and brown above the white sweep of hislong white beard. His
body was pure steel and whang-hide. He knew al the turnsand tricks, al the trails and paths. He was
one of the old-time cana-men.

The heater grids glowed redly, utilisng the power stored in the seleno cells during the hours of daylight
by the great sun-mirrors set outside the igloo. The atmosphere condensers chuckled softly. The
eectrolysis plant, used for the manufacture of water, squatted in its corner, silent now.

Charley carefully laid the pelt across his knees, stroked the deep brown fur with awrinkled hand.

"Six of 'em,” he said. Hisold eyes, blue as the sheen of ice, sparkled as he looked at Kent. "Well
make ahaul thistime, boy," hesaid. "Best huntin' I've seenin five years or more.”

Kent nodded. "Surewill," he agreed.

The hunting had been good. Out only amonth now and they had six pelts, more than many trappers
and hunters were able to get during an entire year. The pelts would bring 1,000 apiece -perhaps more -
back at the Red Rock trading post. Most valuable fur in the entire Solar System, they would sl &t three
times that amount back in the London or New Y ork fur marts. A wrap of them would cost a cool
100,000.

Deep, rich, heavy fur. Kent shivered as he thought abouit it. The fur had to be heavy. Otherwise the
beaver would never be able to exist. At night, the temperature plunged to 40 and 50 bel ow, Centigrade,
seldom reached above 20 below at high noon. Mars was cold! Here on the equator the temperature
varied little, unlike the poles, where it might rise to 20 above during the summer when, for ten long
months, the Sun never set, dropped to 100 or more below in the winter, when the Sun was unseen for
equaly aslong.

He leaned back in his chair and gazed out through the quartz walls of theigloo. Far down the dope of
the cand wall he saw theflickering lights of the Ghodts, those tenuous, wraith-like formswhose origin,
true nature, and purpose were still the bone of bitter scientific contention.

The arlight threw strange lights and shadows on the twisted terrain of the cand. The naturaly weird
surface formations became a nightmare of strange, awe-impelling shapes, like pages snatched from the
portfolio of amad artist.

A black shape crossed alighted ravine, dunk into the shadows.

"A Hound," said Kent.

Charley cursed in hiswhiskers.

"If them lopers keep hangin' around,” he prophesied savagely, "well have some of their peltsto take
out to Red Rock."

"They're mighty gun-shy," declared Kent. "Can't get near one of them.”

"Yeah," said Charley, "but just try goin' out without a gun and see what happens. 'Most as bad asthe
Eaters. Only differenceisthat the Hounds would just as soon eat aman, an' the Eater would rather eat a
man. They sure hanker after human flesh."

Another of the black shapes, dinking low, belly close to the ground, crossed the ravine.



"Another one," said Kent.

Something ese was moving in theravine, afigure that glinted in the sarlight.

Kent leaned forward, choking back acry. Then hewas on hisfest.

"A man," he shouted. "There'saman out there!"

Charley's chair overturned as he legped up and stared through the quartz.

The space-armoured figure was toiling up the dope that led to theigloo. In one hand the man carried a
short blast rifle, and asthey watched, the two trappers saw him halt and whed about, therifle leveled,
ready for action, to stare back at the shadows into which the two Hounds had disappeared only a
moment before.

A dight movement to the left and behind the man outsde caught Kent's eye and spurred him into
action,

He leaped acrosstheigloo and jerked from its rack his quartz-treated space suit, started clambering
intoit.

"What'sthetrouble?' demanded Charley. "What the hell you doin'?"

"Theres an Eater out there," shouted Kent. "I saw it just aminute ago.”

He snapped down the helmet and reached for hisrifle as Charley spun open the inner air-lock port.
Swiftly Kent leaped through, heard the inner port being screwed shut as he swung open the outer door.

Cold bit through the suit and into his very bones as he stepped out into the Martian night. With aswift
flip he turned on the chemical heet units and felt aglow of warmth sweep over him.

The man in the ravine below was trudging up the path toward the igloo.

Kent shouted at him.

"Comeon! Fast asyou can!"

The man halted at the shout, stared upward.

"Comeon!" screamed Kent.

The spacesuit moved forward.

Kent, racing down the ravine, saw the silica-armoured brute that lurched out of the shadows and sped
toward the unsuspecting visitor.

Kent'srifle cameto his shoulder.

The sghtslined on the ugly head of the Eater. Hisfinger depressed the firing mechanism and the gun
gpat atight column of destructive bluefire. The blast crumpled the Eater in mid-legp, flung him off his
gride and to one side. But it did not kill him. Hisunlovely body, gleaming like areddish mirror in the
garlight, clawed upon itsfeet, slood swinging the gigantic head from sideto Sde.

A ghrill scream sounded in Kent's helmet phones, but he was too busy getting the sights of the weapon
lined on the Eater again to pay it any attention.

Againtherifle spat and purred, the blue blast-flame impinging squardly on the silica-armoured head.
Bright sparks flew from the beast's head and then suddenly the head seemed to dissolve, melting down
into agob of blackened matter that glowed redly in places. The Eater dowly toppled sidewise and
skidded ponderoudly down the dope to cometo rest against the crimson boul de.

Kent signdled to the vistor.

"Comeon," he shouted. "Quick about it! There may be more!”

Swiftly the man in the space suit came up the dope toward Kent.

"Thanks," he said as he drew abreast of the trapper.

"Get going, felow,” said Kent tersdly.

"It isn't safeto be out here at night.”

Hefdl in behind the visitor asthey hurried toward the open port of the airlock.

Thevigtor lifted the hdmet and laid it on the table and in the dim light of the radium bulb Kent saw the
face of awoman.

He stood silent, staring. A visit by aman to their igloo in this out-of-the way spot would have been
unusual enough; that awoman should drop in on them seemed amost incredible.

"A woman," said Charley. "Dim my sghts, it'sawoman.”

"Yes, I'mawoman,” said the visitor, and her tone, while it held ahidden hint of culture, was sharp asa



whip. It reminded one of the bite of the wind outside. Her eyebrows were naturaly high arched, giving
her an air of eternal question and now she fastened that questioning gaze on the old trapper.

"You are Charley Wallace, aren't you?' she asked.

Charley shifted from one foot to another, uncomfortable under that level sare. "That'sme," he
admitted, "but you have the advantage of me, maam.”

She hegitated, asif uncertain what he meant and then she laughed, alaugh that seemed to come from
deep in her throat, full and musicdl. "I'm Ann Smith," she said.

She watched them, eyesflickering from one to the other, but in them she saw no faintest hint of
recognition, no start of surprise at the name.

"They told me at Red Rock I'd find you somewhere in Skeleton Cand," she explained.

"You was alookin' for us?' asked Charley.

She nodded. "They told me you knew every foot of this country.”

Charley squared his shoulders, pawed at hisbeard. His eyes gleamed brightly. Herewastak he
understood. "I know it aswell asanyone," he admitted.

She wriggled her shoulders free of the spacesuit, let it dide, crumpling to the floor, and stepped out of
it. Kent stored his own suit on the rack and, picking the girl's suit off the floor, placed it beside hisown.

"Yes, maam," said Charley, "I've roamed these canals for over twenty Martian yearsand | know ‘em
asgood asmogt. | wouldn't be afraid of gettin' logt."

Kent studied their visitor. Shewas dressed in trim sports attire, faultlessin fashion, hinting of expensive
shops. Her light brown, dmost blond hair, was smartly coiffed.

"But why were you lookin' for us?' asked Charley.

"1 was hoping you would do something for me," shetold him.

"Now," Charley replied, "I'd be glad to do something for you. Anything | can do.”

Kent, watching her face, thought he saw aflicker of anxiety flit across her features. But she did not
hesitate. There was no fdtering of words as she spoke.

"Y ou know the way to Mad-Man's Cand?"

If she had dapped Charley across the face with her gloved hand the expression on his face could not
have been more awe-struck and dumfounded.

He started to speak, stuttered, was slent.

"You can't mean,” said Kent, softly, "that you want usto go into Mad-Man's Cana ?*

Shewhirled on him and it was asif he were an enemy. Her defences were up. "That's exactly whét |
mean," she said and again there was that wind-like lash in her voice. "But | don't want you to go aone. I'll
gowithyou."

She walked dowly to one of the two chairsin theigloo, dropped into it, crossed her knees, swung one
booted foot impatiently.

In the slence Kent could hear the chuckling of the atmosphere condensers, the faint sputter of the
heating grids.

"Mdam," said Charley, "you sure must bejokin'. Y ou don't really mean you want to go into
Mad-Man's?'

Shefaced himwith alevel stare. "But | do,” she declared. "I never was more seriousin my life. There's
someonetherel haveto see”

"Lady," protested the old trapper, "someone's been spoofin’ you. There ain't nobody over in
Mad-Man's. Y ou couldn't find acana-man in hisright mind who'd go near the place.”

"Thereis,” shetold him. "And probably you'll laugh at this, too, but | happen to know it to be the truth.
The man | want to seeis Harry, the Hermit."

Kent guffawed softly, little more than a chuckle under his bresth. But she heard and came up out of the
chair.

"You'relaughing," she said and the words were an accusation.

"Sit down," said Kent, "and let metell you something. Something that no cana-man could admit, but
something that every one of them know isthe truth.”

Slowly she sat down in the chair. Kent sat easily on the edge of the table.



"Thereisn't any such a person as Harry, the Hermit," he said. "It'sjust amyth. Just one of those stories
that have grown up among the cand-men. Wild tales that they think up when they St donein the
desolation of the Martian wilderness. Just figments of imagination they concoct to pass away thetime.
And then, when they go out with their furs, they tell these stories over the drinks at the trading posts and
those they tell them to, tell them to the others - and so the tale is started. 1t goes from mouth to mouth. It
gains strength asit goes, and each man improves upon it just alittle, until inayear or two it isafull-blown
legend. Something that the cana-men dmost believe themselves, but know al thetimeisjust awild
cand-tale”

"But | know," protested Ann. "I know thereis such aman. | haveto seehim. | know helivesin
Mad-Man's Cand."

"Ligten," snapped Kent and the quiet casualness was gone from hiswords. "Harry, the Hermit, is
everywhere. Go afew hundred milesfrom here and men will tel you he lives herein Skeleton Cand. Or
heisdown inthe Big Eater system or he'sup north in the lcy Hills. Heisjust an imaginary person, | tell
you. Like the Paul Bunyan of the old lumberjacks back on Earth. Like Pecos Pete of the old American
south-west. Likethe fairies of the old Irish stories. Some trgpper thought him up one lonely night and
another trapper improved on him and afdlow dedling astud poker hand in somelittle town improved a
little more until today heisamogt ared personage. Maybe heisred - red asasymbol of acertain group
of men - but for dl practica purposes, heisjust astory, afabrication of imagination.”

The girl, he saw, was angry. She reached into the pocket of her jacket and pulled out aflat case. Her
hands trembled as she opened it and took out, a cigarette. She closed the case and tapped the cigarette
againg her thumbnail. A pencil of metd, pulled from the case, flared into flame.

She thrust the white cylinder between her lips and Kent reached down and took it away.

"Not here," he said and smiled.

Sheflared at him. "Why not?' she asked.

"Atmosphere,” he said. "Neither Charley nor | smoke. Can't afford to. The condensers are smal. We
don't have too much current to run them. Two personsisthe capacity of thisigloo. Everything hasto be
figured down to scratch in thisbusiness. We need dl the air we get, without fouling it with tobacco
smoke." He handed her the cigarette.

In silence she put it back in the case, returned the case to her pocket. "Sorry," she said. "1 didn't
know."

"Sorry | had to stop you," Kent told her.

Sherose. "Perhaps | had better go,” she said.

Charley's jaw went dack. "Go where?' he asked.

"My cand car," shesaid. "l |eft it about amile from here. Went past your place before | saw thelight.”

"But you can't spend the night in acar,” protested Kent. "I'm afraid you'll have to stay here.”

"Sure," urged Charley, "we can't let you go. Slegping inacar isno picnic.”

"We're harmless," Kent assured her.

Sheflushed. "I wasn't thinking of that,” she said. "But you said two persons was the capecity of the
igloo."

"Itis" Kent agreed, "but we can manage. WEIl cut down the heater current alittle and step up the
condensers. It may get alittle chilly, but we can manage with air.”

Heturned to Charley. "How about a pot of coffee,”" he suggested.

Charley grinned, waggled his chin whiskerslike afrolicsome billy goat. "I wasjust thinkin' about that
mysdf," hesad.

Ann set down the coffee cup and looked at them. "Y ou see," she explained, "it's not just something |
want to do mysdlf. Not just some foolish whim of mine. It's something I've got to do. Something that may
help someone el se - someone who is very dear to me. | won't be ableto deep or eat or live, if | fail at
least to try. Y ou have to understand that | smply must go to Mad-Man's Cana and try to find Harry, the
Hermit."

"But thereain't no Harry, the Hermit," protested Charley. He wiped the coffee off his beard and sghed.
"Goodness knows, | wished there was, Since you're so set on findin' him."



"But even if thereisnt,” said Ann, "I'd at least have to go and look. | couldn't go through life wondering
if you might have been mistaken. Wondering if | should have given up so eadily. If | go and try to find him
and fall - why, then I've done \'2rything | can, everything | could have expected mysdlf to do. But if |
don't I'll dwayswonder . . . therelll always be that doubt to torment me."

She looked from one face to the other. "Y ou surely understand,” she pleaded.

Charley regarded her steadily, his blue eyes shining. "Thisthing kind of meansalot to you, dontit?' he
sad.

She nodded.

Kent's voice broke the spell. "Y ou don't know what you're doing,” he said. "Y ou flew down from
Landing City to Red Rock in anice comfortable rocket ship, and now because you covered the-hundred
miles between here and Red Rock inacand car, you think you're an old-timer."

He stared back at her hurt eyes.

"Wadl, you aren't," he declared.

"Now, lad,” said Charley, "you needn't get so rough.”

"Rough!" said Kent. "I'm not getting rough. I'm just telling her afew of the things she has to know. She
came across the desert in the car and everything went swell. Now shethinksit'sjust asessy to travel the
cands”

"No, | don't," sheflared at him, but he went on mercilesdy.

"The cand country is dangerous. There'sall sorts of chancesfor crack-ups. There are al sorts of
dangers. Every discomfort you can imagine. Crack your car against a boulder - and you ped off the
quartz. Then the ozone getsinitswork. It eatsthrough the metal. Put a crack in your suit and the same
thing happens. This atmosphereis poisonousto metd. So full of ozonethat if you breathe much of it it
gartsto work on your lung tissues. Not so much danger of that up on the plateau, wherethe air is
thinner, but down here where theres more air, there's more ozone and it works just that much faster.”

Shetried to stop him, but he waved her into silence and went on:

"There are the Eaters. Hundreds of them. All with an insane appetite for human bones. They lovethe
phosphate. Everyone of them figuring how to get through a car or a spacesuit and at the food inside.

Y ou've never seen more than a couple of Eaterstogether at atime. But Charley and | have seen them by
the thousands - great herds of them on their periodic migrations up and down the canyons. They've kept
us penned in our igloo for days while they milled around outside, trying to reach us. And the Hounds, too,
athough they aren't so dangerous. And in the degper places you find swarms of Ghosts. Funny things, the
Ghosts. No physica harm from them. Maybe they don't even exist. Nobody knows what they are. But
they are apt to drive you mad. Just looking at them, knowing they are watching dl thetime.”

Impressvesilencefdl.

Charley wagged his beard.

"No placefor awoman,” he declared. "The cand ain't.”

"l don't care," said Ann. "Y ou'retrying to frighten me, and | won't be frightened. | haveto goto
Mad-Man's Cand."

"Ligten, lady," said Charley, "pick any other place - any other place at dl - and | will take you there.
But don't ask meto go into Mad-Man's."

"Why not?' she cried. "Why are you so afraid of Mad-Man's?'

Shetried to find the answer in their faces but there was none.

Charley spoke dowly, apparently trying to choose hiswordswith care. "Because," he said,
"Mad-Man'sisthe degpest cand in thiswhole country. Far as| know, no man has ever been to the
bottom of it and come out aive. Some have gone down part way and came back - mad and frothin' at
the mouth, their eyes all glazed, babblin' crazy things. That'swhy they cal it Mad-Man's.”

"Now listento me," and Ann. "I cameall thisway and I'm not turning back. If you won't take me, I'll go
aone. I'll makeit somehow - only you could make it so much easier for me. Y ou know dl thetrails. You
could get me there quicker. I'm prepared to pay you for it - pay you well.”

"Lady," said Charley dowly, "we an't guides. Y ou couldn't give us money enough to make us go where
we didn't want to go."



She pounded one small clenched fist on thetable. "But | want to pay you,” shesaid. "I'll ingst oniit.”

Charley made amotion of hishand, asif sweeping her words. "Not one cent,” he said. "Y ou can't buy
our services, But we might do it anyhow. Just because | like your spunk.”

She gasped. "Y ou would?' she asked.

Neither one of them replied.

"Just take meto Mad-Man's,” she pleaded. "I won't ask you to take me down into the canal . Just point
out the best way and then wait for me. I'll makeit mysdf. All | want to know ishow to get there.”

Charley lifted the coffee pot, filled the cups again.

"Mam," hesaid, "I reckon we can go where you can go. | reckon we ain't lowin' you to go down into
Mad-Man'sdl by yoursdf."

Dawn roared over the cana rim and flooded the land with sudden light and life. The blanket plants
unfolded their broad furry leaves, spreading them in the sunshine. The traveller plants, lightly anchored to
boulder and outcropping, scurried franticaly for placesin the Sun. The cand suddenly became amed
flurry of plant life asthe travellers, true plants but forced by environment to acquire the power of
locomotion, quit the eastern wall, where they had travelled during the preceding day to keep pace with
the sunlight, and rushed pell-mell for the western dope.

Kent tumbled out of the cand-car, rifle gripped in his hand. He blinked at the pale Sun that hung over
the cand rim. His eyes swept the castellated horizon that closed in about them, took in the old familiar
terrain typica of the Martian canals.

The cana was red - blood red shading to softest pink with the purple of early-morning shadow il
hugging the eastern rim. A riot of red - the rusted bones of a dead planet. Tons of oxygen locked in those
ramparts of bright red stone. Oxygen enough to make Mars livable - but locked forever in red oxide or
iron.

Chimney and dome formations rose in tangled confusion with weathered pyramids and dender needles.
A wild scene. Wild and lonesome and forbidding.

Kent swept the western horizon with hiseyes. It was 30 miles or moreto therim, but in the thin
atmosphere he could see with amost tel escopic clearness the details of the scarp where the plateau
broke and the land sivung down in wild gyrations, frozen in red rock, to the floor of the cana where he
stood.

Under the eastern rim, where the purple shadows still clung, flickered the watch-fires of the Ghogts,
dim shapes from that distance. He shook hisfist at them. Damn the Ghosts!

The dinking form of aHound skulked down aravine and disappeared. A beaver scuttled along a
winding trail and popped into aburrow.

Sowly the night cold was risng from the land, dissipated by the risng Sun. The temperature would rise
now until mid-afternoon, when it would stand at 15 or 20 below zero, Centigrade.

From atangled confusion of red bouldersleaped asilica-armoured Eater. Like an avenging rocket it
bore down on Kent. Almost wearily the trapper lifted hisrifle, blasted the Eater with onefierce burst of
blue energy.

Kent cursed under his bregth.

"Can't waste power," he muttered. "Energy aimost gone." ,

Hetucked therifle under hisarm and glared at the tumbled Eater. The huge beast, faling in mid-leap,
had ploughed a deep furrow in the hard red soil.

Kent walked around the bulk of the car, stood looking at the uptilted second car that lay wedged
between the huge boulders.

Charley climbed out through the open air lock and waked toward his partner. Insde his helmet he
shook hishead. "No good,” he said. "Shelll never run again.”

Kent said nothing and Charley went on: "Whole side staved in. All of the quartz knocked off. Ozone's
dready got initswork. Plates softening.”

"| suppose the mechanismis shot, too," said Kent.

"All shot to hell," said Charley.

They stood side by side, staring mournfully at the shattered machine.



"Shewas agood car, too," Charley pronounced, sadly.

"This" declared Kent, "iswhat comes of escorting acrazy damedl over the country."

Charley dismissed the matter. "I'm going to walk down the canal aways. See what the going islike
from hereon,” hetold Kent.

"Becareful,” the younger man warned him. "Theré's Eaters around. | just shot one.”

The old man moved rapidly down the cand floor, picking hisway between the scattered boulders and
jagged outcroppings. In amoment he was out of sight. Kent walked around the corner of the undamaged
car, saw Ann Smith just as she stepped from the airlock.

"Good morning,” shesaid.

Hedid not return the greeting. "Our car isawreck," he said. "WEeIl have to use yoursfrom here on. It
bealittle cramped.”

"A wreck?' she asked.

"Sure," he said. "That crash last night. When the bank caved under the treads, it smashed the quartz, let
the ozone & the plates.”

She frowned. "I'm sorry about that," she said. "Of course, it'smy fault. Y ou wouldn't be hereif it
werent for me."

Kent was merciless. "1 hope," he sighed, "that this provesto you travel in the canalsisno pleasure
jaunt."

She looked about them, shivered at the desolation.

"The Ghogts arethe wordt,” she said. "Watching, dwayswatching -"

Before them, not more than a hundred feet away, one of the Ghosts appeared, apparently writhing up
out of apile of jumbled rocks. It twisted and reared upward, tenuous, unguessable, now one shape, now
another. For amoment it seemed to be a benign old grandfather, with long sweeping beard, and then it
turned into something that was utterly and unnamably obscene and then, as suddenly asit had come, it
disappeared.

Ann shuddered. "Alwayswatching," she said again. "Waiting around corners. Ready to rise up and
mock you."

"They get on your nerves," Kent agreed, "but there's no reason to be afraid of them. They couldn't
touch you. They may be nothing more than mirage - figments of the imagination, like your Harry, the
Hermit."

She swung about to face him. "How far are we from Mad-Man's?' she demanded.

Kent shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know," he said. "Maybe afew miles, maybe ahundred. We
should be near, though.”

From down the cana came Charley's halloo. "Mad-Man's" he shouted back to them. "Mad-Man's!
Comeand look at it!"

Mad-Man's Canal was a continuation of the canal the three had been travelling - but it was utterly
different.

Suddenly the canal floor broke, dipped down sharply and plummeted into a deep blue pit of shadows.
For milesthe great depression extended, and on dl sides the ground doped steeply into the seemingly
bottomless depths of the canyon.

"What isit, Charley?' asked Kent, and Charley waggled his beard behind the space-helmet.

"Can't say, lad,” he declared, "but it sureis an awe-inspirin’ sight. For twenty Martian years|'ve
tramped these canalsand | never seenthelike of it."

"A volcanic crater?' suggested Ann.

"Maybe," agreed Charley, "but it don't look exactly like that either. Something happened here, though.
Floor fell out of the bottom of the canal or somethin'.”

"Y ou can't see the bottom,” said Ann. "Looks like a blue haze down there. Not exactly like shadows.
Morelikefog or weter."

"Ain't water," declared Charley. "Y ou can bet your bottom dollar on that. If anyone ever found that
much water on Marsthey'd stake out a claim and make afortune.”

"Did you ever know anyone who tried to go down there, Charley?' asked Kent. "Ever talk to anyone



who tried it?'

"No, lad, | never did. But | heard tell of some who tried. And they never were the same again.
Somethin' hgppened to them down there. Somethin' that turned their minds.”

Kent felt icy fingers on his spine. He stared down into the deep blue of Mad-Man's and strained his
eyebdls, trying to pierce the vell that hid the bottom. But that was usdless. If one wanted to find out what
was down there, held haveto travel down those steeply doping walls, would have to take his couragein
hand and essay what other men had tried and gone crazy for their pains.

"We can't use the car," he said suddenly and was surprised at hiswords.

Kent walked backward from the edge of the pit. What was happening to them? Why thiscam
acceptance of the fact they were going to go down into Mad-Man's? They didn't have to go. It wasn't
too late yet to turn around and travel back the way they came. With only one car now, and many milesto
travel, they would have to take it dow and easy, but they could makeit. It wasthe sensible thing to do,
held none of the rash foolhardinessinvolved in adescent into those blue depths before them.

He heard Charley'swords, asif from agreat distance.

"Sure, well have to walk. But we ought to be able to make it. Maybe well find air down there, air
dense enough to breathe and not plumb full of ozone. Maybe therelll be some water, too."

"Charley," Kent shouted, "you don't know what you're saying! We can't —"

He stopped in mid-sentence and listened. Even as he talked, he had heard that first weird note from up
the cand, a sound that he had heard many times before, the faraway rumble of running hoofs, the grating
clash of stondike body on stondlike body.

"The Eaterd" he shouted. "The Eatersare migrating.”

He glanced swiftly about him. There was no way of escape. The walls of the cand had narrowed and
closed in, rising sheer from thefloor on either side of them, only afew miles away. There was no point of
vantage where they could make astand and hold off the horde that was thundering toward them. And
even if there were, they had but little power |€eft for their guns. In the long trek down the cana they had
been forced to shoot time after timeto protect their lives, and their energy supply for the weaponswas
running low.

"Let's get back to the car!" screamed Ann. She started to run. Kent sprinted after her, grabbed her and
pulled her around.

"Wed never makeit," heyelled at her. "Hear those hoofs! They're sampeding! They'll be hereina
minute!”

Charley wasydlling at them, pointing down into Mad-Man's. Kent nodded, agreeing. It wasthe only
way to go. The only way |eft open for them. There was no place to hide, no place to stand and fight.
Hight was the only answer - and flight took them straight into the jaws of Mad-Man's Candl.

Charley bellowed at them, his bright blue eyes gleaming with excitement. "Maybe we got a chance. If
we can reach the shadows."

They plunged down, going at arun, fighting to keep their balance. Soft, crumbly rock shifted and broke
under theimpact of their stedl-shod feet. A shower of rubble accompanied them, chuckling and clinking
down the dope. The sun blinked out and they plunged into the deegp shadows, fought to reduce their
speed, dowed to awalk.

Kent looked back. Above him, on the level of the canal floor, he saw afighting mass of Eaters,
indescribable confusion there on the rim of the skyline, asthe great slica-armoured beasts fought against
plunging into Mad-Man's. Those in front were rearing, shoving, striking savagdly, battling againgt being
shoved over the edge as those behind ploughed into them. Some of them had toppled onto the dope,
were diding and clawing, striving to regain their feet. Others were doggedly crawling back up the dope.

The three below watched the struggle above them.

"Even them cussed Eaters are afraid to go into Mad-Man's," said Charley.

They were surrounded by Ghosts. Hundreds of them, wavering and floating, appearing and
disappearing. In the blue shadows of the sunken world they seemed like wind-blown flames that rocked
back and forth, flickering, glimmering, guttering. Assuming dl kinds of forms, forms beautiful in their
intricacy of design, formsangularly flat and ugly, gruesome and obscene and terrible.



And dwaysthere was that terrible sense of watching - of ghostly eyes watching and waiting - of hidden
laughter and ghoulish design.

"Damn them," said Kent. He stubbed his toe and stumbled, righted himsalf.

"Damnthem,” he said again.

The air had become denser, with little ozone now. Half an hour before they had shut off their oxygen
supply and snapped open the visors of their hdmets. Still thin, pitifully by Earthly standards, the air was
breathable and they needed to save what little oxygen might remain within their tanks.

Ann stumbled and fell against Kent. He steadied her until she regained her feet. He saw her shiver.

"If they only wouldn't watch us" she whispered to him. "They’'ll drive me mad. Watching us- no
indication of friendliness or unfriendliness, no emation at dl. Just watching. If only they would go away -
do something even!" Her whisper broke on ahysterical note.

Kent didn't answer. What was there to say? He felt a savage wave of anger at the Ghosts. If aman
could only do something about them. Y ou could shoot and kill the Eaters and the Hounds. But guns and
hands meant nothing to these ghostly forms, these dancing, flickering things that seemed to have no being.

Charley, plodding ahead down the dope, suddenly stopped.

"Theré's something just ahead," hesaid. "l saw it move.”

Kent moved up beside him and held hisrifle ready. They stared into the blue shadows. "What did it
look like?" Kent asked.

"Cant say, lad,” Charley told him. "Just got aglimpse of it."

They waited. A rock loosened below them and they could hear it clatter down the dope.

"Funny lookin' jigger," Charley said.

Something was coming up the dope toward them, something that made adlithering sound asit came,
and to their nogtrils came afaint odour, a suggestion of stench that made the hair crawl on the back of
Kent's neck.

The thing emerged from the gloom ahead and froze the three with horror asit came. A thing that was
infinitely more horrible in form than any reptilian mongter that had ever crawled through the prima ooze of
the new-spawned Earth, athing that seemed to personify dl the hate and evil that had ever, through long
milleniums, lived and found its being on the aged planet Mars. A gridy death-head leered at them and
drooling jaws opened, displaying fangs that dripped with loathsomeness.

Kent brought hisrifle up as Ann's shriek rang in his ears, but Charley reached out and wrenched the
weapon from his hand.

His voice came, cool and cam.

"It'sno time to be shootin', lad,” he said. "There's another one over there, just to our right and | think |
See a couple more out just beyond.”

"Givemethat gun!" yelled Kent, but as he lunged to jerk it from Charley's grasp he saw, out of thetall
of hiseye, adozen more of the things squatting just within the shadows.

"We better not rile them, son," said Charley softly. "They're ahdll's brood and that's for sure.”

He handed the rifle back to Kent and started backing up the dope, dow step by dow step.

Together the three of them backed dowly away, guns held at ready. In front of them, between them
and the squatting monstrogities, asingle Ghost suddenly materiaised. A Ghost that did not waver but held
graight and true, like acandle flame burning in the tillness of the night. Another Ghost appeared beside
thefirst, and suddenly there were severd more. The Ghosts floated dowly down the dope toward the
death-head things, and as they moved they took on adeeper colour, more substantidity, until they
burned adeep and steady blue, solid columns of flame againgt the lighter blue of the eternal shadow.

Staring, scarcely believing, the three saw the gaping ghouls that had crept up the dope, turn and shuffle
swiftly back, back into the mystery of the lower reaches of Mad-Man's.

Kent laughed nervoudy. " Saved by aGhogt," he said.

"Why, maybe they aren't so bad after dl," said Ann and her voice was scarcely more than awhisper. "l
wonder why they did it?"

"And how they didit," said Kent.

"Principdly,” said Charley, "why they did it. | never heard of any Ghost ever takin' any interestina



man, and | have trod these canals for twenty Martian years.”

Kent expelled hisbreath. "And now," he said, "for Lord's sake, let's turn back. We won't find any
hermit here. No man could live out aweek here unless he had some specidly trained Ghoststo guard him
dl thetime. Thereisn't any use of going on and asking for trouble.”

Charley looked a Ann. "It'syour expedition, maam,” he said.

She looked from one to the other and there was fear upon her face.

"l guessyou'reright,” she said. "No one could live here. We won't find anyone here. | guessit must just
have been amyth, after al." Her shoulders seemed to sag.

"WElIl go onif you say theword,” said Charley.

"Héll, yes," declared Kent, "but were crazy to doit. | understand now why men came out of here stark
crazy. A few morethingslike these we just seen and I'll be nuts mysdif.”

"Look!" cried Ann. "Look at the Ghodts. They aretrying to tel us something!"

It wastrue. The Ghosts, still flaming with their deep-blue colour, had formed into asemicircle before
them. One of them floated forward. His colour flowed and changed until he took on ahuman form. His
right hand pointed at them and then waved down the dope. They stared increduloudy as the motion was
repeated.

"Why," said Ann, "'l do believe he'strying to tell usto go on.”

"Dimmy sght," shrieked Charley, "if that ain't what the critter istryin' to tdl us."

The other Ghosts spread out, encircled the three. The one with the manlike form floated down the
dope, beckoning. The others closed in, asif to urge them forward.

"l guess" said Kent, "we go whether we want to or not."

Guarded by the circle of Ghosts they went down the dope. From outside the circle came strange and
terrible noises, yammerings and hissings and other soundsthat hinted at shambling obscenities, strange
and terrible life forms which lived and fought and .died here in the lower reaches of Mad-Man's.

The shadows degpened amost to darkness. The air became denser. The temperature rose swiftly.

They seemed to be waking on level ground.

"Maybe we've reached the bottom,” suggested Kent.

The circle of Ghosts parted, spread out and the three stood by themselves. A wall of rock rose
abruptly beforethem, and from acavein its Sde streamed light, light originating in a haf-dozen radium
bulbs. A short distance to one side squatted a shadowy shape.

"A rocket ship!" exclaimed Kent.

Thefigure of aman, outlined againgt the light, appeared in the mouth of the cave.

"The hermit!" cried Charley. "Harry, the Hermit. Blast my hindsight, if it ain't old Harry, himsdlf!"

Kent heard the girl'svoice, besde him. "l wasright! | wasright! | knew he had to be here
somewherel”

The man walked toward them. He was a huge man, his shoulders square and hisfacewasfringedin a
golden-yellow beard. Hisjovid voice thundered awe come to them.

At the sound of that voice Ann cried out, acry that was haf gladness, half disbdlief. Shetook adow
step forward and then suddenly she was running toward the hermit.

Sheflung hersdf a him. "Uncle Howard!" she cried. "Uncle Howard!"

He flung his brawny arms around the space-armoured girl, lifted her off the ground and set her down.

Ann turned to them. "Thisismy uncle, Howard Carter," she said. "Y ou've heard of him. Hisbest
friends call him Mad-Man Carter, because of the things he does. But you aren't mad, really, areyou,
Unde?'

"Just at times," Carter boomed.

"He's dways going off on expeditions” said the girl. "Alwaysturning up in unexpected places. But he's
ascientis for al of that, aredly good scientist.”

"I've heard of you, Dr Carter," said Kent, "I'm glad to find you down here.”

"Y ou might have found worse," said Carter.

"Dimmy sghts" said Charley. "A human being living at the bottom of Mad-Man'dl™

"Comeonin," invited Carter. "I'll have you acup of hot coffeein aminute.”



Kent stretched out hislegs, glad to get out of his spacesuit. He glanced around the room. It was huge
and appeared to be alarge cave chamber. Perhaps the cliffs that rimmed in Mad-Man's were
honeycombed with caves and labyrinths, an ided place in which to set up camp.

But thiswas something more than acamp. The room waswell furnished, but its furnishings were amad
hodge-podge. Tables and chairs and heating grids, laboratory equipment and queer-appearing machines.
One machine, stlanding in one corner, kept up an incessant chattering and clucking. In another corner, a
mighty ball hung suspended in mid-air, hdfway between the ceiling and the floor, and within it glowed a
blaze of incandescence which it wasimpossible to gaze directly upon. Piled haphazardly about the room
were baes and boxes of supplies.

Kent waved hishand at apile of boxes. "L ookslike you're planning on staying here for awhile, Dr
Carter,” hesad.

The man with the fearsome yellow beard lifted a coffee pot off the stove and chuckled. His chuckle
thundered in theroom. "I may haveto stay quite awhilelonger," he said, "dthough | doubt it. My work
hereisjust about done." He poured steaming coffee into the cups. "Draw up your chairs,” heinvited.

Hetook his place a the end of the smdll table. "It'stiring work coming down into Mad-Man's. Almost
fivemiles”

Charley lifted his cup to his mouth, drank deeply, wiped hiswhiskers carefully. "It'squite alittle walk,
I'll admit,” he said. "For twenty Martian years I've trapped the canasand | never saw thelike of it. What
madeit, Doc?"

Dr Carter looked puzzled. "Oh," he said, "you mean what made Mad-Man's."

Charley nodded.

"I redly don't know," said Carter. "I've been too busy on other things since | came hereto try to find
out. It'saunique depression in the surface of the planet, but asto why or how it cameto be, | don't
know. Although | could find out for you in aminuteif you want to know. Funny | never thought of finding
out for mysdf.”

He glanced around the table and his eyes cameto rest on Ann. "But there's something | do want to
know," he said, "and that is how this precious niece of mineferreted me out.”

"But, Uncle Howard," protested Ann, "I didn't ferret you out. | wasn't looking for you at al. | didn't
even know you were anywhere around. | thought you were off on one of your crazy expeditionsagain.”

Charley choked on amouthful of food. "What'sthat?' he asked. "Y ou weren't hunting for him?* He
jerked histhumb at Dr Carter.

Ann shook her head. "No," shesaid. "l waslooking for Harry, the Hermit."

"Gripes," exploded Charley, "I thought we had found him. | thought your uncle here was the hermiit. |
thought you knew dl dong."

Dr Howard Carter'sfork clattered on his plate. "Now wait aminute,”" heroared. "What's dl thistalk
about hermits?'

Heeyed Ann gternly. "Y ou didn't tell these men | was a hermit, did you."

"Hell," said Kent, "let'sjust admit there's no such a person as Harry, the Hermit. HeEsjust amyth. I've
told you so dl dong.”

Ann explained. "It wasthisway. | waslooking for Harry, the Hermit. Jm Bradley, the famous explorer,
told methat if Harry, the Hermit, really existed, Mad-Man'swas the place to look for him. He said
Mad-Man's was the only place where aman could live for any length of timein any comfort. And he said
he had reason to believe someone wasliving in Mad-Man's. So | started out to look."”

"But," demanded her uncle, "why did you want to find this hermit? Just curiosity?”

Ann shook her head. "No, not curiogity,” she said. "Y ou see, Uncle, it's Dad. HE's got into trouble
agan—"

"Trouble?' snapped Carter. "Some more of hisfool experiments, | suppose. What isit thistime?
Perpetua motion?!

"Not perpetua motion,” said the girl. "Thistime he was successful. Too successful. He built amachine
that had something to do with space-time, with the interdimensions. Hetried to travel to another
dimengion. That was amonth ago.”



"And heisn't back yet?' suggested Carter.

Thegirl glanced a him. "How did you know?" she demanded.

"Because | warned him that iswhat would happen if he went monkeying around with
extradimensons”

"But what had the hermit to do with al this?' asked Kent.

"Bradley told me he thought that the Hermit really was Prof Belmont. Y ou know, the great physicis.
He disappeared a couple of years ago and has never been heard of since. Bradley thought he might be
down here, conducting some sort of experiments. That might have given rise to the hermit legend.”

Charley chuckled. "I heard stories about Harry, the Hermit, ten years ago,” he said. "'l judge, maam,
from what you say, that they're just getting out to civilisation. Nobody gave rise to those stories, they just
grew.”

Carter had shoved his plate to one side. Now he leaned forward, resting his arms on the tabl etop.
"Belmont did come here," he said. "But heé's dead. The things out there killed him."

"Killed him!" Ann'sface suddenly waswhite. "Areyou sure of thet?"

Carter nodded.

"He was the only man who could have helped Dad," the girl said tensely. ""He was the only man who
could have understood -"

"The Ghoststold me," said Carter. "There'sno mistake. Belmont is dead.”

Charley set down his coffee cup and stared at Carter. ™Y ou been talkin' with them Ghogts, mister?' he
asked.

Carter nodded.

"Dim my sghts" said Charley. "Who'dve thought them things could talk.”

But Carter paid no attention. "Ann," he said, "maybe | can do something for you. Perhaps not myself.
But the Ghogis can.”

"The Ghosts?' asked Ann.

"Certainly, the Ghosts. What would anyone come here to study if not the Ghosts? There are thousands
of them in Mad-Man's. That's what Belmont came here to do. When he didn't come back, and no one
was ableto locate him, | came out here secretly. | thought maybe he found something he didn't want the
rest of the world to know, so | didn't leave any tracks for anyone elseto follow."

"But how could the Ghosts help anyone?" asked Kent. "Apparently they are an entirely different order
of being. They would have nothing in common with mankind. No sympeathies.

Carter's beard jutted fiercely. "The Ghosts," he said, "are beings offeree. Instead of protoplasm, they
are condructed of definiteforcefieds. They liveindependently of everything which we know as essentia
tolife. And yet they arelife. And intdligent life, at that. They are the true, dominant being of Mars. At one
time they weren't asthey are now. They are aproduct of evolution. The Eaters evolved by taking on
slicaarmour. The Hounds and beavers met conditions by learning to do with little food and even less
water, grew heavy fur to protect them against the cold. It'sal amatter of evolution.

"The Ghogts could solve many of the problems of the human race, could make the race godlike
overnight. That is- if they wanted to. But they don't want to. They have no capacity for pity, no yearning
to become benefactors. They arejudt indifferent. They watch the pitiful struggle of the human race here
on Mars, and if they fed anything at all, it isasmug sort of humour. They don't pity usor hate us. They
just don't care.”

"But you," said Ann, "you made friendswith them.”

"Not friends," said her uncle. "We just had an understanding, an agreement. The Ghosts lack a sense of
co-operation and respongbility. They have no sensefor leadership. They are trueindividuds, but they
know that these very lacks have stood in the way of progress. Their knowledge, great asit is, haslain
dormant for thousands of years. They redlise that under intelligent leadership they can go ahead and
increase that knowledge, become arace of purdy intellectua beings, the match of anything in the System,
perhapsin the galaxy."

He paused for amoment, drummed hisfingers on the table.

"I'm furnishing them that leadership,” he declared.



"But what about Dad?" asked Ann. "Y ou and he never could get along, you hated one another, |
know, but you can help him. Y ou will help him, won't you?'

The scientist rose from the table, strode to the chattering, clucking machine at the other side of the
room. "My communicator,” he said. "A machine which enables meto talk with the Ghosts. Based on the
radio, tuning in on the frequencies of the Ghosts thought-waves. Through this machine comes every
scrap of information which the Ghosts wish to relay to me. The thoughts were recorded on spools of fine
wire. All | haveto do to learn whatever has been tranamitted over the machineisto put ona
thought-trandation helmet, run the spools of wire through it, and the thoughtsimpinge on my brain. | hear
nothing, fed nothing - but I know. The thoughts of the Ghosts are impressed into my brain, become my
thoughts."

Charley waggled his beard, excitement and wonder written on hisfestures. "Then you know everything
that'sgoing on al over Mars," he said. "The Ghods are everywhere, see everything.”

"I know everything they think isimportant enough for meto know," Carter declared. "They can find out
anything | might want to know."

"How do you talk to them?" asked Kent.

"Same process,” said the scientist. "A helmet that broadcasts my thoughts to them.”

He picked up ahelmet and st it on his head. "1'm going to find out about your father,” hetold Ann.

"But heisn't in this space-time,” objected Ann. "He's somewhereese.”

Carter smiled. "The Ghosts know dl about him," he said. " A few weeks ago they told me about aman
lost outside of our space-time frame. It must have been your father. | didn't know."

Helooked squarely at the girl. "Please believe me, Ann. If | had known who it was | would have done
something.”

The girl nodded, her eyes bright.

Silencefdl upon the room. Finally Carter lifted the helmet from his head, set it back on the metal
bench.

"Did you - did the Ghosts know anything about it?' asked the girl.

Her uncle nodded. "Ann," he said, "your father will be returned. No morta man could get him back into
his norma dimensions, but the Ghosts can. They have ways of doing things. Warping of world linesand
twidting of inter-dimensona co-ordinates.”

"You redly meanthat?' Annasked. "Thisisn't just another of your practical jokes?"

The golden beard grinned broadly and then sobered. "Child," he said, "I don't joke about thingslike
this. They are too important.”

He looked about the room, asif expecting something, someone.

"Y our father will be here any moment now," he declared.

"Herel" exclamed Ann. "Here, in thisroom —"

Her voice broke off suddenly. The room had suddenly filled with Ghosts, and in their midst stood a
man, aman with stooped shoulders and heavy-lensed glasses and lines of puzzlement upon hisface. Like
apuff of wind the Ghosts were gone and the man stood alone.

Ann flew a him. "Father," she cried. "Y ou're back again, Father."

Shewent into hisarms and the man, looking over her shoulder, suddenly saw the man with the beard.

"Yes, Ann," hesaid, "1 am back again.”

Hisface hardened as Carter took a step toward them.

"You here," he sngpped. "I might have known. Where there's anything afoot you're aways around.”

Laughter gurgled in the throat of the bearded giant. " So you went adventuring in the dimensions, did
you?"' he asked, mockery in hisvoice. "Y ou dways wanted to do that, John. The great John Smith, only
man to ever go outside the four dimensiond continuum.”

Hislaughter seemed to rock the room.

"l suppose you got me out,” said Smith, "so you could gloat over me.”

The men stood, eyes locked, and Kent sensed between them an antagonism that was amost past
understanding.

"l won't thank you for it," said Smith.



"Why, John, | never expected you to," chortled Carter. "I knew you'd hate mefor it. | didn't do it for
you. | didit for your little girl. She came from Landing City across hundreds of miles of desertsand
canasto help you. She came down into Mad-Man's. She'sthe one | did it for. For her and the two
brave men who camewith her."

For thefirst time, gpparently, Smith noticed Kent and Charley.

"l do thank you," he said, "for whatever you have done.”

"Shucks," said Charley, "it wasn't nothin'. Nothin' at al. | ways wanted to see Mad-Man's. Nobody
ever came down here and came out sane. Most of them came down didn't come out at all.”

"If it hadn't been for my Ghosts neither would you," Carter reminded him.

"Father," pleaded Ann, "you mustn't be like this. Uncle brought you back. He was the only man who
could have. If it hadn't been for him, you would till be out in the extra-dimension.”

"What wasit like, John?" asked Carter. "Dark and nothing to see?'

"Asamatter of fact,” said Smith, "that isexactly what it was."

"That'swhat you thought,” jeered Carter. "Because you had no sense of perception to see or hear or
make any contacts or associationsin that world. Did you actualy think your pitiful little human sense
would serveyou in aplace likethat?"

"What do you know about it?" snarled Smith.

"The Ghodts," said Carter. "Y ou must not forget. The Ghoststell me everything.”

Carter looked around the room. "And now," he said, "'l fear » that you must go." Helooked at Ann. "l
did what you wanted meto do, didn't 17"

She nodded. "Y ou are turning us out?" she asked.

"Call it that if youwish," said Carter. "I have work to do. A greet deal of work to dp. One of the
reasons | cameto Mad-Man'swasto be alone."

"Now look here, mister,” said Carter bluntly. "It'salong pull up Mad-Man's. A longer pull back to our
igloo. You aren't turning us out without achanceto rest, are you?”'

"He'scrazy," said Smith. "He's dways been crazy. He's sane only hdf of thetime. Don't pay any
atentionto him.”

Carter paid Smith no attention. He addressed Charley. "Y ou won't have to walk back,” he said. "My
rocket shipisout there. Takeit." He chuckled. ™Y ou needn't bother bringing it back. I'll giveit to you."

"But, uncle" cried Ann. "What about yoursdf?"

"Don't worry about me," Carter told her. "I won't need it. The Ghosts can take me any place | want to
go upon amoment's notice. I've outgrown your Slly rocket ships. I've outgrown alot of things.”

He swept hisarm about the room, pointed at the globe of brilliant fire that hung suspended between
floor and ceiling.

"Pureenergy,” he said. "In there atoms are being cregted.

Millions of horsepower are being generated. An efficient, continual source of power. Enclosedina
sphere of force waves, the only thing that would stand the pressure and temperature insde the sphere.”

He ceased speaking, looking around.

"That's only one of thethings'velearned,” he said. "Only one of the things. The Ghosts are my
teachers, but giventime| will betheir magter.”

Therewasawild light of fanaticismin hiseyes.

"Why, man," said Kent, "you will be hailed asthe greatest scientist the world has ever known."

The man's eyes seemed to flame. "No, | won't," he said, "because I'm not going to tell the world. Why
should | tell the world? What has mankind ever donefor me?' His laughter bellowed and reverberated in
the domed room. "Find out for yoursalves," he shouted. "Go and find out for yourselves. It will take you
amillionyears”

Hisvoice cdmed. "The Ghostsare dmost immortd," he said. "Not quite - dmost. Before | am through
with this, | will beimmortal. Thereisaway. | dmost haveit now. | will become a Ghost - a super-Ghost
- acreature of pure force. And when that happens the Ghosts and | will forsake this worn-out world. We
will go out into the void and build anew world, a perfect world. Wewill live through dl eternity and
watch and laugh & the foolish strugglings of little people. Little people like mankind.”



Thefour of them stared at him.

"Y ou don't mean this, Howard," protested Smith. "Y ou can't mean it."

Thewild light was gone from Carter's eyes. His voice boomed with mockery. ™Y ou don't think so,
John?" he asked.

He reached into his shirt front, pulled out something that shonein thelight of the radium bulbs. It wasa
key, atached to astring hung around his neck. He pulled theloop over his head, handed the key to
Kent.

"The key to the rocket ship,” he said. "The fud tanks are nearly full. You fly her a a 30-degree angle
out of hereto missthedliffs”

Kent took the key, turned it awkwardly in his hands.

Carter bowed ceremonioudly to them, still with that old trace of mockery. "I hope you have afinetrip,”
he said.

Slowly they turned away, heading for the door.

Carter called after them.

"And you might tell anyone you see not to try to come into Mad-Man's. Tell them something unpleasant
might happen.”

Charley turned around. "Migter," he said, "I think you're batty as a bed-bug."

"Charley," declared Carter, "you aren't the first one to say that to me. And maybe. . . well, sometimes,
| think, maybe you areright.”

The sturdy rocket ship blasted its way across the red deserts. Far below, the criss-crossing of the
cands, more deeply red, were etched likefiery lines.

"Lad," said Charley to Kent, "there's another story to tell the boys. Another yarn about Harry, the
Hermit."

"They won't believeit,” Kent declared. "They'll listen and then go out and retell it and makeit alittle
better. And someone else will makeit better yet. All we can do, Charley, isto give rise to another, an
even greater, Harry, the Hermit."

Ann, gtting beside her father, smiled a them. "Just a couple of myth-makers," she said.

Charley studied the terrain beneath them, combed hisbeard. "Y ou know," he said, "1 till think that bird
back there was off hisnut. Hell try makin" himself into a Ghost - and just be an ordinary Earth kind of
ghogt. Thekind that just aint.”

A Ghost suddenly materiaised, shimmered faintly in the rocket cabin.

And for the first time known to man, perhapsfor thefirst timein al history, the Ghost spoke, spoke
with avoicethey al recognised, the voice of the man back in Mad-Man's, that voice with itsold
mockery.

"So you think so, do you?' said the Ghost.

Then hefaded from their view.
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Old Creegpy was down in the control room, sawing lustily on his screeching fiddle.

On the sun-blasted plains outside the Mercutian Power Centre, the Roman Candles, snatching their
shapes from Creepy's mind, had assumed the form of Terrestrid hill-billies and were cavorting through
the measure of asquare dance.

In the kitchen, Rastus rolled two cubes about the table, crooning to them, fegling lonesome because no
one would shoot agame of crapswith him.

Insde the refrigeration room, Mathilde, the cat, stared angrily at the dabs of frozen beef above her
heed, felt the cold of the place and meowed softly, cursing hersdlf for never being ableto resst the
temptation of sneaking in when Rastus wasn't looking.



Up inthe office, a the peak of the great photocell that was the centre, Curt Craig stared angrily across
the desk at Norman Page.

One hundred miles away, Knut Anderson, encased in a cumbersome photocell spacesuit, stared
increduloudy at what he saw insde the space warp.

The communications bank snarled warningly and Craig swung about in his chair, lifted the handset off
the cradle and snapped recognition into the mouthpiece.

"ThisisKnut, chief," said avoice, badly blurred by radiations.

"Yes" ydled Craig. "What did you find?'

"A big one" said Knut'svoice.

"Where?'

"I'll give you the location.”

Craig snatched up apencil, wrote rapidly asthe voice spat and crackled at him.

"Bigger than anything on record,” shrilled Knut's voice. " Space busted wide open and twisted dl to hell.
Theinstruments went nuts.”

"Well haveto dap atracer onit,” said Craig, tensdly. "Take alot of power, but weve got to doit. If
that thing startsto move—"

Knut's voice snapped and blurred and sputtered so Craig couldn't hear aword he said.

"Y ou come back right away," Craig yelled. "It's dangerous out there. Get too closeto that thing. Let it
swing toward you and you —"

Knut interrupted, hisvoice walowing in thewail of tortured beam. "There's something else, chief.
Somthing funny. Damn funny —"

Thevoice pinched out.

Craig shrieked into the mouthpiece. "What isit, Knut? What's funny?"

He stopped, astonished, for suddenly the crackle and hissing and whistle of the communications beam
was gone'.

Hisleft hand flicked out to the board and snapped atoggle. The board hummed as tremendous power
surged into the call. It took power - lots of power, to maintain atight beam on Mercury. But there was
no answering hum - no indication the beam was being restored.

Something had happened out there! Something had snapped the beam.

Craig stood up, white-faced, to stare through the ray filter port to the ashy plains. Nothing to get
excited about. Not yet, anyway. Wait for Knut to get back. It wouldn't take long. He had told Knut to
dtart at once, and those puddie jumpers could travel.

But what if Knut didn't come back? What if that space warp had moved?

The biggest one on record, Knut had said. Of course, there always were alot of them one had to keep
an eye on, but very few big enough to really worry about. Little whirlpools and eddies where the
gpacetime continuum was wavering around, wondering which way it ought to jump.

Not dangerous, just a bother. Had to be careful not to drive a puddie jumper into one. But abig one, if
it started to move, might engulf theplant . . .

Outside, the Candles were kicking up the dugt, shuffling and hopping and flapping their arms. For the
moment they were mountain folk back in the hills of Earth, having them ahoe down. But there was
something grotesque about them - like scarecrows set to music.

The plains of Mercury stretched away to the near horizon, rolling plains of bitter dust. The Sunwasa
monstrous thing of bright-blue flamein asky of inky black, ribbons of scarlet curling out like snaky
tentacles.

Mercury wasits nearest to the Sun amere 29,000,000 miles distant, and that probably explained the
warp. The nearness to the Sun and the epidemic of sunspots. Although the sunspots may not have had
anything to do with it. Nobody knew.

Craig had forgotten Page until the man coughed, and then he turned to the desk.

"l hope," said Page, "that you have reconsidered. This project of mine meansalot to me."

Craig was suddenly swept with anger a the man's persistence.

"I gave you my answer once," he sngpped. "That isenough. When | say athing, | meanit.”



"l can't seeyour objection,” said Pageflatly. "After dl, these Candles-"

"Y ou're not capturing any Candles," said Craig. "Y our ideaisthe most crackpot, from more than one
viewpoint, that | have ever heard."

"l can't understand this strange attitude of yours," argued Page. "I was assured at Washington —"

Craig'sanger flared. "I don't give adamn what Washington assured you. Y ou're going back as soon as
the oxygen ship comesin. And you're going back without aCandle.”

"It would do no harm. And I'm prepared to pay well for any servicesyou —"

Craig ignored the hinted bribe, levelled a pencil a Page.

"Let meexplainit to you onceagain.” hesad. "Very carefully and infull, so you will understand.

"The Candles are natives of Mercury. They were herefirst. They were here when men came, and
they'll probably be herelong after men depart. They have let us be and we have et them be. And we
have let them befor just one reason - one damn good reason. Y ou see, we don't know what they could
do if we stirred them up. We are afraid of what they might do.”

Page opened his mouth to speak, but Craig waved him into silence and went on.

"They are organisms of pure energy. Thingsthat draw their life substance directly from the Sun -just as
you and | do. Only we get ours by aroundabout way. Lot more efficient than we are by that very token,
for they absorb their energy direct, while we get ours by chemical processes.

"And when we've said that much - that's about al we can say. Because that's al we know about them.
Weve watched those Candlesfor five hundred years and they il are strangersto us.”

"Y ou think they areintdligent?' asked Page, and the question was a sneer.

"Why not?' snarled Craig. "Y ou think they aren't because Man can't communicate with them. Just
because they didn't break their necksto talk with men.

"Just because they haven't talked doesn't mean they aren't intelligent. Perhagpsthey haven't
communicated with us because their thought and reasoning would have no common basisfor intelligent
communication with mankind. Perhapsit's because they regard Man as an inferior race - arace upon
whichit isnt even worth their while to wagte their time.”

"You'recrazy," yelled Page. "They have watched us al these years. They've seen what we can do.
They've seen our space ships - they've seen us build this plant - they've seen us shoot power across
millions of milesto the other planet.”

"Sure," agreed Craig, "they've seen dl that. But would it impress them? Are you sure it would? Man,
the great architect! Would you bust agut trying to talk to a spider, or an orchard oriole, or amud wasp?
Y ou bet your sweet life you wouldn't. And they're great architects, every one of them."

Page bounced angrily in hischair. "If they're superior to us," heroared, "where are the things they've
done? Where arethar cities, their machines, their civilisations?'

"Perhaps," suggested Craig, "they outlived machines and cities millenniaago. Perhapsthey've reached a
stage of civilisation where they don't need mechanica things." He tapped the pencil on the desk.

"Condder this. Those Candles areimmortd. They'd have to be. Theréd be nothing to kill them. They
gpparently have no bodies - just balls of energy. That'stheir answer to their environment. And you have
the nerve to think of capturing some of them! Y ou, who know nothing about them, plan to take them
back to Earth to use as acircus attraction, a Sde-show drawing card - something for foolsto gape at!"

"People come out here to see them,” Page countered. "Plenty of them. The tourist bureau usethemin
ther advertisng.”

"That's different,” roared Craig. "If the Candles want to put on a show on home territory, there's
nothing we can do about it. But you can't drag them away from here and show them off. That would spell
trouble and plenty of it!"

"But if they're so damned intelligent?" yelped Page, "why do they put on those shows at dl? Just think
of something and presto! - they'reit. Greatest mimicsin the Solar System. And they never get anything
right. It's always cock-eyed. That's the beauty of it."

"It's cock-eyed,” snapped Craig, "because man's brain never fashions aletter-perfect image. The
Candles pattern themsdves directly after the thoughts they pick up. When you think of something you
don't give them dl the details - your thoughts are sketchy. Y ou can't blame the Candles for that. They



pick up what you give them and fill in the rest as best they can. Therefore camelswith flowing manes,
camdswith four and five humps, cameswith horns, an endless parade of screwbal camels, if camelsare
what you are thinking of."

He flung the pencil down angrily.

"And don't you kid yourself the Candles are doing it to amuse us. More than likely they believe we are
thinking up al these swell ideas just to please them. They're having the time of their lives. Probably that's
the only reason they've tolerated us here - because we have such amusing thoughts.

"When Man first came here they were pretty, coloured balsrolling around on the surface, and
someone called them Roman Candles because that's what they looked like. But since that day ' they've
been everything Man has ever thought of."

Page heaved himsdlf out of the chair.

"1 shal report your attitude to Washington, Captain Craig."

"Report and be damned,”" growled Craig. "Maybe you've forgotten where you are. Y ou aren't back on
Earth, where bribes and boot-licking and bulldozing will get aman almost anything he wants. Y ou're at
the power centre on the Sunward side of Mercury. Thisisthe main source of power for dl the planets.
Let this power plant fail, et the transmission beams be cut off and the Solar System goesto hdll!”

He pounded the desk for emphasis.

"I'min charge here, and when | say athing it standsfor you aswell as anyone. My job isto keep this
plant going, keep the power pouring out to the planets. And I'm not letting some half-baked fool come
out here and make metrouble. While I'm here, no oneis going to stir up the Candles. We've got plenty
of trouble without that."

Page edged toward the door, but Craig stopped him.

"Just alittle word of warning," he said, speaking softly. "If | wereyou, | wouldn't try to snesk out any
of the puddle jumpers, including your own. After each trip the oxygen tank istaken out and put into the
charger, soit'll be at first cgpacity for the next trip. The charger islocked and there'sjust onekey. And |
havethat."

Helocked eyes with the man at the door and went on.

"Theresalittle oxygen left in the jumper, of course. Half an hour's supply, maybe. Possibly less. After
that thereisn't any more. It's not nice to be caught like that. They found afellow who that had happened
to just aday or so ago over near one of the Twilight Belt Sations.”

But Page was gone, damming the door.

The Candles had stopped dancing and were rolling around, drifting bubbles of every hue. Occasiondly
one would essay the formation of some object, but the attempt would be half-hearted and the Candle
once morewould revert to its natura sphere.

Old Cregpy must have put hisfiddle away, Craig thought. Probably he was making an ingpection
round, seeing if everything wasdl right. Although there waslittle chance that anything could go wrong.
The plant was automatic, designed to run with the minimum of human attention.

The control room was awonder of clicking, chuckling, chortling, snicking gadgets. Gadgets that kept
the flow of power directed to the substations on the Twilight Belt. Gadgets that kept the tight beams from
the substations centred exactly on those points in space where each must go to be picked up by the
substations circling the outer planets.

L et one of those gadgetsfall - let that spaceward beam sway as much asafraction of adegree. . .
Curt shuddered at the thought of abeam of terrific power smashing into aplanet -perhapsinto acity. But
the mechanism had never failed - never would. It was foolproof. A far cry from the day when the plant
had charged monstrous banks of convertersto be carted to the outer worlds by lumbering spaceships.

Thiswasredlly free power, easy power, plentiful power. Power carried across millions of mileson
Addison'stight-beam principle. Free power to devel op the farms of Venus, the mines of Mars, the
chemica plants and cold laboratories on Pluto.

Down therein the control room, too, were other gadgets as equally important. The atmosphere
machine, for example, which kept the air mixture right, drawing on those tanks of liquid oxygen and
nitrogen and other gases brought across space from Venus by the monthly oxygen ship. Therefrigerating



plant, the gravity machine, the water assembly.

Craig heard the crunch of Creepy's footsteps on the stairs and turned to the door as the old man
shuffled into the room.

Creepy's brows were drawn down and his face looked like athunder-cloud.

"What's the matter now?" asked Craig.

"By cracky," snapped Creepy, "you got to do something about that Rastus.”

Craig grinned. "What's up thistime?"

"He stole my last bottle of drinking liquor,” wailed Creepy. "1 was hoarding if for medical purposes, and
now it's gone. HE's the only one who could have taken it.”

"I'll talk to Rastus," Craig promised.

"Someday," threatened Creepy, "I'm going to get my dander up and whale the everlagtin' tar out of that
smoke. That'sthefifth bottle of liquor he's swiped off me."

The old man shook his head dolefully, whuffled hiswarus-like moustache.

"Asdefrom Rastus, how's everything e se going?' asked Craig.

"Earth just rounded the Sun,” the old man said. "The Venus station took up the load.”

Craig nodded. That was routine. When one planet was cut off by the Sun, the substations of the
nearest planet took on an extraload, diverted part of it to thefirst planet's stations, carrying it until it was
clear again.

He arose from the chair and walked to the port, stared out across the dusty plains. A dot was moving
across the near horizon. A speedy dot, seeming to leap across the dead, grey wastes.

"Knut'scoming!" heyelled to Creepy.

Creepy hobbled for the doorway. "I'll go down to meet him.

Knut and me are having agame of checkers as soon ashe getsin.”

Craig laughed, relieved by Knut's appearance. "How many checker games have you and Knut
played?' he asked.

"Hundreds of 'em," Creepy declared proudly. "He ain't no match for me, but hethinksheis. | let him
beat meregular to keep theinterest up. I'm afraid heéld quit playing if | beat him as often as| could.”

He started for the door and then turned back. "But thisis my turn to win." The old man chuckled in his
moustache.."I'm goin' to give him afirgt-classwhippin.”

"Frg," sad Crag, "tdl him | want to seehim.”

"Sure," said Creepy, "and don't you go telling him about me | etting him beat me. That would make him
sore”

Craig tried to deep but couldn't. He was worried. Nothing definite, for there seemed no cause to
worry. Thetracer placed on the big warp revealed that it was moving dowly, afew feet an hour or o, in
adirection away from the centre. No other large ones had shown up in the directors. Everything, for the
moment, seemed under control. Just little things. Vague suspicions and wondering - snatches here and
therethat failed to fal into the pattern.

Knut, for instance. There wasn't anything wrong with Knut, of course, but while he had talked to him
he had sensed something. An uneasy fedling that 1jfted the hair on the nape of his neck, made the skin
prickle dong his spine. Y et nothing one could lay one's hands on.

Page, too. The damn fool probably would try to sneak out and capture some Candles and then thered
bedl hdl to pay.

Funny, too, how Knut'sradios, both in his suit and in the jumper, had gone dead. Blasted out, asif they
had been raked by asurge of energy. Knut couldn't explain it, wouldn't try. Just shrugged his shoulders.
Funny things aways were happening on Mercury.

Craig gave up trying to deep, did hisfeet into dippers and waked across the room to the port. With a
flip of his hand he raised the shutter and stared out.

Candleswererolling around. Suddenly one of them materialised into a monstrous whisky bottle, lifted
intheair, tilted, liquid pouring to the ground.

Craig chuckled. That would be either Old Creepy bemoaning the loss of that last bottle or Rastus
snesking off to where held hid it to take another nip.



A furtive tap came on the door, and Craig wheeled. For atense moment he crouched, listening, asif
expecting an attack. Then he laughed softly to himsdf. He wasjumpy, and no fooling. Maybe what he
needed was adrink.

Again thetap, moreinsgtent, but ill furtive.

"Comein," Craig caled.

Old Creepy sdled into the room. "I hoped you wasn't adeep,” he said.

"What isit, Cregpy?' And even as he spoke, Craig felt himsalf going tense again. Nerves al shot to
hdll.

Creepy hitched forward.

"Knut," he whispered. "Knut beat me at checkers. Six times hand running! | didn't have achance!”

Craig's laugh exploded in the room.

"But | could aways beat him before,”" the old man inssted. "I even let him beat me every so oftento
keep him interested so hewould play with me. And tonight | wasal set to take him to acleaning—"

Creepy'sface twisted, his moustache quivering.

"Andthat ain't dl, by cracky. | felt, somehow, that Knut had changed and —"

Craig walked close to the old man, grasped him by the shoulder. "I know," he said. "1 know just how
you fdt." Again he was remembering how the hair had crawled upon his skull as he talked to Knut just a
whileago.

Creepy nodded, pale eyes blinking, Adam's apple bobbing.

Craig spun on his hed, snatched up his shirt, started pedling off his pyjama coat.

"Creepy," herasped, "you go down to that control room. Get agun and lock yoursdlf in. Stay there
until | get back. And don't let anyone comein!™

He fixed the old man with agtare. "Y ou understand. Don't let anyone get in! Use your gun if you are
forced to useit. But see no one touches those controls!”

Creepy's eyes bulged and he gulped. "Isthere going to be trouble?* he quavered.

"l don't know," snapped Craig, "but I'm going to find out.”

Downinthe garage, Craig stared angrily at the empty stall.

Page's jumper was gone!

Grumbling with rage, Craig walked to the oxygen-tank rack. The lock was undamaged, and he inserted
the key. The top snapped up and reveded the tanks - al of them, nestling in rows, still attached to the
recharger lines. AlImost unbdieving, Craig stood there, looking at the tanks.

All of them were there. That meant Page had started out in the jumper with insufficient oxygen. It meant
the man would die out on the blistering wastes of Mercury. That he might go mad and leave hisjumper
and wander into the desert, araving maniac, like the man they'd found out near the Twilight station.

Craig siwung about, away from the tanks, and then stopped, thoughts spinning in his brain. There wasn't
any use of hunting Page. The damn fool probably was dead by now. Sheer suicide, that was what it was.
Sheer lunacy. And he had warned him, too!

And he, Craig, had work to do. Something had happened out there at the space warp. He had to lay
those tantalising suspicions that rummaged through his mind. There were some things he had to be sure
about. He didn't have time to go hunting aman who was aready dead, adamn fool who had committed
suicide. The man was nutsto start with. Anyone who thought he could capture Candles. . .

Savagdy, Craig closed one of theline valves, screwed shut the tank valve, disconnected the coupling
and lifted the tank out of the rack. The tank was heavy. It had to be heavy to stand a pressure of 200
atmospheres.

As he gtarted for the jumper, Mathilde, the cat, strolled down the ramp from the floor above and
walked between hislegs. Craig stumbled and dmost fell, recovered his bal ance with amighty effort and
cursed Mathilde with afluency born of practice.

"Me-ow-ow-ow," said Mathilde conversationdly.

Thereis something unreal about the Sunward side of Mercury, an abnormdity that is sensed rather than
Seen.

Therethe Sunisninetimes|arger than seen from Earth, and the thermometer never registers under 650



degrees Fahrenheit. Under that terrific heat, accompanied by blasting radiations hurled out by the Sun,
men must wear photocell spacesuits, must ride photocell cars and livein the power centrewhich initself
islittle more than amighty photocell. For e ectric power can be disposed of, while hest and radiation
often cannot be,

There the rock and soil have been crumbled into dust under the lashing of heet and radiations. There
the horizon is near, always|ooming just ahead, like an ever-present brink.

But it is not these things that make the planet so dien. Rather, it isthe strange distortion of lines, a
distortion that one sometimes thinks he can see, but is never sure. Perhaps the very root of that dien
senseisthefact that the Sun's mass makes atraight line an impossibility, a stress that bends magnetic
fidds and stirs up the very structure of spaceitsdlf.

Curt Craig fdlt that strangeness of Mercury as he zoomed across the dusty plain. The puddle jumper
splashed through a small molten pool, spraying it out in Sizzling sheets. A pool of lead, or maybetin.

But Craig scarcely noticed. At the back of his brain pounded athousand haf-formed questions. His
eyes, edged by crow's-feet, squinted through thefilter shield, following thetrail left by Knut's returning
machine. The oxygen tank hissed softly and the atmosphere mixer chuckled. But dl ese was qui€t.

A howl of terror and dismay shattered the quiet. Craig jerked the jumper to astop, legped from his
seqt, hand streaking to hisgun.

Crawling from under the metal bunk bolted at the rear of the car was Rastus, the whites of his eyes
showing like bull's-eyes.

"Good Lawd," he bellowed, "Whereis|?"

"You'rein ajumper, Sxty milesfrom the Centre," snapped Craig. "What | want to know ishow the hell
you got here.”

Rastus gulped and rose to hisknees. "Y ou seg, it was like this, boss," he ssammered. "I was lookin' for
Mathilde. Dat cat, she run me wild. She sneaksinto the refrigerator al thetime. | jus can't trust her no
place. So when she turned up missin' —"

He struggled to hisfeet, and as he did so a bottle dipped from his pocket, smashed to bits on the meta
floor. Pale-amber liquor ran among the fragments.

Craig eyed the shattered glass. " So you were hunting Mathilde, eh?!

Rastus dumped on the bunk, put his head in hs hands. "Ain't no uselyin' to you, boss," he
acknowledged. "Never getsaway with it. | was havin' meadrink. Just alittlenip. And | fell adeep.”

"Y ou hid the bottle you swiped from Creepy in the jumper,” declared Craig flatly, "and you drank
yoursdlf to deep.”

"Can't seemto helpit,” Rastus moaned. "'Ol' debbil's got me. Can't keep my hands off of a bottle,
somehow. Ol' Mercury, he done dat to me. Ol' debbil planet. Nothin' asit should be. OI' Man Sun pullin'
theinnards out of space. Playin' around with things until they ain't the same—"

Craig nodded, dmost sympatheticaly. That wasthe hel of it. Nothing ever was the same on Mercury.
Because of the Sun's tremendous mass, light was bent, space was warped and eterndly threatening to
shift, basic laws required modification. The power of two magnets would not aways be the same, the
attraction between two dectrica charges would be changed. And the worst of it wasthat a modification
which stood one minute would not stand the next.

"Where are we goin' now, boss?'

"We're going out to the space warp that Knut found," said

Craig. "And don't think for aminute I'll turn around and take you back. Y ou got yoursdlf into this,
remember.”

Rastus's eyes batted rapidly and histongue ran around hislips. "Y ou said the warp, boss? Did | hear
you right? Thewarp?'

Craig didn't answer. He sivung back to his seat, started the jumper once again.

Rastus was staring out of one of the side ports. "There'sa Candle followin' us," he announced. "Big
bluefdler. Skippin' dong right with usal thetime.”

"Nothing funny inthat," said Craig. "They often follow us. Whole herds of them."

"Only onethistime" said Ragtus. "Big bluefdler.”



Craig glanced at the notation of the space warp'slocation. Only afew miles distant. He was amost
there.

There was nothing to indicate what the warp might be, athough the instruments picked it up and
charted it as he drew near. Perhapsif aman stood at just the right angle he might detect a certain
shimmer, acertain strangeness, asif he werelooking into awavy mirror. But otherwise there probably
would be nothing pointing to its presence. Hard to know just where one stopped or started. Hard to
keep from waking into one, even with instruments.

Curt shivered as he thought of the spacemen who had walked into just such warpsin the early days.
Daring mariners of space who had ventured to land their ships on the Sunward side, had dared to take
short excursionsin their old-type spacesuit. Most of them had died, blasted by the radiations spewed out
by the Sun, literally cooked to death. Others had walked across the plain and disappeared. They had
walked into the warps and disappeared asif they had melted into thin air. Although, of course, there
wasn't any air to melt into - hadn't been for many million years.

Onthisworld, al free elements|ong ago had disappeared. Those el ements that remained, except
possibly far underground, were locked so stubbornly in combination that it wasimpossible to blast them
freein any appreciable quantity. That waswhy liquid air was carted clear from Venus.

Thetracksin the dust and rubble made by Knut's machine were plainly visble, and Craig followed
them. The jumper topped adight rise and dipped into adight depression. And in the centre of the
depression was a queer shifting of light and dark, asif one were looking into atricky mirror.

That was the space warp!

Craig glanced at the instruments and caught his breath. Here was a space warp that wasredly big. Still
following the tracks of Knut's machine, he crept down into the hollow, swinging closer and closer to that
shifting, amogt invisible blotch that marked the warp.

"Golly! gasped Rastus, and Craig knew the Negro was beside him, for hefelt his breath upon his
neck.

Here Knut's machine had stopped, and here Knut had gotten out to carry the instruments nearer, the
blotchy tracks of his spacesuit like furrows through the powdered soil. And there he had come back.
And stopped and gone forward again. And there.. ..

Craig jerked the jumper to ahdlt, stared in amazement and horror through thefilter shield. Then, the
breath sobbing in histhroat, he leaped from the sest, scrambled frantically for a spacesuit.

Outside the car, he approached the dark shape huddled on the ground. Slowly he moved nearer, the
hands of fear clutching at his heart. Beside the shape he stopped and looked down. Hesat and radiation
had gotten in their work, shrivelling, blasting, desiccating - but there could be no doubt.

Staring up a him from whereit lay was the dead face of Knut Anderson!

Craig straightened up and looked around. Candles danced upon the ridges, swirling and jostling, silent
watchers of his grim discovery. The onelone blue Candle, bigger than the rest, had followed the machine
into the hollow, was only afew rods away, rolling restlesdy to and fro.

Knut had said something was funny - had shouted it, his voice raspy and battered by the screaming of
powerful radiations. Or had that been Knut? Had Knut aready died when that message came through?

Craig glanced back at the sand, the blood pounding in histemples. Had the Candles been responsible
for this? And if they were, why was he unmolested, with hundreds dancing on the ridge?

And if thiswas Knut, with dead eyes staring at the black of space, who was the other one - the one
who came back?

Candles masquerading as human beings? Was that possible? Mimics the Candleswere - but hardly as
good asthat. There was dways something wrong with their mimicry - something ludicroudy wrong.

He remembered now the look in the eyes of the returned Knut - that chilly, deadly look - the kind of
look one sometimes seesin the eyes of ruthless men. A look that had sent cold chills chasing up his spine.

And Knut, who was no match for Creepy at checkers, but who thought he was because Creepy et
him win a regular intervals, had taken Sx games straight.

Craig looked back at the jJumper again, saw the frightened face of Rastus pressed against thefilter
shield. The Candles still danced upon the hills, but the big blue one was gone.



Some subtle warning, anagty little fegling between his shoulder blades, made Craig spin around to face
thewarp. Just in front of the warp stood aman, and for amoment Craig stared a him, frozen,
speechless, unable to move.

For the man who stood in front of him, not more than 40ft away, was Curt Craig!

Featurefor feature, linefor line, that man was himsdlf. A second Curt Craig. Asif he had rounded a
corner and met himsalf coming back.

Bewilderment roared through Craig's brain, a baffling bewilderment. He took aquick step forward,
then stopped. For the bewilderment suddenly was edged with fear, aknifdike sense of danger.

The man raised a hand and beckoned, but Craig stayed rooted where he stood, tried to reason with his
muddled brain. It wasn't areflection, for if it had been areflection it would have shown him in a spacesuiit,
and this man stood without a spacesuit. And if it were areal man, it wouldn't be standing there exposed
to the madness of the Sun. Such athing would have spelled sure and sudden desth.

Forty feet away - and yet within that 40ft, perhaps very close, the power of the warp might reach out,
might entangle any man who crossed that unseen deadline. The warp was moving, & afew feet an hour,
and this spot where he now stood, with Knut's dead body at hisfeet, had afew short hours ago been
within thelimit of thewarp'sinfluence.

The man stepped forward, and as he did, Craig stepped back, his hands dropping to the gun butts. But
with the guns haf out he stopped, for the man had disappeared. Had smply vanished. There had been no
puff of smoke, no preliminary shimmering as of matter bresking down. The man just Smply wasn't there.
But in his place was the big blue Candle, rocking to and fro.

Cold swest broke out upon Craig's forehead and trickled down hisface. For he knew he had trodden
very closeto death - perhaps to something even worse than death. Wildly he swung about, raced for the
puddle jumper, wrenched the door open, hurled himsdlf at the controls.

Rastuswailed at him. "What's the matter, boss?'

"We have to get back to the centre,” yelled Craig. "Old Creepy isback there dl alone! Lord knows
what has happened to him -what will happen to him."

"But, boss," yipped Rastus, "what's the matter. WWho was back there on the ground?”

"That wasKnut," said Craig.

"But Mr Knut is back there at the centre, boss. | know. | seen him with my own eyes."

"Knut isn't at the centre," Craig snapped. "Knut is dead out there by the warp. The thing that's at the
centreisa Candle, masguerading as Knut!"

Craig drove like amadman, the cold claws of fear hovering over him. Twice he dmost met disaster,
once when the jumper bucked through a deep drift of dust, again when it rocketed through a pool of
moltentin.

"But them Candles can't do that nohow," argued Rastus. "They can't get nothing right. Every time they
try to beathing they aways get it wrong.”

"How do you know that?" snapped Craig. "How do you know they couldn't if they tried? And if they
could and wanted to use it againgt us, do you think they would let us see them do it? Through dl these
yearsthey have done their best to make uslower our guard. They have tried to make us believe they
were nothing but agang of good-natured clowns. That, my boy, is super-plus psychology.”

"But why?' demanded Rastus. "Why would they want to do it? We ain't never hurt them.”

"Ask me another one," said Craig grimly. "The best answer isthat we don't know them. They might
have a dozen reasons - reasons we couldn't understand. Reasons no human being could understand
because they wouldn't tally with the things we know.”

Craig gripped the whed hard and dammed the jumper up an incline dippery with dust.

Damn it, the thing that had come back as Knut was Knuit. It knew the things Knut knew, it acted like
Knut. It had his mannerisms, it talked in hisvoice, it actually seemed to think the way Knut would think.

What could aman - what could mankind do againgt athing like that? How could it separate the original
from the duplicate? How would it know its own?

Thething that had come back to the Centre had beaten Creepy at checkers. Creepy had led Knut to
believe he was the old man's equa at the game, athough Creepy knew he could beat Knut a any time he



chose. But Knut didn't know that - and the thing masguerading as Knut didn't know it. So it had sat
down and beaten Creepy six games hand-running, to the old man's horror and dismay.

Did that mean anything or not?

Craig groaned and tried to get another ounce of speed out of the jumper.

"It wasthat old blue jigger,” said Rastus. "He was sashaying al around, and then he disappeared.”

Craig nodded. "He wasin the warp. Apparently the Candles are able to alter their eectronic structures
s0 they may exist within the warp. They lured Knut into the warp by posing as human beings, arousing his
curiogity, and when he stepped into itsinfluence it opened the way for their attack. They can't get at us
insde asuit, you see, because asuit isaphotocell, and they are energy, and in agame of that sort, the
cdl winsevery time.

"That's what they tried to do with me. Lord knows what the warp would have doneif I'd stepped into
it, but undoubtedly it would have made me vulnerable in the fourth dimension or in some other way. That
would have been al they needed.”

Rastuss eyes strayed to the litter of glass on the floor by the bunk. "Sho' wish | had me a snort of
red-eye," he mourned. "Sho' could do with alittle timulus.”

"It was clever of them," Craig said. "A Trojan horse method of attack. First they got Knut, and next
they tried to get me, and with two of them in the Centre it would not have been so hard to have gotten
you and Creepy."

He dapped the whed avicious stroke, venting his anger.

"And the beauty of it was that no one would have known. The oxygen ship could have come from
Venus and the men on board would never have been the wiser, for they would have met things that
seemed like all four of us. No one would have guessed. They would have had time - plenty of time- to
do anything they planned.”

"What you figure they was aimin' to do, boss?' queried Rastus. "Figure maybe they meant to blow up
that ol' plant?'

"I don't know, Rastus. How could | know? If they were human beings, | could make a guess, because
| could put myself in their shoes and try to think the way they did. But with the Candles you can't do that.
Y ou can't do anything with the Candles, because you don't know what they are.”

"You amin' to raise hdll with dem Candles, boss?!

"With what?' snapped Craig.

"Just give me arazor," exulted Rastus. "Maybe two razors, one for each han'. I'se.a powerful
dangerous man with arazor blade.

"It'll take morethan razors," said Craig. "More than our energy guns, for those things are energy. We
could blast them with everything we had, and they'd just soak it up and laugh at us and ask for more.”

He skidded the jumper around aravine head, dashed acrossthe desert. "First thing,” he declared, "isto
find the one that's masguerading as Knut. Find him and then figure out what to do with him.”

But finding the Knut Candle was easier said than done. Craig, Creepy and Rastus, clad in spacesuiits,
stood in the kitchen at the Centre.

"By cracky," said Creepy, "he must be here somewhere. He must have found him an extra-specia
hideout that we have overlooked."

Craig shook his head. "We haven't overlooked him, Creepy. We've searched this place from stem to
gern. Thereisn't acrack where he could hide."

"Maybe," suggested Creepy, "hefigured the jig was up and took it on the lam. Maybe he scrammed
out thelock when | was up there guarding that control room."

"Maybe," agreed Craig. "l had been thinking of that. He smashed the radio - that much we know. He
was afraid that we might call for help, and that means he may have had a plan. Even now he may be
carrying out thet plan.”

The Centrewas silent, filled with those tiny sounds that only serve to emphasise and deepen asilence.
Thefaint cluck-cluck of the machines on the floor below, the hissng and distant chortling of the
amosphere mixer, the chuckling of the water synthesizer.

"Dang him," snorted Creepy, "I knew he couldn't do it. | knew Knut couldn't best me at checkers



honest —"

From the refrigerator came afrantic sound. "Me-ow -me-ow-ow-ow," it wailed.

Rastus |legped for the refrigerator door, grabbing abroom as he went. "It'sthat Mathilde cat again,” he
ydled. "She'saways sneskin' in on me. Every time my back isturned.”

He brandished the broom and addressed the door. "Y ou jus wait. I'll surework you over with this
here broom. I'll plaster you —"

But Craig had leaped forward, snatched the Negro's hand away from the door. "Wait!" he shouted.

Mathilde yodelled pitifully.

"But, boss, that Mathilde cat —"

"Maybeit isn't Mathilde," Craig rasped grimly.

From the doorway leading out into the corridor came alow purring rumble. The three men whirled
about. Mathilde was standing across the threshold, rubbing with arched back againgt the jamb, plumed
tall waving. From inddethe refrigerator came a scream of savagefdinefury.

Rastus's eyes were popping and the broom clattered to the floor. "But, boss," he shrieked, "there's only
one Mathilde!"

"Of course, there's only one Mathilde," snapped Craig. "One of theseis her. The other isKnut, or the
thing that was Knut."

Thelock agnd rang shrilly, and Craig stepped swiftly to aport, flipped the shutter up.

"It'sPage," he shouted. "Page isback again!"

He turned from the port, face twisted in disbdlief. Page had gone out five hours before - without
oxygen. Y et here he was, back again. No man could live for over four hours without oxygen.

Craig's eyes hardened, and furrows came between his brows.

"Cregpy,” he said suddenly. ™Y ou open the inner lock. Y ou, Rastus, pick up that cat. Don't let her get
away."

Rastus backed off, eyeswidein terror.

"Fick her up," commanded Craig sharply. "Hang onto her."

"But, boss, she—"

"Pick her up, | say!"

Creepy was shuffling down the ramp to the lock. Sowly Rastus moved forward, clumsily reached
down and scooped up Mathilde. Mathilde purred loudly, dabbing at his suit-clad fingers with dainty
paws.

Page stepped out of the jumper and strode across the garage toward Craig, his boot heelsringing on
thefloor.

From behind the spacesuit visor, Craig regarded him angrily. ™Y ou disobeyed my orders,”" he snapped.
"Y ou went out. and caught some Candles.”

"Nothing to it, Captain Craig," said Page. "Docile as so many kittens. Make splendid pets.”

He whistled sharply, and from the open door of the jumper rolled three Candles, ared one, agreen
one, ayellow one. Ranged in arow, they lay just outside the jJumper, rolling back and forth.

Craig regarded them appraisingly.

"Cutelittle devils" said Page good-naturedly.

"And just the right number,” said Craig.

Page started, but quickly regained his composure. "Yes, | think so, too. I'll teach them aroutine, of
course, but | suppose the audience reactionswill bust that al to hell oncethey get on the stage.”

Craig moved to the rack of oxygen tanks and snapped up thelid.

"There'sjust onething | can't understand,” he said. "'l warned you you couldn't get into thisrack. And |
warned you that without oxygen you'd die. And yet hereyou are.”

Pagelaughed. "I had some oxygen hid out, Captain. | anticipated something just like that.”

Craig lifted one of the tanksfrom therack, helditinhisarms. "You'realiar, Page," he said camly.

"Y ou didn't have any other oxygen. Y ou didn't need any. A man would dieif he went out there without
oxygen - die horribly. But you wouldn't - because you aren't aman\"

Page stepped swiftly back, but Craig cried out warningly. Page stopped, asif frozen to thefloor, his



eyes on the oxygen tank. Craig'sfinger grasped the vave control.

"Onemoveout of you," hewarned grimly, "and I'll let you haveit. Y ou know what it is, of course.
Liquid oxygen, pressure of two hundred atmospheres. Colder than the hinges of space.”

Craig grinned ferocioudy. "A dose of that would play hell with your metabolism, wouldn't it? Tough
enough to keep going herein the dome. Y ou Candles have lived out there on the surface too long. You
need alot of energy, and thereisn't much energy here. We haveto screen it out or we would die
oursaves. And therésadamn sight lessenergy inliquid oxygen. Y ou met your own environment, al
right; you even spread that environment pretty wide, but therésalimit to it."

"You'd betaking adifferent tune," Page declared bitterly, "if it weren't for those spacesuits.”

"Sort of crossed you up, didn't they," said Craig. "We're wearing them because we were tracking
down apd of yours. | think hesin the refrigerator.”

"A pd of mine- inarefrigerator?"

"He's the one that came back asKnut," said Craig, "and he turned into Mathilde when he knew we
were hunting for him. But he did the job too well. He was amost more Mathilde than he was Candle. So
he sneaked into the refrigerator. And he doesnt likeit."

Page's shoulders sagged. For amoment his features seemed to blur, then snapped back into rigid lines
agan.

"The answer isthat you do thejob too well," said Craig. "Right now you yoursdlf are more Page than
Candle, more man than thing of energy.”

"We shouldn't havetried it," said Page. "We should have waited until there was someonein your place.
Y ou weretoo frank in your opinion of us. Y ou held none of the amused contempt so many of the others
held. | told them they should wait, but a man named Page got caught in a space warp —"

Craig nodded. "I understand. An opportunity you ssimply couldn't miss. Ordinarily were pretty hard to
get a. Y ou can't fight photocells. But you should strive for more convincing stories. That yarn of yours
about capturing Candles—"

"But Page came out for that purpose,” indsted the pseudo-Page. "Of course, he would havefailed. But,
after dl, it was postic justice.”

"It was clever of you," Craig said softly. "More clever than you thought. Bringing your sidekicksin
here, pretending you had captured them, waiting until we were off our guard.”

"Look," said Page, "we know when we are licked. What are you going to do?"

"Well turn loose the one in the refrigerator,” Craig told him. "Then well open up the locks and you can
go."

"And if we don't want to go?"

"Wed turn loose the liquid oxygen," said Craig. "We have vats of the stuff upstairs. We can close off
thisroom, you know, turn it into ahowling hell. Y ou couldn't live through it. Y ou'd starve for energy.”

From the kitchen came a hideous uproar, a sound that suggested aroll of barbed wire galloping around
atinroof. The bedlam was punctuated by yelps and howls from Rastus.

Creepy, who had been standing by the lock, started forward, but Craig, never lifting an eye from Page,
waved him back.

Down the ramp from the kitchen came aswirling ball of fur, and after it came Rastus, whaling ludtily
with his broom, the ball of fur separated, became two identical cats, tailsfive times norma sze, backs
brigtling, eyes glowing with green fury.

"Boss, | jus got tired of holding Mathilde—" Rastus panted.

"l know," said Craig. "So you chucked her into the refrigerator with the other cat.”

"l sho' did,” confessed Rastus, "and hell busted |oose right underneath my nose."

"All right," snapped Craig. "Now, Page, if you'll tdl uswhich one of thoseisyours—"

Page spoke sharply and one of the cats melted and flowed. Its outlines blurred and it became a
Candle, atiny, pale-pink Candle.

Mathilde | et out one soul-wrenching shriek and fled.

"Page," sad Craig, "weve never wanted trouble. If you are willing we'd like to be your friends. 1an't
there some way?'



Page shook his head. "No, Captain. We're poles apart. | and you have talked here, but we've talked
as man to man rather than as aman and a person of my race. Our differences are too great, our minds
too far apart.”

He hesitated, dmost ssammering. "Y ou're agood egg, Craig. Y ou should have been aCandle.”

"Creepy," sad Craig, "open up thelock.”

Page turned to go, but Craig caled him back. "Just one thing more. A personal favour. Could you tell
me what's at the bottom of this?'

"It'shard to explain,” said Page. "Y ou see, my friend, it'samatter of culture. That isn't exactly the
word, but it'sthe nearest | can expressit in your language.

"Before you came we had a culture, away of life, away of thought, that was distinctly our own. We
didn't develop the way you devel oped, we missed this crude, preliminary civilisation you are passng
through. We started at a point you won't reach for another million years.

"We had agod, an idedl, aplace we were heading for. And we were making progress. | can't explain
it, for - well, there just are no wordsfor it. And then you came aong —"

"I think | know," said Craig. "We are adisturbing influence. We have upset your culture, your way of
thought. Our thoughts intrude upon you and you see your civilisation turning into atroupe of mimics,
absorbing dienidess, dienways.”

He stared a Page. "But isn't there away? Damn it, do we have to fight about this?"

But even as he spoke, he knew there was no way. Thelong role of terrestria history recorded
hundreds of such wars asthis - wars fought over forms of faith, over terminology of religion, over
ideologies, over cultures. And the ones who fought those wars were members of the same race - not
members of two races separated by different origins, by different metabolisms, by different minds.

"No," hesaid, "thereis no way. Some day, perhaps, we will be gone. Some day we will find another
and a cheaper source of power and you will beleft in peace. Until that day —" he left the words
unspoken.

Page turned away, headed for the lock, followed by the three big Candles and the little pink one.

Ranged together at the port, the three Terrestrials watched the Candles come out of the lock. Page
was gtill in theform of aman, but as he walked away the form ran together and puddied down until he
was asphere.

Creepy cackled at Craig'selbow. "By cracky," he yelped, "he was a purple one!”

Craig sat at hisdesk, writing hisreport to the Solar power board, his pen travelling rapidly over the
paper:

- they waited for 500 years before they acted. Perhaps this was merely caution or in the hope they
might find a better way. Or it may be that time has a different value for them than it hasfor us. Inan
existence which gretchesinto eternity, time would have but little value.

For al those 500 years they have watched and studied us. They have read our minds, absorbed our
thoughts, dug out our knowledge, soaked up our personalities. Perhaps they know us better than we
know oursaves. Whether their crude mimicry of our thoughtsis merely aclever ruse to make usthink
they are harmless or whether it reflects differing degrees of the art of mimicry - the difference between a
cartoon and amasterpiece of painting - | cannot say. | cannot even guess.

Heretofore we have never given thought to protect oursalves against them, for we have considered
them, in generd, asamusing entities and little e se. Whether or not the cat in the refrigerator wasthe
Candle or Mathilde | do not know, but it was the cat in the refrigerator that gave me the idea of using
liquid oxygen. Undoubtedly there are better ways. Anything that would swiftly deprive them of energy
would serve. Convinced they will try again, even if they have to wait another 500 years, | urgently
uggest—

He stopped and laid down the pen.
From the kitchen below came the faint clatter of pots and pans as Rastus engineered- adinner.
Bellowed snatches of unmusical song, sandwiched between the claiter of utensils, floated up the ramp:



"Chicken in de bread pan, Kickin' up de dough —"

The wastebasket in the corner moved dightly and Mathilde dunk out, tail at haf mast. With alook of
contempt at Craig, she stalked to the door and down the ramp.

Creepy wastuning up hisfiddle, but only haf-heartedly. Creepy felt badly about Knut. Despite their
checker arguments, the two had been good friends.

Craig considered the things held have to do. Hed have to go out and bring in Knut's body, ship it back
to Earth for buria. But first he was going to deep. Lord, how he needed deep!

He picked up the pen and proceeded with hiswriting:

- that every effort be bent to the devel opment of some convenient weapon to be used against them.
But to be used only in defence. A program of extermination, such as has been carried out on other
planets, isunthinkable,

To dothisit will be necessary that we study them even as they have studied us. Before we can fight
them we must know them. For the next time their method of attack undoubtedly will be different.

Likewise we must develop atest, to be applied to every person before entering the Centre, that will
reveal whether heisaCandle or aman.

And, lastly, every effort should be made to devel op some other source of universa power againgt the
day when Mercury may become inaccessibleto us.

He reread the report and put it down.

"They won't likethat," he told himself. "Especidly that last paragraph. But we haveto face the truth.”

Rastuss voicerose shrilly. Y ou, Mathilde! Y ou get out of therel Can't turn my back but you'rein that
icebox —"

A broom thudded with awhack.

There was no sound from the control room. Creepy apparently had put away his fiddle. Probably
didn't have the heart to play it.

For along time Craig sat at his desk, thinking. Then he arose and went to the port.

Outside, on the hitter plains of Mercury, the Candles had paired off, two and two, were monstrous
dice, rolling inthe dust. Asfar asthe eye could see, the plainswere filled with galloping dominoes.

And every pair, a every toss, wererolling sevend

Buckets of Diamonds
Clifford D. Smak
Copyright 1969

The police picked up Uncle George waking west on EIm Street at 3 o'clock in the morning. Hewas
shuffling dong, muttering to himself, and his clothes were soaked, asif held been out intherain - and
Cottonwood County for the past three months had been suffering adrought, with the corn withering in
thefield and day after day not acloud in sight. He was carrying agood-sized painting undernesth one
arm and in the other hand he carried apail filled to the brim with diamonds. He wasin his stockinged
feet; he'd logt his shoes somewhere. When officer Alvin Saunders picked him up, he asked Uncle George
what was going on, and George mumbled something that Alvin couldn't quite make out. He seemed to be
befuddled.

So Alvintook him to the gation, and it wasn't until then they saw that his pockets bulged. So they
emptied his pockets and laid dl the stuff out on atable, and when they'd had agood look &t it, Sergeant
Steve O'Donndl phoned Chief Chet Burnside to ask him what to do. The chief, sore at being hauled out
of bed, said to throw George into pokey. So that iswhat they did. Y ou couldn't redlly blame the chief, of
course. Off and on, for years, Uncle George had given the police force of Willow Grove afair amount of
trouble.

But as soon as Uncle George had a chance to ook around and realise where he was, he grabbed up a
stool and beat upon the bars, yelling that the dirty fuzz had framed him once again and declaring very
loudly that his condtitutiond rights as afree and upright citizen were being trampled on. "I know my



rights"" heyelled. Y ou owe me at least one phone call and when | get out of here I'm going to sue dl of
you on the grounds of false arrest.”

So they unlocked the cell and let him make hiscal. Asusud he madethe call to me.

"Whoisit?' Elseasked, sitting up in bed.

"It'syour Uncle George," | said.

"I knew it!" | said.
"I knew it!" sheexclamed. "Aunt Myrt is off to Caiforniato vist relatives. And he's running loose
again.”

"All right,” | said to George, "what could it bethistime?'

"Y ou needn't take that tone of voice, John," he said. "It'sonly once or twiceayear | cal you. And
what'sthe use of having alawyer in thefamily ..."

"Y ou can skip that part of it," | told him, "and get down to what isgoing on."

"Thistime," he said, triumphantly, "I got them dead to rights. Thistime you get paid off. I'll split the
judgment with you. | wasn't doing nothing. | was walking down the street when the fuzz pulled up and
hauled mein. | wasn't taggering and | wasn't Singing. | was creating no disturbance. | tell you, John, a
man hastheright to walk the streets, no matter at what hour ..."

"I'll beright down," | said.

"Don't betoolong,” said Else, "Y ou have ahard day coming up in the court.”

"Areyou kidding?' | asked. "With Uncle George, the day's dready lost.”

When | got down to the station, they all were waiting for me. George was Sitting beside atable, and on
the table stood the pail of diamonds with the junk they'd taken from his pockets and the painting was
leaning up againgt it. The police chief had got there, just afew minutes ahead of me.

"Okay," | said, "let's get down to business. What's the charge?"

The chief ill was pretty sore. "We don't need no charge right yet."

"I'll tell you, Chet," | said, "you'll need one badly before the day is over, S0 you better start to thinking."

"I'm going to wait," said Chet, "to see what Charley says."

He meant Charley Nevins, the county attorney.

"All right, then," | said, "if thereis no charge as yet, what are the circumstances?"

"Wadl," said the chief, "George here was carrying apail of diamonds. And you tel mejust how he came
by apail of diamonds.”

"Maybethey aren't diamonds,” | suggested. "How come you're so sure that they are diamonds?”

"Soon as he opens up, welll get Harry in to have alook at them.”

Harry wasthe jeweller, who had a shop across the square.

| went over to the table and picked up some of the diamonds. They surdly looked like diamonds, but |
am no jeweller. They were cut and faceted and shot firein the light. Some of them were bigger than my
fig.

"Even if they should be diamonds,” | demanded, "what has that to do with it? There'sno law | know of
saysaman can't carry diamonds.”

"That'stdling them!" cheered George.

"You shut up,” | told him, "and keep out of this. Let me handleit.”

"But George here hasn't got no diamonds," said the chief. "These must be stolen diamonds.”

"Areyou charging him with theft?' | asked.

"Well, not right now," said the chief. "I ain't got no evidence asyet.”

"And therésthat painting, too," said Alvin Saunders. "It looksto me just like one of them old masters.”

"Therésonething,” | told them, "that puzzles me exceedingly. Would you tell me where, in Willow
Grove, anyone bent on thievery could find an old master or apail of diamonds?'

That stopped them, of course. There isn't anyone in Willow Grove who has an honest-to-God painting
except Banker Amaos Stevens, who brought one back from avisit to Chicago; and knowing aslittleashe
does about the world of art he was probably taken.

"Y oull have to admit, though,” said the chief, "there's something funny going on."

"Maybe so," | said, "but | doubt that that doneis sufficient ground to holdamaninjail.”



"It ain't the diamonds or the painting so much asthis other stuff,” declared the chief, "that makes me
think there are shenanigans afoot. Look at thiswill you!™

He picked up a gadget from the table and held it out to me. "Watch out,” hewarned. "One end of it's
hot, and the other end is cold.”

It was about afoot in length and shaped something like an hourglass. The hourglass part of it was some
sort of transparent plastic, pinched in at the middle and flaring at both ends, and the ends were open.
Through the centre of it ran arod that looked like meta. One end of the metal glowed redly, and when |
held my hand down opposite the open end ablast of heat came out. The other end was white, covered
by crystds. | turned it around to look.

"Keep away fromit," warned the chief. "That end of it is colder than awitch's spit. Them'shigice
crysashangingontoiit.”

I laid it back upon the table, carefully.

"Wdl," the chief demanded, "what do you make of it?"

"I don't know," | said.

| never took any more physicsin school than had been necessary and I'd long since forgotten al I'd
ever known about it. But | knew damn well that the gadget on the table wasimpossible. But impossible
or not, there it was, one end of the rod glowing with its heet, the other frosted by its cold.

"Andthis" said the chief, picking up alittle triangle formed by athin rod of metd or of plastic. "What
do you think of this?"

"What should | think of it?" | asked. "It'sjudt...”

"Stick your finger through it," said the police chief triumphantly.

| tried to stick my finger through it and | couldn't. There was nothing there to stop me. My finger didn't
hit anything, there was no pressure onit and | couldn't fedl athing, but | couldn't put my finger through the
centre of that triangle. It was asif I'd hit asolid wall that | couldn't see or fedl.

"Let meseethat thing,” | said.

The chief handed it to me, and | held it up to the ceiling light and | twisted it and turned it, and so help
me, there wasn't anything there. | could seeright through it and | could see there was nothing there, but
when | tried to put my finger through the centre there was something there to Sopit.

I laid it back on the table beside the hourglass thing.

"Y ou want to see more?' asked the chief.

| shook my head. "I'll grant you, Chet, that | don't know what thisisall about, but | don't see athing
herethat judtifies you in holding George."

"I'm holding him," said the chief, "until | can talk to Charley."

"Y ou know, of course, that as soon as court opens, I'll be back here with an order for hisrelease.”

"1 know that, John," said the chief. "Y oure ared good lawyer. But | can't let him go.”

"If that'sthe case" | said, "'l want asigned inventory of dl this stuff you took off of him, and then | want
youtolock it up.”

"But..."

"Theoreticdly," | said, "it's George's property . . ."

"It couldn't be. Y ou know it couldn't, John. Where would he have gotten ..."

"Until you can prove that he has stolen it from some specific person, | imagine the law would say that it
was his. A man doesn't have to prove where he obtained such property.”

"Oh, dl right," said the chief. "I'll make out theinventory, but | don't know just what well call some of
thissuff.”

"And now," | said, "1'd like to have amoment to confer with my client.”

After balking and stalling around a bit, the chief opened up the city council chamber for us.

'‘Now, George," | said, "l want you to tell me exactly how it was. Tell me everything that happened and
tel it from the gart.”

George knew | wasn't fooling, and he knew better than to lieto me. | dways caught himin hislies.

"Y ou know, of course," said George, "that Myrt isgone

>



"l know that," | said.

"And you know that every time she'sgone, | go out and get drunk and get into some sort of trouble.
But thistime | promised mysdlf | wouldn't do any drinking and wouldn't get into any kind of trouble.
Myrt's put up with alot from me, and thistime | was set to show her | could behave mysdlf. So last night
| was sitting in the living room, with my shoes off, in my stocking feet, with the TV turned on, watching a
ball game. Y ou know, John, if them Twins could get ashortstop they might stand a chance next year. A
shortstop and allittle better pitching and some |eft-handed battersand ..."

"Getonwithit," | said.

"l wasjust dtting there," said George, "watching this here ball game and drinking beer. | had got a
six-pack and | guess | was on the last bottle of it..."

"| thought you said you had promised yourself you would do no drinking.”

"Ah, John, thiswas only beer. | can drink beer dl day and never ..."

"All right,goon," | said.

"Well, | wasjust stting there, drinking that last bottle of beer and the game wasin the seventh inning
and the Y anks had two men on and Mantle coming up ..."

"Damnit, not thegame!" | yelled at him. "Tell me what happened to you. Y ou're the onein trouble.”

"That'sabout al therewasto it,” said George. "It was the seventh inning and Mantle coming up, and
the next thing | knew | waswalking on the street and apolice car pulling up?'

"Y ou mean you don't know what happened in between?Y ou don't know where you got the pail of
diamonds or the painting or al the other junk?"

George shook hishead, "I'm telling you just the way it was. | don't remember anything. | wouldn't lieto
you. It doesn't pay to lieto you. Y ou awaystrip me up.”

| sat there for awhile, looking at him, and | knew it was no use to ask him any more. He probably had
told me the truth, but perhaps not al of it, and it would take more time than | had right then to swest it
out of him.

"OK," | sad, "well let it go at that. Y ou go back and get into that cell and don't let out awhimper. Just
behave yoursdf. I'll be down by nine o'clock or so and get you out. Don't talk to anyone. Don't answer
any questions. Volunteer no information. If anyone asks you anything, tell them I'vetold you not to talk."

"Do | get to keep the diamonds?’

"l don't know," | said. "They may not be diamonds.”

"But you asked for an inventory."

"Surel did," | said, "but | don't know if | can makeit stick.”

"Onething, John. | got an awful thirgt ..."

"No," | said.

"Three or four bottles of beer. That couldn't hurt much. A man can't get drunk on only three or four. |
wasn't drunk last night. | swear to you | wasn't."

"Wherewould | get beer at thistimein the morning?"

"Y ou dways have afew tucked away in your refrigerator. And that's only six blocks or so away."

"Oh, dl right,” | said. "I'll ask the chief about it."

The chief said yes, he guessed it would be dl right, so | |eft to get the beer.

The moon was setting behind the courthouse cupola, and in the courthouse square the Soldier's
Monument was dternately lighted and darkened by astreet lamp swaying in alittle breeze. | had alook
at the ky, and it seemed entirely clear. There were no cloudsin sight and no chance of rain. Thesun, ina
few hours more, would blaze down again and the corn would dry alittle more and the farmers would
watch their wells anxioudy as the pumps brought up lessening streams of water for their bawling cattle.

A pack of five or six dogs came running across the courthouse lawn. There was adog-leashing
ordinance, but everyone turned their dogs loose at night and hoped they would come home for breakfast
before Virgil Thompson, the city dog catcher, could get wind of them.

| got into the car and drove home and found four bottles of beer in the refrigerator. | took it back to the
gation, then drove home again.

By thistimeit was 4.30, and | decided it wasn't worth my while to go back to bed, so I made some



coffee and arted to fry some eggs. Elsie heard me and came down, and | fried some eggsfor her and
we sat and talked.

Her Uncle George had beenin alot of scrapes, none of them serious, and | had aways managed to get
him out of them one way or another. He wasn't avicious character and he was an honest man, liked by
mogt everyonein town. He ran ajunkyard out at the edge of town, charging people for dumping trash,
most of which he used tofill in aswampy stretch of ground, salvaging some of the more usable junk and
sdling it cheap to people who might need it. It wasn't avery eevating kind of business, but he made an
honest living at it and in alittle town like oursif you made an honest living it countsfor quite alot.

But this scrapewas just alittle different, and it bothered me. It wasn't exactly the kind of Situation that
was covered in alaw book. The thing that bothered me the most was where George could have gotten
the suff they found on him.

"Do you think we should phone Aunt Myrt?' asked Else.

"Not right now," | told her. "Having her here wouldn't help at al. All she'd do would be to scream and
wring her hands.”

"What are you going to do first of al?" she asked.

"Frg of dl," | said, "I'm going to find Judge Benson and get awrit to spring him out of jail. Unless
Charley Nivens can find some grounds for holding him and | don't think he can. Not right away, at least.”

But | never got the writ. | was about to leave my office to go over to the courthouse to hunt up the
judge when Dorothy Ingles, my old-maid secretary, told me | had acdl from Charley.

| picked up the phone, and he didn't even wait for me to say hello. He just started shouting.

"All right," heydled, "you can sart explaining. Tell me how you did it."

"How | did what?' | asked.

"How George broke out of jail."

"But heisn't out of jail. When | |eft he waslocked up and | was just now going over to the courthouse

"He's not locked up now," yelled Charley. "The cdll door till islocked, but heisn't there. All that's left
isfour empty beer bottles, standinginarow.”

"Look, Charley," | said, "I don't know athing about this. Y ou know mewell enough ..."

"Yeah," yelled Charley, "1 know you well enough. Thereisn't any dirty trick ..."

He strangled on hiswords, and it was only justice. Of all thetricky lawyersin the state, Charley isthe
trickiedt.

"If you arethinking,” | said, "of swearing out afugitive warrant for him, you might give athought to the
lack of groundsfor hisincarceration.”

"Groundd" yelled Charley. "Thereisthat pail of diamonds.”

"If they areredly diamonds.”

"They are diamonds, that's for sure. Harry Johnson had alook at them this morning and he says that
they are diamonds. Thereisjust onething wrong. Harry saysthere are no diamondsin the world as big
asthose. And very few as perfect.”

He paused for amoment and then he whispered, hoarsely, "Tell me John, what isgoing on? Let mein
onit."

"l don't know," | said.

"But you talked with him and he told the chief you had told him not to answer any questions.”

"That's good legd procedure,” | told him. "Y ou can have no quarrd with that. And another thing, I'll
hold you responsible for seeing that those diamonds don't disappear somehow. | have an inventory
signed by Chet and thereisno charge

"What about bugting jail?'

"Not unless you can show cause for hisbeing arrested in thefirst place.”

He dammed down thereceiver, and | hung up the phone and sat there trying to get the facts straight
ingde my mind. But they were too fantastic for me to make them spdll out any sense.

"Dorothy," | yelled.

She poked her head around the door, her face prissy with her disapproval. Somehow, apparently, she



had heard about what had been going on - as, no doubt, had everyone in town - and she was one of the
few who held Georgein very ill-repute. She thought he was adob. She resented my relationship to him
and she often pointed out that he cost me over the yearsalot of time and cash, with no money ever
coming back. Which was true, of course, but you can't expect ajunkyard operator to afford fancy legdl
feesand, inmy case, hewas Elsesuncle.

"Putinacal to Cavin Ross," | told her, "at the Indtitute of Artsin Minnegpolis. Heisan old friend of
mineand ..."

Banker Amos Stevens came bursting through the door. He crossed the outer office and brushed past
Dorothy asif she weren't there.

"John, do you know what you have got - what you've got down there?”'

"No," | sad. "Pleasetdl me."

"Y ou have got a Rembrandt.”

"Oh, you mean the painting.”

"Where do you think George found a Rembrandt? There aren't any Rembrandts except in museums
and such.”

"WEélIl soon find out more about it," | told Banker Stevens, Willow Grove's one and only expert in the
arts. "I'vegotacal innow and. . ."

Dorothy stuck her head around the door. "Mr Ross is on the phone," she said.

| picked up the phone and | felt alittle funny about it, because Ca Ross and | hadn't seen each other
for agood 15 years or more, and | wasn't even sure he would remember me. But | told him who | was
and acted asif we'd had lunch together just the day before, and he did the same to me.

Then | got down to business. "Cal, we have a painting out here that maybe you should have alook at.
Some people think it might be old and perhaps by one of the old magters. | know that it sounds crazy ..."

"Wheredid you say thispainting is?' he asked.

"Herein Willow Grove."

"Haveyou had alook at it?"

"Well, yes" | said, "aglance, but | wouldn't know ..."

“Tdl him," Stevenswhispered, fiercely, "that it isa Rembrandt.”

"Who ownsit?"

"Not redly anyone,” | said. "It'sdown at the city jail."

"John, are you trying to suck meinto something? As an expert witness, maybe."

"Nothing likethat," | said, "but it does have a bearing on acase of mineand | suppose| could digup a
fee.."

"Tdl him," Stevensinsgted, "that it isaRembrandt.”

"Did | hear someone talking about a Rembrandt?' Cal asked.

"No," | said. "No one knowswhat it is."

"Maybe| could get away," he said.

He was getting interested - well, maybe interested isn't the word; intrigued might be morelikeit.

"| could arrange a charter to fly you out,” | said.

"It'sthat important, isit?'

"Totdl you thetruth, Cd, | don't know if itisor not. I'd just like your opinion.”

"Fix up the charter, then," he said, "and call me back. | can be at the airport to be picked up within an
hour."

"Thanks, Cd," | said. "I'll be seeing you."

Elsewould be sore at me, | knew, and Dorothy would be furious. Chartering a plane for a smal-town
lawyer in aplace like Willow Grove is downright extravagance. But if we could hang onto those
diamonds, or even a part of them, the bill for the charter would be peanuts. If they were diamonds. |
wasn't absolutely sure Harry Johnson would know adiamond if he saw one. He sold them in his store, of
course, but | suspected that he just took some wholesaer's word that what he had were diamonds.

"Who wasthat you were talking to?' demanded Banker Stevens.

| told himwho it was.



"Then why didn't you tell him it was a Rembrandt?' Stevensraged at me. "Don't you think that 1 would
know a Rembrandt?’

| dmost told him no, that | didn't think he would, and then thought better of it. Some day | might have
to ask himfor aloan.

"Look, Amos," | said, "I didn't want to do anything that would pregudice hisjudgment. Nothing that
would sway him oneway or the other. Once he gets here he will no doubt seeright away that itisa
Rembrandt.”

That mollified him abit, and then | called in Dorothy and asked her to fix up arrangementsfor Cdl to be
flown out, and her mouth got grimmer and her face more prissy a every word | said. If Amaos hadn't
been there, sheld have had something to say about throwing avay my money.

Looking at her, | could understand the vast enjoyment she got out of the revival meetings that
blossomed out in Willow Grove and other nearby towns each summer. She went to al of them, no matter
what the sect, and sat on the hard benches in the summer heat and dropped in her quarter when the
collection plate was passed and sucked out of the fire-and-brimstone preaching a vast amount of
comfort. She was dways urging meto go to them, but | never went. | dways had the feding she thought
they might do me aworld of good.

"Y ou're going to belatein court,” shetold me curtly, "and the case this morning is one you've spent a
lot of timeon.”

Which was her way of telling me| shouldn't be wasting any of my time on George.

So | went off to court.

At noon recess, | phoned thejail, and there'd been no sign of George. At three o'clock Dorothy came
across the square to tell me Calvin Rosswould be coming in at five. | asked her to phone Elsieto be
expecting aguest for dinner and maybe one for overnight; and she didn't say anything, but from her face|
knew she thought | was a brute and sheld not blame Elsie any if she up and left me. Such inconsideration!

At fiveo'clock I picked Ca up at our little airport and afair crowd was on hand. Somehow the word
had got around that an art expert was flying out to have alook at the painting George Wetmore had
picked up somewhere.

Ca was somewhat older than | had remembered him and age had served to emphasise and sharpen up
the dignity that he'd had even in hisyouth. But he was kind and affable and as enthusiastic about hisart as
he had ever been. And | redlised, with agtart, that he was excited. The possibility of finding along-lost
painting of some sgnificance must be, | realised, adream thet is dear to everyonein the field.

| drove him down to the square and we went into the station and | introduced him round. Chet told me
there was no sign of George. After alittle argument he got out the painting and laid it on the table
underneeth the calling light.

Ca walked over to ook down at it and suddenly hefroze, like abird dog on the point. For along time
he stood there, not moving, looking down at it, while the rest of us stood around and tried not to breathe
too hard.

Then hetook afolding magnifier out of his pocket and unfolded it. He bent above the painting and
moved the glass from spot to spot, staring at each spot over which he held the glass for long seconds.

Finaly he straightened up.

"John," he said, "would you pleasetilt it up for me."

| tilted it up on the table and he walked back aways and had along look at it from several angles and
then came back and examined it with the glass again.

Finaly he straightened up again and nodded to Chet.

"Thanksvery much," hesad. "If | wereyou, I'd guard that canvas very carefully.”

Chet was dying to know what Cal might think, but | didn't give him achanceto ask. | doubt Ca would
have told him anything even if hed asked.

| hustled Cdl out of there and got him in the car and we sat there for amoment without either of them
saying anything at dl.

Then Cd said, "Unlessmy criticd faculties and my knowledge of art have deserted me entirdly, that
canvasin thereis Toulouse-Lautrec's Quadrille a the Moulin Rouge.”



So it wasn't Rembrandt! 1'd known damn well it wasn't. So much for Amos Stevend!

"I'd stakemy lifeonit," said Cdl. "'l can't be mistaken. No one could copy the canvas asfaithfully as
that. Thereisonly onething wrong."

"What isthat?" | asked.

"Quadrille a the Moulin Rouge isin Washington at the National Gallery of Art."

| experienced asinking feding in my gizzard. If George somehow had managed to rifle the Nationd
Gdlery both of uswere sunk.

"It's possiblethe painting ismissng,” said Cd, "and the Nationd Gallery people are keegping quiet about
it for aday or two. Allthough ordinarily, they'd notify other large museums and some of the dedlers.”

He shook his head, perplexed. "But why anyone should stedl it ismore than | would know. There's
awaysthe possbility that it could be sold to some collector who would keep it hidden. But that would
require prior negotiations, and few collectors would be so insane asto buy a painting as famous asthe
Moulin Rouge."

| took some hope from that. "Then there isn't any possibility George could have stolen it.”

Helooked at me, funny. "From what you tell me," he said, "this George of yours wouldn't know one
painting from another.”

"l don't think he would.”

"Wadll, that lets him out. He must have just picked it up somewhere. But where - that's the question.”

| couldn't help him there.

"l think," said Cal, "1 had better make aphone call.”

We drove down to the office and climbed the sairs.

Dorothy was waiting for me to come back, and she still was sore at me. "Thereisa Colonel Sheldon
Reynoldsin your office," shetold me. "Heisfrom the Air Force."

"| can phone out here," said Cdl.

"Colond Reynolds has been waiting for sometime," said Dorothy, "and he strikes me asamost patient
| could see she didn't approve of me associating with people from theworld of art and that she highly
disapproved of me meeting with the Air Force and she still was sore at me for giving Elsie such short
notice we were to have adinner guest. She was very properly outraged, athough she wastoo much of a
lady and too loya an employee to bawl me out in front of Cal.

| went into my office, and sure enough, Colondl Reynolds was there, acting most impatient, Sitting on
the edge of achair and drumming hisfingersonitsarms.

He quit his drumming and stood up assoon as| camein.

"Mr Page," hesaid.

"I'm sorry you had towait," | said. "What can | do for you?"

We shook hands, and he sat down in the chair and | perched uneasily on the edge of the desk, waiting.

"It has come to my attention,” he told me, "that there have been some extraordinary occurrencesin
town and that there are certain artifactsinvolved. I've spoken with the county attorney, and he saysyou
aretheman | haveto talk with. It gppearsthere is some question about the ownership of the artifacts.”

"If you're talking about what | think you are," | told him, "thereis no question whatsoever. All the
articlesin question are the property of my client.”

"I understand your client has escaped fromjail.”

"Disappeared,” | said. "And hewas placed in custody origindly in anillega manner. The man was
doing nothing except walking on the street.”

"Mr Page," said the colond, "you do not have to convince me | have no interest in the merits of the
case. All the Air Forceis concerned about are certain gadgets found in the possession of your client.”

"Y ou have seen these gadgets?'

He shook his head. "No. The county attorney told me you'd probably crucify himin court if helet me
see them. But he said you were a reasonable man and if properly appedledto ..."

"Colond," | said, "I'm never areasonable man where the welfare of my client could be jeopardised.”

"Y ou don't know where your client is?'



"l havenoidea”

"He must have told you where he found the stuff.”

"l don't think he knows himsdlf,” | said.

The colond, | could see, didn't believeaword | told him, for which | couldn't very well blame him.

"Didn't your client tell you held contacted a UFO?"

| shook my head, bewildered. That was a new one on me. I'd never thought of it.

"Mr Page," the colond said, "I don't mind telling you that these gadgets might mean alot to us. Not to
the Air Force done, but to the entire nation. If the other sde should get hold of some of them before we
didand...

"Now wait aminute," | interrupted. "Are you trying to tell me there are such things as UFOs?"

He stiffened. "I'm not trying to tell you anything at dll," he said. "1 ansmply asking. . ."

The door opened, and Cdl stuck in his head. " Sorry for breaking in likethis," he said, "but | haveto
leave"

"You can't do that,” | protested. "Elsieis expecting you for dinner.”

"l haveto go to Washington," he said. "Y our secretary says shewill run meto the airport. If the pilot
can get me home within an hour or so, | can catch aplane.”

"Y ou talked with the Nationa Gallery?'

"The painting is4till there," he said. "Thereisaremote possibility there may have been asubstitution,
but with the tight security that seemsimpossible. | don't suppose there would be any chance ..."

"Not aghogt,” | said. "The painting Saysright here.”

"But it belongsin Washington!"

"Not if there aretwo of them," | shouted.

"But there can't be."

"There appearsto be," | told him. "I'd feed awholelot better, John, if it werein asafer place.”

"Thepoliceare guarding it.”

"A bank vault would be awholelot better."

"Il look intoit,” | promised. "What did the National Gallery say abouit it?"

"Not much of anything,” said Cdl. "They are flabbergasted. Y ou may have them out here.”

"I might aswell," | said. "'l have the Pentagon.”

We shook hands, and he left; | went back and perched upon the desk.

"Y ou're ahard man to ded with," said the colond. "How do | reach you? Patriotism, perhaps?"

"I'm not apatriotic man,” | told him, "and I'll instruct my client not to be."

"Money?'

"If therewerealot of it."

"The public interes?'

"Y ou've got to show meit'sin the public interest.”

Weglared a one another. | didn't like this Colondl Sheldon Reynolds, and he reciprocated.

The phone banged at me.

It was Chet down at the police gtation. His words started tumbling over one another as soon as|
picked up the phone.

"Georgeisback!" he shouted. "Thistime he has got someone with him and he's driving something that
lookslikeacar, but it hasn't got no whedls. . . 1"

| dammed down the phone and ran for the door. Out of thetail of my eyel saw that Reynolds had
jumped up and was running after me.

Chet had beenright. It looked like a car, but it had no whedls. It was standing in front of the police
gtation, hanging there about two feet off the ground and agentle thrumming indicated there was some
mechanism somewhereingde of it that was running smoothly.

Quite acrowd had gathered and | forced my way through it and got up beside the car.

George was Sitting in what appeared to be the driver's seat and sitting beside him was a scarecrow of a
fellow with the sourest face I've ever seen on any man.

He wore ablack robe that buttoned up the front and up close around histhroat and a black skullcap



that came down hard againgt his ears and across his forehead; his hands and face, al of him that showed,
werefishbdly white.

"What happened to you?' | demanded of George. "What are you sitting here for?”

"1 tdl you, John," he said, "1 am somewhat apprehensive that Chet will try to throw meinto the pokey
once again. If he makesamoveI'm al ready to go shooting out of here. This here vehicleisthe dickest
thing thereis.

"It'll go aong the ground or it will shoot up inthe air and makejust like aplane. | ain't rightly got the
hang of it yet, having hardly drivenit, but it handles smooth and easy and it aint no trick at dl to driveit.”

"You cantdl him," said Charley Nevins, "that he need not fear arrest. Thereis something most peculiar
going on here, but-I'm not sure & dl thereisviolation of the law involved.”

I looked around in some surprise. | hadn't noticed Charley standing there when 1I'd pushed through the
crowd.

Reynolds shoved in ahead of me and reached up to grab George by the arm.

" am Colonel Reynolds," hesaid, "and | am from the Air

Force and it'sterribly important that | know what thisis al about. Where did you get this car?!

"Why," George said, "it was standing there with a pile of other junk, so | took it. Someone threw it
away and didn't seem to want it. There were alot of people there throwing things away that they didn't
want."

"And | suppose,” ydled Chet, "that someone threw away the painting and the pail of diamonds.”

"1 wouldn't know about that,” Georgetold him. "I don't seem to remember much about that other trip.
Except there wasthisbig pile of stuff and that it wasraining ..."

"Shut up, George," | said. He hadn't told me anything about apile of stuff. Either his memory was
improving or he had lied to me.

" think," said Charley, getting edgy, "that we dl better St down together and seeif we can make some
sense out of these proceedings.”

"That'sdl right with me," | said, "aways remembering that this machine remains technicaly the property
of my dient."

"It ssemsto me,'! Charley said to me, "that you're being somewhat unreasonable and high-handed in
thiswhole affarr.”

"Charley,” | said, "you know | haveto be. If | let down my guard aminute, you and Chet and the
Pentagon will tramp al over me."

"Let'sget onwithit," said Charley. "George, you put that machine down on the ground and come along
with us. Chet will stand guard over it and see no one touchesit.”

"And whileyou're doing that," | said, "don't take your eyes off the painting and the diamonds. The
painting just might be worth an awful lot of money.”

"Right now," said Chet, disgusted, "would be a swell time for someone to rob the bank. I'd have the
entire force tied up watching dl thisjunk of George's."

"I think, too,"” said Charley, "we better include this passenger of George'sin our little talk. He might be
ableto add some enlightenment.”

George's passenger didn't pay any attention. He'd been paying no attention al along. He had just been
gtting there, bolt upright in his seet, with hisface pointing straight ahead.

Chet waked officioudy around the car. The passenger said something, at somelength, inahigh
chittering voice. | didn't recognise aword of it but crazy asit sounds, | knew exactly what he said.

"Don't touch me!" he said. " Get away from me. Don't interfere with me."

And, having said this, he opened the door and let himself to the ground. Chet stepped back from him
and so did dl the others. Slence fell upon the gathering which had been buzzing up until thismoment. As
he advanced down the street, the crowd parted and pressed back to make way for him. Charley and the
colonel stepped backward, bumping into me, pinning me against the car, to get out of hisway. He passed
not more than 10ft from me and | got agood ook at hisface. There was no expresson on it and it was
st inanaturd grimness - theway, | imagined, that ajudge of the Inquisition might have looked. And
there was something else that is very hard to say, an impression that trandated itsdlf into a sense of smdll,



although | was sure there was no actua odour. The odour of sanctity isascloseas| can cometoiit, |
guess. Some sort of vibration radiating from the man that impinged upon the sensesin the same manner,
perhaps, as ultrasonics will impinge without actua hearing upon the senses of adog.

And then he was past me and gone, waking down the street through the lane of human bodies that
sepped asidefor him, walking dowly, unconcernedly, dmost strolling - waking asif he might have been
al aone, gpparently unaware of asingle one of us.

All of uswatched him until he was free of the crowd and had turned a corner into another street. And
even for amoment after that we stood uncertain and unmoving until finally someone spoke awhisper and
someone ansvered him and the buzz of the crowd took up again, athough now a quieter buzz.

Someone'sfingers were digging hard into the muscles of my upper arm and when | looked around, |
saw that it was Charley who had fastened onto me.

Ahead of me, the colond turned his head to look at me. His face was white and tight and little drops of
perspiration stood out dong his hairline.

"John," said Charley, quietly, "I think it isimportant that we ai St down together.”

| turned around toward the car and saw that it was now resting on the ground and that George was
Qgetting out of it.

"Comeadong," | said to George.

Charley led, pushing hisway through the crowd, with the colond following and George and me bringing
up the rear. We went down the street, without aword among us, to the square and walked acrossthe
lawn to the courthouse steps.

When we got in Charley's office, Charley shut the door and dug down into a desk drawer and come up
with ajug. He got out four paper cups and poured them amost full.

"Noice" hesad, "but what the hdll, it'sthe liquor that we need."

Each of ustook acup and found a place to sit and worked on the booze awhile without saying
anything.

"Colond," Charley findly asked, "what do you make of it?"

"It might beahelp,” the colond said, "if we could talk with the passenger. | assume some attempt will
be made to apprehend the man.”

"l suppose we should,” said Charley. "Although how one apprehends abird like that, | don't redly
know."

"He caught us by surprise,” the colonel pointed out. "Next timewell be ready for him. Plug your ears
with cotton, so you cannot hear him ..."

"It may take more than that,” said Charley. "Did anyone actualy hear him speak?'

"He spoke, dl right," | said. "He uttered words, but there was none | recognised. Just asort of chirping
gibberigh."

"But we knew what he meant,” said Charley. "Every single one of usknew that. Telepathy, perhaps?”

"l doubt it," the colond said. "Teepathy is not the smple thing so many people think."

"A new language,” | suggested. "A language scientifically constructed. Soundsthat are designed to
trigger certain understandings. If one dug deep enough into semantics..."

Charley interrupted me; gpparently he took no stock in my semanticstalk.

"George," he asked, "what do you know of him?"

George was sunk back deep into achair, with his shoelessfeet suck out in front of him. He had hisbig
mitt wrapped around the paper cup and was wriggling histoes and he was content. It did not take an
awful lot to make George content.

"l don't know athing," said George.

"But he was riding with you. He must have told you something.”

"He never told meathing," said George. "He never said aword. | wasjust driving off and he came
running up and jumped into the seat and then ..."

"Y ou were driving off from where?'

"Wdll," said George, "there was this big pile of stuff. It must have covered severd acresand it was
piled up high. It seemed to be in asort of square, like the courthouse and no lawn, but just a sort of



paving that might have been concrete and al around it, everywhere you looked, but quite a distance off,
there were big high buildings™

Charley asked, exasperated, "Did you recognise the place?’

"l never saw the place before," said George, "nor no pictures of it, even.”

"Perhaps it would be bet," suggested Charley, "if you told it from the start.”

So Georgetold it the way he had told it to me.

"That firgt time it was raining pretty hard,” he said, "and it was sort of dark, asif evening might be
coming on, and al | saw wasthis pile of junk. I didn't see no buildings.”

He hadn't told me held seen anything at al. He had claimed he hadn't known athing until he was back
in Willow Grove, waking on the street, with the police car pulling up. But | let it go and kept on listening.

"Then," said George, "after Chet threw meinto pokey . . ."

"Now, wait aminute there," said Charley. "I think you skipped abit. Where did you get the diamonds
and the painting and al the other tuff?"

"Why, off the pile of junk,"” said George. "Therewas alot of other stuff and if I'd had thetime | might
have done some better. But something seemed to warn methat | didn't have much time and it wasraining
and the rain was cold and the place was sort of spooky. So | grabbed what | could and put it in my
pockets and | took the pail of diamonds, athough | wasn't sure they were really diamonds, and then |
took the painting because Myrt has been ydling that she wants a high-class picture to hang in the dining
room..."

"And then you were back home again?"

"That isit," said George, "and | am waking down the street, minding my own business and not doing
anythingillegd ..."

"And how about the second time?”

"Y ou mean going back again?'

"That'swhat | mean," said Charley.

"That first time," said George, "it was unintentiond. | wasjust Stting in the living room with my shoes off
and acan of beer, watching television and in the seventh inning the Y ankees had two on and Mantle
coming up to bat - say, | never did find out what Mantle did. Did he hit ahomer?"

"He struck out," said Charley.

George nodded sadly; Mickey ishis hero.

"The second time," said George, "I sort of worked at it. | don't mind acell so much, you understand, as
the injudtice of being there when you ain't done nothing wrong. So | talked John into bringing me some
beer and | sat down and started drinking it. There wasn't any televison, but | imagined televison. |
imagined it red hard and | put two men on bases and had Mantle coming up - dl in my mind, of course -
and | guessit must have worked. | was back again, in the place where there was this pile of junk.

Only you must understand it wasn't redly junk. It was al good stuff. Some of it didn't make any sense
a al, but agood part of it did; and it was just setting there and no one touching it and every now and
then someone would come walking out from some of thosetal buildings - and it was quite awalk, | tell
you, for those buildings were along ways off - and they'd be carrying something and they'd throw it on
the pile of junk and go walking back."

"| takeit," said the colond, "that you spent more time there on your second trip."

"It was daytime," George explained, "and it wasn't raining and it didn't seem so spooky, dthoughiit did
seem lonesome. There weren't any people - just the few who came walking to throw something on the
pile, and they didn't pay much attention to me; they acted amogt asif they didn't sseme. You
understand, | didn't know if I'd ever get back there again and there was alimit to how much | could
carry, o thistimel figured I'd do ajob of it. I'd look over the pile and figure exactly what | wanted.
Maybe | should say that alittle differently. Therewasalot of it | wanted, but | had to decide what |
wanted most. So | started walking around the pile, picking up stuff | thought | wanted until | saw
something | took a specid liking to then I'd decide between it and something else | had picked up.
Sometimes I'd discard the new thing | had picked up and sometimes I'd keep it and drop something else.
Because, you see, | could carry just so much, and by thistime | was loaded with about al that | could



carry. Therewasalot of niceitems up on the sides of the pile, and once | tried climbing the pileto get a
funny-looking sort of gadget, but that stuff was piled loose, just tossed up there, you know; and when |
dtarted to climb, the stuff started to shift and | was afraid it might al come down on top of me. So|
climbed down again, redl careful. After that | had to satisfy mysdlf with whatever | could pick up at the
bottom of the pile.”

The colond had become greetly interested, leaning forward in his chair so he wouldn't missaword.
"Some of thisjunk," he asked. "Could you tell what it was?"

"Therewas apair of spectacles," said George, "with some sort of gadget on them and | tried them on
and | got so happy that it scared me, so | took them off and | quit being happy; then | put them on again
and | was happy right away ..."

"Happy?' asked Charley. "Do you mean they made you drunk?'

"Not drunk, happy," said George. "Just plain happy, that isall. No troubles and no worries and the
world looked good and aman enjoyed living. Then there was another thing, abig square piece of glass. |
suppose you'd call it acube of glass. Like these fortune tellers have, but it was square instead of round. It
was apretty thing, dl by itself, but when you looked into it - well, it didn't reflect your face, like amirror
does, but there seemed to be some sort of picturein it, deep inside of it. It looked to me, that first time,
like maybe it was atree and when | looked closer | could seeit wasatree. A big, high em treelike the
one that used to stand in my grandfather's yard, the one that had the bobolink's nest way up at the top,
and thisone, too, | saw, had abobolink's nest and there was the bobolink, himsdf, sitting on alimb
beside the nest. And then | saw it wasthe very tree that | remembered, for there was my grandfather's
house and the picket fence and the old man sitting in the battered lawn swing, smoking his corncab pipe.
Y ou see, that piece of glass showed you anything that you wanted to see. First therewas just the tree,
then | thought about the nest and the nest was there and then the house showed up and the picket fence
and | wasal right until | saw the old man himself - and him dead for twenty years or more. | looked at
him for awhile and then | made mysdlf look away, because | had thought alot of the old man and seeing
him there made me remember too much, so | looked away. By then | thought | knew what this glass was
all about so | thought of a pumpkin and the pie was there, with gobs of whipped cream piled on it and
then | thought of a stein of beer and the beer wasthere ..." "'l don't believe," said Charley, "asingle word
of this" "Go on," urged the colond. "Tdl ustherest of it." "Well," said George, "'l guess| must have
walked dmost al theway around that pile, picking one thing up and throwing another away and | was
loaded, | cantdl you. | had my armsfull and my pockets full and stuff hung around my neck. And
suddenly, driving out from those tall buildings camethis car, floating about three feet off theground ..."

"Y ou mean the vehicle that you have out there?'

"The very one," said George. " There was a sad-looking old geezer driving it, and he ran it up dongside
the pile and set it down, then got out of it and started walking back, sort of hobbling. So | went up to it
and | dumped all the tuff | had been carrying into the back seat and it occurred to methat withiit | could
carry away morethan | could in my arms. But | thought that first, perhaps, | had ought to seeif | could
operateit, so | climbed in the driver's seat and therewasno trick toit at al. | started it up and began to
driveit, dow, around the pile, trying to remember where | had discarded some of the stuff | had picked
up earlier - intending to go back and get it and put it in the back seet. | heard the sound of running feet
behind me and when | looked around there was this gent all dressed in black. He reached the car and put
one hand upon it and vaulted into the seat beside me. The next ingant we were in Willow Grove."

"You meantotdl us," cried the colond, legping to hisfeet, "that you have the back seet of that car
loaded with some of these things you have been telling us about?!

"Colond, please st down," said Charley. "Y ou can't possibly believe any of the things he has been
telling us. On the face of them, they aredl impossbleand ..."

"Charley," | said, "let me cite afew moreimpossihilities, like apainting being in the Nationa Gallery of
Art and dso in Willow Grove, like that car out there without any whedls, like a gadget that is hot at one
end and cold at the other.”

"God, | don't know," said Charley, desperatdly. "And | am the guy that hasit in hislap.”

"Charley," | said, "'l don't believe you have anything inyour lap at al. | don't think thereisasinglelegd



question involved in thiswhole mess. Taking acar you might say, being of the particular turn of lega mind
you are, without the permission of the owner, only it isnot acar
>

"It'savehiclel" Charley yeled.

"But the owner had junked it. Hed junked it and walked away and ..."

"What | want to know," the colond said, "iswherethis placeis and why the people were discarding
their possessions.”

"And you'd dso," | said, "loveto get your hands on some of those possessions.”

"Y ou're damned right | would" said the colond, grimly. "And I'm going to. Do you redise what some of
them might mean to this nation of ours? Why, they might spdll the margin of difference between usand
the other sdeand | don'tintend ..."

"Colond," | said, "haul down the flag. Thereisno use of screaming. | am sure that George would be
willing to discusstermswith you."

Feet came pounding up the stairs and down the hall. The door flew open and adeputy sheriff came
skidding to a hdlt.

"Charley," he panted, "I don't know what to do. There's been a crazy-looking coot preaching to a
crowd out by the Soldier's Monument. The sheriff, | am told, went out to stop it, him not having any
licence to be preaching anywhere, |et done the courthouse square, and then came charging back. | came
in the back way, without knowing anything about what was going on, and | found the sheriff collecting up
the guns and ammunition and when | asked him what was going on, he wouldn't talk to me, but went
walking out the front door and he threw dl of them gunsand dl that ammunition down &t the base of the
monument. And there are alot of other people bringing other things and throwing them there, too ..."

| didn't wait to hear the rest of it. | dodged past the deputy and through the door and down the stairs,
heading for the building's front.

The pile had grown to a size that was big enough to cover the base of the monument; and there were, |
saw, such things as bicycles, radios, typewriters and 5 sewing machines, dectric razorsand lawvn
mowers, and there was a car or two, jammed up againgt the monument. Dusk had falen and the farmers
were coming into town to trade and people were coming across the square, dark, muffled figures, lugging
stuff to throw upon the pile.

Therewas no sign of the passenger. He had done his dirty work and gone. Standing therein the
courthouse square, with the street lamps swinging in the tiny breeze and | those dark-enshrouded figures
toiling up the lawn toward the monument, | had the vision of many other towns throughout the country
with growing piles of discarded objects bearing testimony to the gullibility of the human race.

My God, | thought, they never understood aword of what he said, not asingle syllable of that clacking
tongue of his. But the message, as had been the case which we'd pushed back to clear the path for him,
had been plain and clear. Thinking about it, | knew I'd been right up there in Charley's officewhen I'd
said it was ameatter of semantics.

We had words, of course, lots of words, perhaps more than an ordinary man would ever need, but
intellectua words, tailored for their precise statement of one peculiar piece of understanding; and we'd
become so accustomed to them, to their endless ebb and flow, that many of them - perhaps most of them
- had lost the depth and the precision of their meaning. There had been atime when gresat orators could
catch and hold the public ear with the pure poetry of their peech and men such asthese had at times
turned the tide of nationa opinion. Now, however, in large part, spoken words had lost their power to
move. But the laugh, | thought, would never lose its meaning. The merry laugh thet, even if one were not
included init, could lift the human spirits; the belly laugh that spelled out unthinking fellowship; the quiet
laugh of superior, superciliousintellect that could cut the ground benesth one.

Sounds, | thought - sounds, not words - sounds that could trigger basic human reaction. Wasit
something such asthisthat the passenger had used? Sounds so [aborioudy put together, probing so
deeply into the human psyche, that they said dmost as much asthe most carefully constructed sentence
of intellectua speech, but with the one advantage that they were convincing as words could never be. Far
back in man's prehistory there had been the grunt of warning, the cry of rage, the food-cal, thelittle



clucking recognition sgnds.

Wasthis strange language of the passenger's no more than a sophisticated extension of these primal
sounds?

Old Con Wesatherby came tramping stolidly acrossthe lawn to fling his portable television set upon the
pile, and behind him came ayoung housewife | didn't recognise who threw atoaster and ablender and a
vacuum cleaner beside Con'stelevision set.

My heart cried out to them in my pity of what was happening and | suppose | should have hurried forth
and spoken to them - Old Con at least - trying to stop them, to show them thiswas al damn foolishness.
| knew Old Con had saved dollars here and there, going without the drinks he wanted, smoking only
three cigarsaday instead of hisusud five, so that he and hisold lady could have that television set. But,
somehow, | knew how usdlessit would be to stop them, to do anything abot it.

| went down across the lawn fedling beat and dl played out. Coming up the lawn toward me,
staggering under aheavy load, came afamiliar figure.

"Dorothy!" | yeled.

Dorothy stopped and some of the books that she was carrying up toward the monument came unstuck
from the load and went thumping to the ground. In aflash | knew exactly what they were - my law
books.

"Hey!" | yelled. "Take those back, Hey, what isgoing on!"

| didn't need to ask, of course. Of dl the people in Willow Grove, she would have been the one most
certain to be on hand to listen to the passenger and the most avid to believe. She could smell out an
evangelist 20 milesaway and the high moments of her life were those spent with her scrawny little bottom
planted on the hardness of abench in the suffocating air of atent meeting and listening to somejackleg
preacher spout about his hdllfire and brimstone. Sheld believe anything at dl and subscribeto it
whole-heartedly so long asit was evangelistic.

| started down the lawn toward her but was distracted.

From the other side of the square came asnarling, yipping sound; out of the dusk came arunning
figure, with apack of dogs snapping at his heds. The man had shucked up hisrobeto give him extraleg
room, and he was making exceptionally good time. Every once in awhile one of the dogswould get a
mouthful of the robe that flowed out behind him, snapping in thewind of hisrapid movement, but it didn't
dow him down.

It was the passenger, of course, and while hed done right well with humans, it was quite evident he
was doing not so well with dogs. They had just been let loose with the dusk, after being tied up for the
day, and they were spoiling for abit of fun. They didn't understand the talk of the passenger perhaps, or
there was something so different about him that they immediately had pegged him as some sort of
outlander to be hunted down.

He went across the lawn below mein arush with the dogs very close behind, and out into the stret,
and it wasn't until then that | realised where he would be heading.

| let out awhoop and set out after him. He was heading for that car to make his getaway and | couldn't
let him doit. That car belonged to George.

| knew | could never catch him, but I pinned my hopes on Chet. Chet would have aman or two
guarding the car; and while the passenger would probably talk them out of it, they might dow him abit,
enough for meto catch up with him before he had taken off. He might try, of course, to talk me out of it
aswadl with his chittering gibberish, but | told myself I'd have to do my best to resst whatever he might
tdl me.

We went whipping down the street, the passenger with the dogs close to his hedls, and me close to the
dogs, and there, up ahead, stood the car out in front of the station. There still was afair-sized crowd
around it, but the passenger yelled some outlandish sounds at them and they began to scatter.

Hedidn't even break hisstride, and I'll say this much for him - he was quite an athlete. Ten feet or so
from the car, he jumped and sailed up through the air and landed in the driver's seat. He was plenty
scared of those muitts, of course, and that may have hel ped him some; under certain crisis circumstances
aman can accomplish feats that ordinarily would be impossible. But even so, he had to befairly ahletic



to manage what he did.

Ashelanded in the driver's seat the car immediately took off upward at adant, and in a couple of
seconds had soared above the buildings and was out of sight. The two cops that Chet had detailed to
guard the car just stood there with their jaws hanging down, looking up to where the car had gone. The
crowd that had been there and scattered when the passenger yelled his gibberish at them now turned
about and stared as vacantly, while the dogs circled around, puzzled, sniffing at the ground and every
now and then pointing up anoseto bay.

| was standing there like the rest of them when someone came running up behind me and grabbed my
arm. It was Colond Sheldon Reynolds.

"What happened?’

| told him, somewhat bitterly and profanely, exactly what had happened.

"He's gone futureward,” the colonel said. "WEell never see him or the car again.”

"Futureward?' | asked stupidly.

"That must beit,” the colone said. "There's no other wasto explain it. George wasn't in contact with
any UFO, as| had thought to be the case. He must have travelled futureward. Y ou probably were right
about the way the passenger talked. That was a new semantics. A sort of speech shorthand, made up of
basic sounds. | suppose it would be possible, but it would take along time to develop. Maybe it
developed, or was borrowed, when the race went to the stars - a sort of universal language, avoca
version of the sgn language used by the Greet PlainsIndians. . ."

"But that would betimetravel,” | protested. "Hell, George doesn't know enough . . ."

"Look," said the colond, "you maybe don't need to know anything to travel intime. Y ou maybe haveto
fedl something; you may haveto bein tune. There might be only one man in the entire world today who
can fed that way ..."

"But, colond,” | said, "it makesno sense at dl. Let's say George did go into the future - just for the
sake of argument, let us say he did. Why should people up in the future be throwing away their things,
why should there be the big pile of junk?’

"l don't know," the colond said. "That is, | couldn't say for sure, but | have atheory.”

He waited for meto ask about his theory, but when | didn't ask, he went ahead and told me.

"Wevetaked alot,” hesad, "about contact with other intelligencesthat live on other stars and we've
done some listening in the hope of picking up some signal's sent out by peoples many light years distant.
We haven't heard any signasyet and we may never hear any because the time span during which any
raceistechnologicaly oriented may be very short.”

| shook my head. "I don't seewhat you're driving at,” | told him. "What has dl that had happened here
got to do with sgnasfrom the sars?'

"Perhaps not very much,” he admitted, "except that if contact is ever made it must be made with a
technologica race very much like ours. And there are sociologists who tell usthat the technologica phase
of any society finds ways and means of destroying itself or it creates Stresses and pressures against which
the people rebe or it becomes interested in something other than technology and . . ."

"Now hold up aminute,” | said. "Y ou aretrying to tell me that this junk hesp of George'sisthe result of
the human race, in some future day, rgjecting atechnologica society - throwing away technological
items? It wouldn't work that way. It would be agradua rejection, agradua dying out of technology.
People wouldn't just decide they wanted no more of it and go out and throw all their beautiful,
comfortable gadgets..."

"That could happen,” the colond argued. "1t could happen if the rejection was the result of areligious or
evangelistic movement. The passenger may have been one of their evangelists. Look at what he did right
herein afew minutes time. Typewriters, radios, televison sets, vacuum cleanersin that pile on the
courthouse lawn - al technologica items.”

"But apainting isn't technological,” | protested. "A pail of diamondsisn't.”

Both of us stopped talking and looked at one another in the deepening dusk. Both of usrealised, |
guess, that there wasn't too much sense of us standing there and arguing over aspeculation.

The colonel shrugged. "'l don't know," he said. "It was only anidea. The car islost for good, of course,



and dl the stuff George had thrown into the back seet. But we have the other stuff..."

One of the cops who had been set to guard the car had been standing close and listening to us and now
he brokein on us.

"l am sorry Sr," he said gulping alittle, "but we ain't got none of it. All of it isgone.”

"All of it!" | yelled. "The painting and the diamonds. | told Chet .. ."

"Chet, he couldn't do nothing else,” said the man. "He had two of us here and he had two inside
guarding that other stuff and when the ruckus started up at the courthouse, he needed men and he didn't
havethem. . ."

"And s0 he brought the painting and the diamonds and the other stuff out here and put them in the car,”
| yelled. | knew Chet, | knew how hewould think.

"That way he figured we could guard them all," said the man. "And we could have, but . . ."

| turned and started to walk away. | didn't want to hear another word. If Chet had been there, | would
have strangled him.

| was walking down the sidewalk, clear of the crowd, and there was someone walking close beside
me, just alittle way behind. | looked around; it was the colondl.

His mouth shaped asingleword as | looked around at him, "George," he said.

We both of us must have had the same idea.

"Arethe Yankeesand Twinson TV tonight?" | asked.

He nodded.

"For thelove of God," | said, "let us get some beer.”

We madeit in record time, each of uslugging acouple of six-packs.

George had beaten ustoit.

Hewas stting in front of the TV s, in his stockinged feet, watching the bal game with acan of beer in
hand.

Wedidn't say aword. We just put the beer down beside him so ther€'d be no danger of hisrunning out
of it and went into the dining room and waited in the dark, keeping very quiet.

In the sixth, the Y anks had two men on and Mantle up to bat and Mantle hit adouble. But nothing
happened. George just went on drinking beer, wriggling his toes and weatching televison.

"Maybe," said the colond, "it has to be the seventh."”

"And maybe," | said, "adouble doesn't count. It may take a strike-out.”

We keep on trying, of course, but our hopes are fading. There are only four more Twin and Y ankee
games on television before the season ends. And someone wrote the other day that next year, for sure,
Mantlewill retire.

Hunch
Clifford D. Simak
Copyright 1943

Hanniba was daydreaming again and Spencer Chambers wished held stop. Chambers, as chairman of
the Solar Control Board, had plenty of things to worry about without having his mind cluttered up with
the mental pictures Hanniba kept running through his brain. But, Chambers knew, there was nothing he
could do abouit it. Daydreaming was one of Hanniba's habits, and since Chambers needed the spidery
little entity, he must put up with it as best he could.

If those mental pictures hadn't been so clear, it wouldn't have been so bad, but since Hannibal wasthe
kind of thing he was they couldn't be anything but clear.

Chambers recognised the place Hanniba was remembering. It wasn't thefirgt time Hannibal had
remembered it and thistime, asaways, it held ahaunting tinge of nostalgia. A vast green valey, dotted
with red boul ders splotched with gray lichens, and on either side of the valley towering mountain peaks
that reached spear-point fingers toward a bright-blue sky.

Chambers, seaing the valey exactly as Hanniba saw it, had the uncomfortable feding that he knew it,



too - that in the next instant he could say its name, could giveits exact location. He had felt that way
before, when the identification of the place, just as now, seemed at hisfingertips. Perhgpsit wasjust an
emotiona hallucination brought about by Hanniba's frequent thinking of the place, by the roseste longing
with which heinvested it. Of that, however. Chambers could not be sure. At times he would have sworn
the feding was from hisown brain, afeding of hisown, set gpart and distinct from Hannibal's daydreams.

At onetimethat green valey might have been Hanniba's home, athough it seemed unlikely. Hannibal
had been found in the Asteroid Bdlt, to this day remained the only one of his speciesto be discovered.
And that valey never could have been in the Asteroids, for the Belt had no green valeys, no blue skies.

Chamberswould have liked to question Hannibal, but there was no way to question him - no way to
put abstract thoughts into words or into symbols Hanniba might understand. Visual communication, the
picturing of actudities, yes - but not an abstract thought. Probably the very idea of direct communication
of ideas, in the human sense, was foreign to Hannibal. After months of association with the outlandish
little fellow, Chambers was beginning to beieve so.

The room was dark except for the pool of light cast upon the desk top by the single lamp. Through the
tall windows shone the stars and a silvery sheen that was the rising moon gilding the tops of the pines of
the nearby ridge.

But darkness and night meant nothing to either Chambers or Hanniba. For Hannibal could seeinthe
dark, Chambers could not see a all. Spencer Chambers was blind.

And yet, he saw, through the eyes - or, rather, the senses of Hannibal. Saw far plainer and more clearly
than if he had seen with his own eyes. For Hannibal saw differently than a man sees - much differently,
and better.

That is except when he was daydreaming.

The daydream faded suddenly and Chambers, brain attuned to Hannibal's sensory vibrations, looked
through and beyond the walls of his office into the reception room. A man had entered, was hanging up
his coat, chatting with Chambers's secretary.

Chambersslips compressed into straight, tight lines as he watched. Wrinkles creased hisforehead and
hisandytica brain coldly classfied and indexed once again the Stuation which he faced.

Moses Allen, he knew, was agood man, but in this particular problem he had made little progress -
perhaps would make little progress, for it was something to which there seemed, a the moment, no
answe.

As Chambers watched Allen stride across the reception room hislips relaxed abit and he grinned to
himself, wondering what Allen would think if he knew he was being spied upon. Moses Allen, head of the
Solar Secret Services, being spied upon!

No one, not even Allen, knew the full extent of Hannibal's powers of sight. There was no reason,
Chambersrealised, to have kept it secret. It wasjust one of his eccentricities, he admitted. A little thing
from which he gained asmal, smug satisfaction - abit of knowledge that he, ablind man, hugged closeto
himsdf.

Insdethe office, Allen sat down in achair in front of Chamberss desk, lit a cigarette.

"What isit thistime, chief?" he asked.

Chambers seemed to stare at Allen, hisdark glasses like bowls of blackness againgt histhin, pale face.
Hisvoice was crisp, hiswords clipped short.

"The gtuation is getting worse, Moses. I'm discontinuing the station on Jupiter.”

Allen whigtled. "Y ou'd counted alot on that station.”

"l had," Chambers acknowledged. "Under the dien conditions such as exist on that planet | had hoped
we might develop anew chemistry, discover anew pharmacopoeia. A drug, perhaps, that would turn the
trick. Some new chemical fact or combination. It was just ashot in the dark.”

"Wevetaken alot of them," said Allen. "We're just about down to a point where we have to play our
hunches. We haven't much eseleft to play.”

Chamberswent on, amost asif Allen hadn't spoken. "The relief ship to Jupiter came back today.
Brought back one man, mind entirely gone. The rest were dead. One of them had cut histhroat. The
relief men came back too. Refused to stay after what they saw.”



Allen grimaced. "Can't say | blame them.”

"Those men were perfectly sane when they went out,” declared Chambers. "'Psychologists gave every
one of them high ratings for menta stability. They were sdlected on that very point, because we realised
Jupiter is bad - probably the most dien placein the entire Solar System. But not so bad every one of
them would go mad in three short months.”

Chambers matched hisfingers. "The psychologists agree with me on that point.”

Hannibal stirred alittle, sharp claws scratching the desk top. Allen reached out a hand and chucked the
little cresture under the chin. Hanniba swiped angrily at the hand with an armoured claw.

"I'm getting desperate, Moses," Chambers said.

"I know," said Allen. "Things getting worse al the time. Bad news from every corner of the Solar
System. Communications breaking down. Machines standing idle. Vital ingtalations no good because the
men crack up when they try to run them.”

They sat in Slence. Allen scowling a his cigarette, Chambers stiff and straight behind his desk, dmost
asif hewere gtting on the edge of his chair, waiting for something to happen.

"Situationad psychoneurosis.” said Allen. "That'swhat the experts cal it. Another sixty-four dollar word
for plain insanity. Men walking out on their jobs. Men going berserk. The whole Solar System crumbling
because they can't do the jobs they're meant to do.”

Chambers spoke sharply. "We can't get anywhere by ranting at it, Moses. We haveto find the answer
or give up. Give up the dream men held before us. The dream of an integrated Solar System, integrated
by men and for men, working smoothly, making thelife of the human race a better life."

"You mean," said Allen dowly, "what have | done about it?!

Chambers nodded. "I had that in mind, yes."

"I have been working on alot of angles," Allen declared. "Cancelling out most of them. Redlly just one
big oneleft. But you won't find the answer in sabotage. Not that | won't work to find it there. Because,
you see, that'smy business. But | fed in my bonesthat thisredly is on the up and up - would know it
was, except for one thing. To solve this problem, we have to find anew factor in the human mind, in
human psychology -a new approach to the whole problem itsdlf.

"Geniuses are our trouble. It takes geniusesto run a Solar System. Just ordinary intelligence isn't
enough to do the job. And geniuses are screwy. Y ou can't depend on them.”

"And yet," said Spencer Chambers, dmost angrily, "we must depend on them.”

And that, Allen knew, wasthe truth - the bitter truth.

For years now there had been a breakdown of human efficiency. It had started gradudly, afew
incidents here, afew there. But it had spread, had progressed dmost geometricaly; had reached a point
now where, unless something could be done about it, the Solar System's economic and industrial fabric
would go to pot for lack of men to run it and the power plants and laboratories, the mills, the domed
cities, the communication system men had built on dl the planets encircling the Sun would crumbleinto
dust.

Men were better trained, better equipped mentally, more brilliant than ever before. Of that there was
no question. They had to be. Hundreds of jobs demanded geniuses. And there were geniuses, thousands
of them, more than ever before. Trouble was they didn't stay geniuses. They went insane.

There had been evidence of amassinsanity trend asfar back as the twentieth century, semming even
then from the greater demands which an increasingly complex, rapidly changing, vastly speeded-up
civilisation placed upon the human brain, upon human capabilities and skills. With the development of a
scientific age, man suddenly had been called upon to become amenta giant. Man had tried, had in part
succeeded. But the pace had been too fast - the work of man had outstripped his brain. Now man was
losng out.

Today the world was aworld of specidisation. To be of economic value, men had to speciaise. They
had to study harder than ever to fit themsalvesinto their world. College courses were tougher and longer.
The very task of educating themsdlvesfor aplace in their civilisation placed upon them anervoustension
that was only intensified when they took over the strenuous, brain-wearing workaday tasks to which they
were assigned.



No wonder, Allen told himself, that there came atime when they threw up their hands, walked out,
didn't giveadamn.

"Y ou've got to find out what's wrong with the bright boys," he said. Y ou have to find what's in their
make-up that makes them unstable. Maybe there's something wrong with their education, with the way
it'sdished out to them. Maybe —"

"The educators and psychol ogists are conducting research along those lines,” Chambersreminded him,
shortly.

"l getit,” said Allen. "I'mto stick to my own field. All right then. I'm going to tell you something that will
make you madder than hell.”

Chambers sat slent, waiting. Hanniba shifted himself dong the desk, edging closer to Allen, dmost as
if hewerelistening and didn't want to missaword.

"It's this Sanctuary business," Allen said. "Y ou've seen the ads—"

He stopped in flustered embarrassment, but Chambers nodded.

"| seethem, yes. | read the papers, Moses. | spread them out and Hannibal looks at them and | read
them, just aswell asyou do. Y ou needn't be so sengitive about my blindness.”

"Sanctuary has those ads plastered all over the place,” said Allen. "In papers, on signboards,
everywhere. Sometimesthey call themsalves arest home, sometimes a sanatorium. Sometimes they don't
even bother to call themsaves anything. Just use alot of white space, with the name'Sanctuary' in big
type. Refined, dl of it. Nothing crude. Nothing quackish about it. They've run about al the other mental
sanatoriums out of business. Nobody thinks of going anywhere but Sanctuary when they go batty now."

"What are you getting a?" snapped Chambers.

"| told you it would make you sore," Allen reminded him. "They've fooled you, just like they've fooled
al therest of us. Let metel you what | know about them.”

Chambersslipswere thin and straight. "Whatever made you investigate them, M oses? Sanctuary is—"
Hefdtered. "Why, Sanctuary is—"

Allenlaughed. "Yes, | know what you mean. Sanctuary islily-white. Sanctuary isnoble. It'sashining
haven in aworld that's going haywire. Y egh, that's what you think and everyone thinks. | thought so
myself. | started looking them up on ahunch. | hated mysdlf. | felt likel ought to go and hide. But | had a
hunch, see, and | never pass one up. So | gritted my teeth and went ahead. And I'm convinced that
Sanctuary iseither the greatest racket the Solar System has ever known or it'stied up with thisinsanity
someway. My best guessisthat it'saracket. | can't figure any angles the other way except that maybe
they're doing something to drive people nuts just to boost their business and that doesn't add up for alot
of reasons. If it'saracket, I'm wasting my time. There'sbigger game to hunt than rackets these days.”

He took adeep breath. "First | checked up on Dr Jan Nichols, he'sthe fellow that runsit. And he'sa
nobody, far as| can find out. Certainly not apsychiatrist. Wasin the Solar Service at onetime. Headed a
party making asurvey of minera resources out in the Belt. Had aminor degree in mineralogy. Just that,
nothing more, no specidisation. An opportunist, | would deduce. Took just enough education to get a
job.

"Qur records show the whole party dropped out of sight. Listed aslogt. All the rest of them till are lost
S0 far as anybody knows.

"| tried to get in touch with Nichols and couldn't do it. Thereé's no way to reach him. No mail service.
No radio service. Nothing. Sanctuary isisolated. If you want anything there, you go there persondly,
yoursdlf."

"l hadn't realised that," said Chambers.

"Neither does anyonedse," declared Allen. "No onetriesto get in touch with Sanctuary unlessthey
need their services and if they need their servicesthey go there. But you haven't heard the haf of it."

Allenlit acigarette. A clock chimed softly in the room, and

Hannibal, leaning out from the desk, took a swipe at Allen, missed him by bareinches.

The Secret Service man leaned back in hischair. "So, since | couldn't get in touch with Nichals, | sent
some of my men out to Sanctuary. Six of them, in fact, at different times—"

Helooked at Chambers, face grim.



"They didn't come back.”

Chambers started dightly. "They didn't come back. Y ou mean —"

"l mean just that. They didn't come back. | sent them out. Then nothing happened. No word from
them. No word of them. They smply disappeared. That was three months ago."

"It seemsincredible," declared Chambers. "Never for amoment have we worried about curing or
caring for the men who went insane. Sanctuary did that, we thought. Better than anyone else could.”

He shot a sudden question. "They do cure them, don't they?!

"Certainly,” said Allen. "Certainly, they cure them. I've talked with many they have cured. But those
they cure never go back into Solar Service. They are—"

Hewrinkled hisbrow. "It's hard to put into words, chief. They seem to be different people. Their
behaviour patterns don't check againgt their former records. They have forgotten most of their former
skillsand knowledge. They aren't interested in things they were interested in before. They have afunny
look intheir eyes. They —"

Chamberswaved ahand. "Y ou have to realise they would be changed. The treatment might —"

"Yes, | know," interrupted Allen. "Y our reaction isjust the same as mine was - as everyone e se's
would be. It'singtinctive to protect Sanctuary, to offer gpology for it. Because, you see, every last one of
us, some day may need to go there. And knowing that it's there, we fedl reassured. Maybe we go batty.
So what? Sanctuary will fix us up OK. Won't cost usacent if we haven't got the money. Even free
trangportation if we haven't got the fare. It's something to anchor to in this mad world. A sort of faith,
even. It'stough to have it knocked from under you."

Chambers shook his head. "I'm amost sorry you started this business, Moses."

Allen rose, smashed out hiscigarettein atray.

"l was araid you'd be. | hateto drop it now I've gonethisfar. It may fizzle out, but —"

"No," said Chambers, "don't drop it. We can't afford to drop anything these days. Y ou, yourself, feel
amogt indinctively, that it will cometo nothing, but on the outside chance it may not, you must go ahead.”

"Therésjust onething more, chief," said Allen. "I've mentioned it before. The people—"

Chambersflipped impatient hands. "1 know what you're going to say, Moses. They resent me. They
think I've drawn away from them. There have been too many rumours.”

"They don't know you're blind,” said Allen. "They'd understand if they did know that. Better for themto
know thetruth than to think al the things they're thinking. | know what they're thinking. It's my business
to know."

"Who would follow ablind man?' asked Chambers bitterly. "I'd gain their pity, lose their respect.”

"They're baffled,” said Allen. "They talk about your illness, say it has changed you, never redising it left
you blind. They even say your brain is going soft. They wonder about Hannibal, ask why you never are
without him. Fantastic tales have grown up about him. Even more fantastic than the truth.”

"Moses," said Chambers, sharply, "we will talk no more about this."

He sat iff and straight in his chair, staring straight aheed, as Allen left.

Mrs Templefinger's parties were dways dull. That was aspecid privilege she held as society
leader of New Y ork's upper crust. This party was no exception. The amateurish, three-dimensiona
movies of her trip to the Jovian moons had been bad enough, but the violinist was worse.

Cabot Bond, publisher of the Morning Spaceways, fidgeted in his chair, then suddenly relaxed and
tried to look at ease as he caught Mrs Templefinger glaring at him. She might be a snooty old dame, he
told himsdlf, and atria to dl her friendswith her determined efforts to uphold the dignity of one of the
Solar System's greatest families, but it definitely was not policy to vex her. She controlled too many
advertiang accounts.

Cabot Bond knew about advertising accounts. He lived by them and for them. And he worried about
them. He was worrying about one of them now. The violin wailed to a stop and the guests applauded
politely. Theviolinist bowed condescendingly. Mrs Templefinger beamed, fingering her famous rope of
Aderoid jewe s so the gems caught the light and gleamed with dow ripplesof dienfire.

The man next to Bond leaned close.

"Gresat story that - about discovering the Rosetta stone of Mars," he said. "Liked the way your paper



handled it. Lots of background. Interpretative writing. None of the sensationalism some of the other
papers used. And you put it on the front page too. The Rocket stuck it away on an inside page.”

Bond wriggled uncomfortably. That particular story held just as soon forget. At least he didn't want to
talk about it. But the man apparently expected an answer.

"It wasn't astone," Bond said icily, amost wishing the violin would start up again. "It was ascroll.”

"Greatest story of the century,” said the man, entirely unabashed. "Why, it will open up dl the ancient
knowledge of Mars.”

Theviolin shrieked violently as the musician sawed a vicious bow across the strings.

Bond settled back into his chair, returned to hisworry once again.

Funny how Sanctuary Inc. had reacted to that story about the Rosetta scroll of Mars. Almost asif they
had been afraid to let it come before the public eye. Almost, athough this seemed ridiculous, asif they
might have been afraid of something that might be found in some old Martian record.

Perhaps he had been wrong in refusing their request to play the story down. Some of the other papers,
like the Rocket, apparently had agreed. Others hadn't, of course, but most of those were sheetswhich
never had carried heavy Sanctuary lineage, didn't stand to lose much. Spaceways did carry alot of
lineage. And it worried Bond.

The violin was racing now, aflurry of high-pitched notes, weaving a barbaric, outlandish pattern - a
song of outer space, of cold winds on strange planets, of aien lands beneath unknown stars.

Mrs Templefinger's sudden scream rang through the room, cutting across the shrilling of the music.

"My jeweld" she screamed. "My jeweldl™

She had surged to her feet, one hand clutching the dender chain that encircled her throat. The chain on
which the Agteroid jewel s had been strung.

But now the famous jewed s were gone, asif some hand of magic had stripped them from the chain and
whisked them into nowhere.

Thevidlinist tood motionless, bow poised, fingers hovering over the strings. A glasstinkled asit
dipped from someonée's fingers and struck the floor.

"They're gonel" shrieked Mrs Templefinger. "My jewed s are gone!™

The butler padded forward silently.

"Perhaps | should call the police, madam.”

A drangelight came over Mrs Templefinger's face, a soft and human light that smoothed out the lines
around her eyes and suddenly made her soft and graciousinstead of a glowering old dowager. For the
first timein 20 years, Mrs Templefinger smiled agracious smile.

"No, Jacques," she whispered. "Not the police.”

Still smiling, she sat down again, nodded to the violinist. The chain fell from her fingers, dmost asif she
hed forgotten the jewels, dmost asif acool haf million dollars worth of jewelery didn't maiter.

The violinist swept the bow acrossthe strings again.

Cabot Bond rose and tiptoed softly from the room. Suddenly it had occurred to him there was
something he must do - phone his editor, tell him to play down any more stories the wires might carry on
the Rosetta scroll of Mars.

Harrison Kemp, head of the Solar Research Bureau on Pluto, straightened from the microscope,
expdling his bresth dowly.

His voice was husky with excitement. "Johnny, | redly believeyou've got it! After dl theseyears. . .
after —"

He stopped and stared a stricken stare.

For Johnny Gardner had not heard him. Was not even looking at him. The man sat hunched on his
gtooal, faint starlight from the |aboratory port faling across hisface, aface that had suddenly relaxed, hung
loose and dack, atired, wan face with haggard eyes and drooping jowls.

Kemp tried to speak, but hislipswere dry and his tongue thick and terror dried up hiswords before
they came. From somewhere behind him came the dow drip-drip of preciouswater. Outside, the black
spires of Plutonian granite speared up into theinky, Starry sky.

And before the port, the hunched figure of aman whose gaze went out into the alien wilderness, yet did



not see the jumbled tangle that was Pluto's surface.

"Johnny!" Kemp whispered, and the whisper frightened him asit seemed to scamper like afrightened
rat around the room.

Gardner did not answer, did not move. One hand lay loosely in hislap, the other dangled at hisside.
Onefoot dipped off the rung of the stool and, just failing to reach the floor, swung dowly to and frolike a
ghastly pendulum.

Kemp took a step forward, reaching out a hand that stopped short of Gardner's shoulder.

Therewas no use, he knew, of trying to do anything. Johnny Gardner was gone. The hulking body il
sat on the stool, but the mind, that keen, clear-cut, knifelike mind, was gone. Gone like adusty mummy
fdling in upon itself. One moment amind that could probe to the very depth of lifeitself- the next moment
amind that was no more than adarkening cavern filled with the hollow hooting of dready haf-forgotten
knowledge.

Fumbling in the darkness, Kemp found another stool, perched wearily on it. Perched and stared at
Gardner, while he felt the nameless horror of an alien planet and an alien happening dowly circle over
him, like dark wings beating in the Sarlight.

A smdl cone of brilliance hung above the workbench, lighting up the e ectronic microscope. And under
the microscope, Kemp knew, was something that came close to being the raw materid, the condtituent
element of life. Something that he and Johnny Gardner and Victor Findlay had sought - for how many
years? To Kemp, sitting there in the darkness, it seemed eternity.

An eternity of research, of compiling notes, of seeming triumph, always followed by the blackest of
defest.

"And," said Harrison Kemp, spesking to himself and the silent room and the madman at the port, "here
weareagan!"

It would be futile, Kemp knew, to try to pick up where Gardner had left off. For Gardner had worked
swiftly, had been forced to work swiftly, in those last few minutes. Since there had been no timetojot it
down, he had tucked away that fina crucid datain hisbrain. Even under the near-zero conditionsto
which the protoplasmic molecules had been subjected, they still would be unstable. They would have
changed now, would have been rendered usdess for further observation - would either have become
more complex lifeor nolifeat dl, having lost that tiny spark that set them off from other molecules.

Kemp knew he and Findlay would have to start over again. Johnny's noteswould help themto a
certain point - up to that point where he had ceased to write them down, had stored them in his brain.
From that point onward they would have to go alone, haveto fed their way along the path Johnny
Gardner had taken, try to duplicate what he had done. For whatever was in Johnny's brain was lost now
- lost completely, gone like awhiff of rocket gas hurled into the maw of space.

A door creaked open and Kemp got to hisfeet, turning dowly to face the man silhouetted against the
light from the room beyond.

"Why s0 quiet?’ asked Findlay. "What are you fellows—"

Hisvoice ran down and stopped. He stood rigidly, staring at the star-lighted face of Johnny Gardner.

"It just happened, Vic," said Kemp. "He caled me to show me something in the 'scope and whilel
looked it happened to him. When | looked up again and spoke to him, he was sitting there, just like heis
now. Hewasal right before, just afew seconds before.”

"It hitsthem like that," said Findlay. He stepped into the room, walked close to Kemp. "We should
know," he said. "Weve seen it happen to enough of them, you and |. Sometimes | have adream, with
you and me the only sane men I€eft in the entire System. Everybody cracking, leaving just the two of us."

"I should have taken your advice," Kemp declared bitterly. "1 should have sent him back on the last
ship. But helooked al right. He acted OK. And we needed him. He hung out for along time. | thought
maybe hewould last."

"Don't blame yoursdlf, chief," said Findlay. "There was no way for you to know."

"But you knew Vic! You warned me. Y ou said held crack. How did you know? Tell me, how did —"

"Takeit easy,” cautioned Findlay. "1 didn't know. Nothing definite, at least. Just afeding | had. A
hunch, | guessyou'd call it."



They stood together, shoulder to shoulder, asif by standing thus they might beat back the sense of
doom, theair of utter human futility that seemed to well within themsdlves.

"It won't dways belikethis" said Kemp. " Some day well be able to keep men's minds from going
haywire. Well find away to help the mind keep pace with man's ambitions, to fal in step with progress.”

Findlay nodded toward Gardner. "He was on the right track. He took the first long step. Before we
even try to study the mind asit should be sudied, scientificaly, we must know whét lifeis.

Before, weve dways sarted in the middle and stumbled back, trying to find the Lord knows what. We
can't afford to do that any longer. We have to have abasis, abasic understanding of life to understand
oursalves”

Kemp nodded. "Y ou'reright, Vic. Hetook thefirst long step. And now . . . now, he goesto
Sanctuary.”

They helped Johnny Gardner from the stool and across the room. He walked like a blind man,
stumblingly, muscles uncertain. His eyes stared straight ahead, asif he were watching something no one
elsecould see.

"Thank heaven,” said Findlay, "he went thisway. Not like Smith."

Kemp shuddered, remembering. Smith had been violent. He had mouthed obscenities, had screamed
and shouted, wrecked the [aboratory. They had tried to calm him, to reason with him. When he charged
Findlay with asted bar, Kemp had shot him.

Although even that hadn't been any worse than Lempke. Lempke had committed suicide by walking
out of the domeinto the dmost non-existent atmosphere of frigid Pluto without benefit of space gear.

Dr Daniel Monk laid the pencil aside, read once again the laborious lines of trandation:

Thisisthe story of... who visited thefifth planet from the centra sun; not the first to go there, but the
firgt to discover thelife that lived thereon, a curious form of life that because of its ... had not previoudy
been recognised aslife—

Outside the thin night wind of Mars had risen and was sweeping the city of Sandebar, whining and
moaning among the cornices and columns of the museum. Drift sand pecked with tiny fingers againgt the
windows and the brilliant Martian starlight painted frosty squares on the floor asit came tumbling through
the casement.

Thisisthe story of—

Dr Monk frowned at that. The story of whom? Probably, he told himsdlf, he would never know, for the
vocabulary made available by the Rosetta scroll did not extend to personal names.

With awry smile he picked up his pencil again, wrote 'John Do€' in the blank. That was as good as any
name.

Thisisthe story of John Doe—

But that didn't answer another question. It didn't tell why thelife of the fifth planet had not been
recognised aslife.

Thefifth planet, without adoubt, was the planet which in another eon had travelled an orbit between
Mars and Jupiter -the planet now represented by the Asteroid Belt, amael strom of planetary debris. It
would have been the planet, it and the Earth, most bleto Mars. It was naturd the Martians should
have gone there. And that they had known the planet before its disruption gave a breathtaking clue to the
incredible antiquity of the scroll from which the passage had been trandated.

Perhaps, Monk told himself, one of the other scrolls might tell of the actud breakup of the fifth planet,
might give aclue or state a cause for its destruction. There were thousands of other scrolls, the loot of
yearsfrom the ruins of Martian cities. But until this moment they had been voiceless, mute testimony the
Martians had possessed awritten language, but telling nothing of that language, revealing none of the vast
dore of information they held.

A curiousform of lifethat because of its—

Because of itswhat? What form could life take, what trick could it devise to hideits being? Invisibility?
Some variant of protective coloration? But one couldn't write 'invisible into the text as one had written
‘John Doe.

Perhaps some day, Monk told himself, he might find the answer, might be able to writein that missing



word. But not now. Not yet. The Rosettascrall, for dl itsimportance, still left much to be desired. It
necessarily had to leave much to be desired, for it dedlt in alanguage that sprang from adifferent source
than Terredtrial language, developed aong alien lines, represented thought processes that could have
been - must have been - poles apart from the thoughts of Earth.

All that the Martian language held in common with Earthian language was that both represented thought
symbols. That was dl; there was very little smilarity in the way they went about doing that same thing.

Monk reached out and lifted the heavy metd cylinder from the desk before him. Carefully, dmost
reverentially, he flipped open the lock that released one end of the cylinder, drew out the heavy, lengthy
scroll that had provided the key to the thoughts, the works, the ways of the ancient race of Mars.

Heunrolled it dowly, gently, squinting a the faded characters, faint with amillion years or more of
being buried in the sands of Mars.

A dictionary once - adictionary again, but in adifferent way.

Monk wondered what sort of along-dead persondity had penned that dictionary. Scholar, seeking no
more than the ways of truth? Businessman, seeking to facilitate a better lingual understanding, therefore a
better commercia understanding, between the race of Mars and the now decadent races of the Jovian
moons? Statesmen, trying to bring about a good-neighbour policy?

The Martian, however, whoever he might have been, had not understood that Jovian language too well,
for some of thewords and idioms didn't check with the Jovian language as Earthmen knew it. Or it might
have been that the language itself had changed. Perhapsin that long-gone day when the scroll was written
the moon men of Jupiter had not been decadent.

On that point, Monk knew, the Jovians themsalves could throw little light. There were ruins, of course,
and legends, but the legends were utterly crazy and the ruins held no traditiona sentiment for the tribes of
Europaor Ganymede. Unlike most peoples, they held no racia memories of amore glorious pagt, of a
forgotten golden age.

It was a roundabout way, along way, an awkward way to read the language of Mars, Monk reflected.
Martian to Jovian to Earthian. But it was better than no way at all.

The clock on the manuscript cabinet chimed briefly, apologetically. Monk glanced &t it and Started in
surprise. Midnight. He had not redlised it was that late. Suddenly he knew that he wastired and hungry,
needed adrink and a smoke.

Herose and walked to atable, found a bottle and glass, poured himself adrink. From somewhere, far
in another part of the vast building, came the ghostly sound of awatchman's tread making hisrounds. The
sand talked and hissed against the window.

Back at hisdesk, Monk sipped at hisdrink, staring at the metallic tube, thinking of the faint scrawling
onthescroll indde.

A Rosetta stone - the Rosetta stone of Mars. Brought in off the desert by aman who might just as
eadly have passed it by. Uncovered by shifting sand that in the next hour might just aswell have covered
it againfor dl eternity.

Monk lifted his glassto the westhered cylinder.

"Todedtiny," he said, and drank before he realised how sy it sounded.

Or wasit slly? Might there not really be such athing as destiny? An actual force moving to offset the
haphazard course of avagrant universe? Sometimesit seemed so. Sometimes—

Monk emptied the glass, set it on the desk, dug into his pocket for cigarettes. Hisfingers closed on a
small package and he drew it out wonderingly, brow wrinkled. Then, quickly, he remembered. It had
been in hismail box that morning. He had meant to open it later, had forgotten it until now.

He examined it curioudly. It bore no return address and his own was laborioudly printed by hand. He
ripped the fastening tapes with hisfingernails, unwrapped the paper.

A jewd box! Monk snapped up the lid and stiffened in surprise.

Initsbed of rich velvet lay the gleaming roundness of an Asteroid jewe. It glowed softly under the
desk lamp, colours flowing and changing within its heart, dmost asif thejewd itsaf might bein motion.

Therewas no card. Nothing to indicate who had sent the jewd or, more important, why it had been
sent. Asteroid jewels, Monk knew, weren't something to be just sent around to anyone for no reason at



al. The stone before him, heredlised, had avaue that ran closeto five figures.

Almost fearfully, helifted the gem between thumb and forefinger, hdd it to the light and caught his
bresth in wonder asit blazed with soul-stirring beauity.

With afedling that approached awe, hereplaced it, sat quietly in his chair watching it.

Queer things, the Asteroid jewdls, queer in more ways than one.

No one knew just what they were. No Asteroid jewel had ever been analysed. Spectrographically,
they were like nothing science had ever known. They could be broken down chemically, of course, but
even then they wereimpossible of analyss. Something there to analyse, naturdly, but with certain baffling
characterigtics no chemist had yet been able to tie down and catal ogue.

Found nowhere esein the Solar System, they were the magic that drove men to lives of bitter privation
in the Belt, searching among the debris of dead planet for that tiny gleam in the jumbled rocks that would
spell riches. Most of them, as could be expected, died without ever finding asingle jewel; died in oneof a
vadt variety of horrible, lonely ways a man can die among the Asteroids.

Monk found a cigarette and lighted it, listening to the pelting of the sand against the window. But there
was a strange sound, too. Something that was not sand tapping on the panes, nor yet the shrill keening of
the savage wind that moaned againgt the building. A faint whining that bore a pattern of melody, the
sobbing of music - music that sneaked in and out of the wind blasts until one wondered if it wasredly
there or wasjust imagination.

Monk sat tiffly, poised, cigarette drooping, ears straining.

It came again, the cry of strings, the breath of lilting cadence, until it was athing gpart from the wind
and the patter of the sand.

A vidlinl Someone playing aviolin ingde the museum!

Monk legped to hisfeet and suddenly the violin screamed in Singing agony.

And even asthat melodic scream ran full-voiced through the hall outside, asharp bell of warning
clanged ingde Monk'sbrain.

Acting on impulse, his hand shot down and snatched up the Agteroid jewe. Clutching it savagely, he
hurled it vicioudy againgt the metalic Sde of the manuscript cabinet.

It flashed for amoment in thelight asit exploded into tiny bits of glowing dust. And even asit splashed
to shards, it changed - or tried to change. For just amoment it was not ajewel, but something else, a
fairylikething - but acrippled fairy. A fairy with humped back and crooked spine and other curious
deformities.

Then there was no twisted fairy, but only jewel dust twinkling on the floor and the sound of running feet
far down the corridor.

Monk did not try to give chase to the man outside. Instead, he stood as if frozen, listening to the wind
and the sand dance on the window, staring at the sparkle on thefloor.

He dowly closed and opened his right hand, trying to remember just how the jewel had fdlt at the
ingtant he had clutched it. Almost asif it might have been dive, were struggling to get out of his clutches,
fighting to attain some end, to carry out some destiny.

His eyes ill were upon thefloor.

"Now," he said aloud, amazement in hiswords, "I wonder why | did that?"

Standing in front of Spencer Chambers's desk, Harrison Kemp was assailed by doubt, found that in
this moment he could not reconcile himsdf to the belief he had done the right thing. If he werewrong, he
had deserted a post he should have kept. Even if he were right, what good could his action do?

"l remember you very well," he heard Chambers say. "Y ou have been out on Pluto. Life research.
Somered achievementsin that direction.”

"We havefailed too often,” Kemp told him flatly.

Chambers matched hisfingers on the desk in front of him. "Weadl fail too often,” Chamberssaid. "And
yet, some day, some one of uswill succeed, and then it will be asif dl of us succeeded. We can write off
the wasted years.”

Kemp stood stiff and straight. " Perhaps you wonder why I'm here."

Chambers amiled alittle. "Perhaps | do. And yet, why should 1?'Y ou have been gone from Earth for a



long time. Perhaps you wanted to see the planet once again.”

"It wasn't that,” Kemp told him. "It's something else. | came because | am about to go insane.”

Chambers gasped involuntarily.

"Say that again,” hewhispered. "Say it dowly. Very dow- ly."

"You heard me," said Kemp. "I came because I'm going to crack. | came here first. Then I'm going out
to Sanctuary. But | thought you'd like to know - well, know that aman can tdll it in advance.”

"Yes," said Chambers, "I want to know. But even more than that. | want to know how you can tell.”

"I couldn't mysdlf,” Kempt told him. "It was Findlay who knew."

"Findlay?'

"A man who worked with me on Pluto. And he didn't redly know. What | mean is he had no actual
evidence. But he had ahunch.”

"A hunch?" asked Spencer Chambers. "Just ahunch? That'sal?"

"He's had them before," Kemp declared. "And they're usudly right. He had one about Johnny Gardner
before Johnny cracked up. Told me| should send him back. | didn't. Johnny cracked.”

"Only about Johnny Gardner?"

"No, about other things aswell. About ways to go about our research, ways that aren't orthodox. But
they usudly bring results. And about what will happen the next day or the day after that. Just little
inconsequentid things. Has afeding, he says- afeding for the future.”

Chambers tirred uneasily. ™Y ou've been thinking about this?' he asked. "Trying to puzzleit out. Trying
toexplanit.”

"Perhaps | have," admitted Kemp, "but not in the way you mean. I'm not crazy yet. May not be
tomorrow or next week or even next month. But I've watched myself and I'm pretty sure Findlay was
right. Smdl thingsthat point the way. Things most men would just pass by, never give a second thought.
Laugh and say they were growing old or getting clumsy.”

"Likewhat?" asked Chambers.

"Likeforgetting things | should know. Elementd facts, even. Having to think before| can tdll you what
seven times eight equals. Facts that should be second nature. Trying to recdl certain laws and fumbling
around with them. Having to concentrate too hard upon laboratory technique. Getting it dl eventualy,
even quickly, but with a split-second lag.”

Chambers nodded. "1 see what you mean. Maybe the psychologists could help —"

"It wouldn't work," declared Kemp. "Thelag isn't so great but aman could cover up. And if he knew
someone was watching he would cover up. That would be instinctive. When it becomes noticesble to
someone other than yoursdlf it's gone too far. It's the brain running down, tiring out, beginning to get
fuzzy. Thefirst danger dgnas.”

"That'sright,” said Chambers. "Thereis another answer, too. The psychologists, themsalves, would go
insane.”

He lifted his head, appeared to stare at Kemp.

"Why don't you sit down?" he asked.

"Thank you," said Kemp. He sank into a chair. On the desk the spidery little statue moved with a
scuittling shamble and Kemp jumped in momentary fright.

Chamberslaughed quietly. "That's only Hanniba "

Kemp stared at Hannibal and Hanniba stared back, reached out a tentative claw.

"Helikesyou," said Chambersin surprise. "Y ou should consider that a compliment, Kemp. Usually he
smply ignores people.”

Kemp stared stonily at Hannibal, fascinated by him. "How do you know he likes me?"

"l have ways of knowing," Chambers said.

Kemp extended a cautious finger and for amoment Hannibal's claw closed about it tightly, but gently.
Then the grotesgue little being drew away, squatted down, became a statue once again.

"What ishe?' Kemp asked.

Chambers shook his head. "No one knows. No one can even guess. A strange form of life. You are
interested in life, aren't you, Kemp?”'



"Naturaly,” said Kemp. "I'velived with it for years, wondering what it is, trying to find out.”

Chambers reached out and picked up Hannibal, put him on his shoulder. Then helifted a sheef of
papers from his desk, shuffled through them, picked out half a dozen sheets.

"1 have something here that should interest you," he said. "Y ou've heard of Dr Monk?"

Kemp nodded. "The man who found the Rosetta scroll of Mars.”

"Ever meet him?'

Kemp shook his head.

"Interesting chap,” said Chambers. "Buried neck-deep in his beloved Martian manuscripts. Practically
davering in anticipation, but getting just abit afraid.”

He rustled the sheets. "' heard from him last week. Tells me he has found evidence that life, arather
queer form of life, once existed on thefifth planet beforeit disrupted to form the Asteroids. The Martians
wrote that thislife was able to encyst itsdlf, live over long periods in suspended animation. Not the
mechanically induced suspended animation the human race hastried from time to time, but anatural
encydation, avariation of protective coloration.”

"Interesting,” saild Kemp, "but abit out of my line. It suggests many possibilities. Shows the dmost
endlessflexibility of lifeassuch.”

Chambers nodded. "I thought maybe you would have that reaction. It was mine, too, but I'm not an
expert on that sort of thing. Monk hintsthat life form may still exist. Hints a other things, too. He seemed
to be upset when hewrote the letter. Almost asif he were on the verge of adiscovery he himsalf couldn't
quite believe. A little frightened at it, even. Not wanting to say too much, you see, until he was absolutely
ure”

"Why should something like that upset him?* demanded Kemp. "It'sinformation out of the past. Surely
something he findsin those old scrolls can't reach out —"

Chamberslifted hishand. "Y ou haven't heard it all. The Martianswere afraid of thet life on thefifth
planet, Kemp. Deathly afraid of it! So afraid of it they blew up the planet, blasted it, destroyed it, thinking
that in doing so they would wipe out the lifeit bore."

Chamberssface did not change. He did not tir.

"Monk bdievesthey falled," he said.

The room swam in dmogt frightened silence. Hanniba gtirred uneasily on his perch on Chamberss
shoulder.

"Can you imagine—" Chambers's voice was dmost awhisper. "Can you imagine afear o greet that a
race would blow up, destroy another planet to rid themsdlves of it?'

Kemp shook his head. "It ssemsrather hard, and yet, given afear great enough —"

He stopped and shot a sudden look at Chambers. "Why have you bothered to tell me this?' he asked.

"Why, don't you see?' said Chambers smoothly. "Here might be anew kind of life - adifferent kind of
life, developed millions of years ago under another environment. 1t might have followed a divergent quirk
of development, just sometiny, subtle difference that would provide akey."

"l seewhat you'redriving at," said Kemp. "But not me. Findlay isyour man. | haven't got thetime. I'm
living on borrowed sanity. And, to start with, you haven't even got that life. Y ou hardly would know what
tolook for. An encysted form of life. That could be anything. Send amillion men out into the Asteroids to
hunt for it and it might take athousand years.

"Theideaissound, of course Weve followed it in other instances, without success. The moon men of
Jupiter were no help. Neither were the Venusians. The Martians, of course, were out of the pictureto
gart with. We don't even know what they were like. Not even a skeleton of them has been found.
Maybe the race they were afraid of got them after dl - did away with them completely.”

Chambers smiled bleakly. "I should have known it was no use."

"I'm sorry," said Kemp. "I have to go to Sanctuary. I've seen some others when it happened to them.
Johnny Gardner and Smith and Lempke. It's not going to happen to methat way if | can helpit.”

Chambers matched hisfingers carefully. ™Y ou've been in the service along time, Kemp.”

"Tenyears," said Kemp.

"During those ten years you have worked with scarcely athought of yourself," said Chambers quietly.



"There is no need to be modest. | know your record. Y ou have held acertain ided. Anided for abetter
Solar System, abetter human life. Y ou would have given your right arm to have done something that
would actualy have contributed to the betterment of mankind. Like finding out what lifeis, for example.
Y ou came here now because you thought what you had to tel might help.”

Kemp sat without speaking.

"lsn't that it?" ingsted Chambers.

"Perhapsitis," admitted Kemp. "I've never thought of it in just those words. To meit wasajob."

"Would you do another job?" asked Chambers. " Another job for mankind? Without knowing why you
did it? Without asking any questions?"*

Kemp legped to hisfeet. "I've told you | was going to Sanctuary,” he shouted. "I have donewhat | can,
al | can. You can't ask meto wait around for —"

"You will goto Sanctuary,” said Chambers sharply.

"But thisjob—"

"When you go to Santuary | want you to take Hanniba aong.”

Kemp gasped. "Hanniba ?*

"Exactly," said Chambers. "Without asking mewhy."

Kemp opened his mouth to speak, closed it.

"Now?" hefindly asked.

"Now," said Chambers. Herosg, lifted Hanniba from his shoulder. Kemp felt the sharp claws digging
through his clothing, into hisflesh, fet onetiny arm pawing at his neck, seeking ahold.

Chambers patted Hanniba on the head. Tearswelled out of his sightless eyes behind the large dark
glasses.

Sanctuary was a place of beauty, a beauty that gripped one by the throat and held him, asif against a
wadl.

Once, afew years ago, Kemp realised, it had been abarren hunk of rock, five miles across at most,
tumbling through space on an eccentric orbit. No air, no water - nothing but stark stone that glinted dully
when the feeble rays of the distant sun chanced to fall acrossits surface.

But now it was agarden with lacy waterfals and singing streams arched by feathery treesin whose
branchesflitted warbling birds. Cleverly conceded lighting held the black of space a bay and invested
thetiny planetoid with a perpetua just-before-dusk, a soft and radiant light that dimmed to purple
shadows where the path of flagging ran up the jagged hill crowned by aclassic building of shining white
pladtic.

A garden built by blasting disintegrators that shaped the face of the rock to an architect's blueprint, that
gouged deep wellsfor the gravity apparatus, that chewed the residue of its labour into the basisfor the
s0il in which the trees and other vegetation grew. A garden made livable by machines that manufactured
air and water, that screened out the lashing radiations that move through naked space - and yet no less
beautiful because it was man and machine-made.

Kemp hesitated beside adeep, Hill pool just below a stretch of white-sprayed, singing water crossed
by arustic bridge and drank in the scene that ran up the crags before him. A scene that whispered with a
slence made up of little sounds. And as he stood there a deep peace fell upon him, a peace he could
amogt fed, fed it seeping into his brain, wrapping hisbody -dmogt asif it were something he could reach
and grasp.

It wasamost asif he had awayslived here, asif he knew and loved this place from long association.
The many black years on Pluto were dimmed into adistant memory and it seemed asif weight had falen
from his shoulders, from the shoulders of hissoul.

A bird twittered deepily and the water splashed on stones. A tiny breeze brought the swishing of the
waterfdl that feathered down the cliff and abreath of fragrance from some blooming thing. Far off, abell
chimed softly, like aliquid note running on the scented air.

Something scurried in the bushes and scuttled up the path and, looking down, Kemp saw Hanniba and
a the sght of the grinning face of the little creature his thoughts were jerked back into pattern again.

"Thank goodness you decided to show up." said Kemp. "Where you been? What's the idea of hiding



out on me?'

Hanniba grimaced a him.

Well, thought Kemp, that was something less to worry about now. Hanniba wasin Sanctuary and
technicaly that carried out the request Chambers had made of him. He remembered the minute of wild
panic when, landing a Sanctuary spaceport, he had been unable to find the creature. Search of thetiny
one-man ship in which he had come to Sanctuary failed to locate the missing Hannibal, and Kemp had
findly given up, convinced that somehow during the past few hours, Chambers's pet had escaped into
space, dthough that had seemed impossible.

"So you hid out somewhere," Kemp said. " Scared they'd find you, maybe, and refuseto et youin. You
needn't have worried, though, for they didn't pay any attention to me or to the ship. Just gave mea
parking ticket and pointed out the path.”

He stooped and reached for Hannibal, but the creature backed away into the bushes.

"What's the matter with you?" snapped Kemp. "Y ou were chummy enough until just —"

Hisvoicefel off, bewildered. He wastalking to nothing. Hanniba was gone.

For amoment Kemp stood on the path, then turned dowly and started up the hill. And as he followed
thewinding trail that skirted the crags, he felt the peace of the place take hold of him again and it was as
if hewalked an old remembered way, asif he begrudged every footstep for the beauty that he left
behind, but moved on to anewer beauty just ahead.

He met the old man halfway up the hill and stood aside because there was not room for both to keep
the path. For some reason the man's brown robe reaching to his ankles and his bare feet padding in the
little patches of dust that lay among the stones, even his flowing white beard did not seem strange but
something that fitted in the picture.

"Peace be on you," the old man said, and then stood before him quietly, looking a him out of cam blue
eyes.

"l welcome you to Sanctuary,” the old man said. "I have something for you.”

Hethrust his hand into a pocket of hisrobe and brought out a gleaming stone, held it toward Kemp.

Kemp stared at it.

"For you, my friend,” the old man inssted.

Kemp stammered. "But it's. . . it'san Asteroid jewd."

"It ismore than that, Harrison Kemp," declared the oldster. "1t is much more than that.”

"But even —"

The other spoke smoothly, unhurriedly. "Y ou still react asyou did on Earth - out in the old worlds, but
here you are in anew world. Here values are different, standards of life are not the same. We do not
hate, for one thing. Nor do we question kindness, rather we expect it - and give it. We are not suspicious
of motives™"

"But thisisasanatorium,” Kemp blurted out. "I came here to be treated. Treated for insanity.”

A amileflicked a the old man'slips. "Y ou are wondering where you'll find the office and make
arrangementsfor trestment.”

"Exactly,” sad Kemp.

"The trestment,” declared the oldster, "has dready started. Somewhere along this path you found
peace - agreater, degper peace than you've ever known before. Don't fight that peace. Don't tell
yoursdlf it'swrong for you to fed it. Accept it and hold it close. The insanity of your worldsisaproduct
of your lives, your way of life. We offer you anew life. That isour trestment.”

Hesitantly, Kemp reached out and took the jewel. "And.thisisapart of that new way of life?

The old man nodded. "Another part isalittle chape you will find dong theway. Stop therefor a
moment. Step ingde and look at the painting you will find there.”

"Just look at apainting?’

"That'sright. Just look at it."

"Andit will hdp me?’

"It may."

The old man stepped down the path. "Peace go with you," he said and paced dowly down the hill.



Kemp dstared at the jewd in his palm, saw the dow wash of colour stir within its heart.

"Stage setting,” hetold himsdlf, dthough he didn't say it quite aloud.

A pastoral scene of enchanting beauty, aman who wore a brown robe and along white beard, the
classc whitelines of the building on the plateau, the chapd with a painting. Of course aman would find
peace here. How could aman help but find peace here? It was designed and built for the purpose - this
scene. Just as an architect would design and an engineer would build a spaceship. Only a spaceship was
meant to travel acrossthe void, and this place, this garden, was meant to bring peace to troubled men,
men with souls so troubled that they were insane.

Kemp stared at aflowering crab-apple tree that clung to the rocks above him, and even as he watched
adight breeze shook the tree and a shower of petals cascaded down toward him. Dimly, Kemp
wondered if that tree kept on blooming over and over again. Perhapsit did. Perhapsit never bore an
apple, perhapsit just kept on flowering. For itsfunction here in Sanctuary was to flower, not to fruit.
Blossoms had more psychologica value as a stage setting than apples - therefore, perhaps, the tree kept
on blossoming and blossoming.

Peace, of course. But how could they makeit stick? How could the men who ran Sanctuary make
peace stay with aman? Did the painting or the Asteroid jewel have something to do with it? And could
peace a one provide the answer to the twisted brainsthat came here?

Doubt jabbed at him with tiny spears, doubt and skepticism - the old skepticism he had brought with
him from the dusty old worlds, the frigid old worlds, the bitter old worlds that lay outside the pale of
Sanctuary.

And yet doubt, even skepticism, quailed before the beauty of the place, faltered when he remembered
the convincing sincerity of the old man in the brown robe, when he remembered those calm blue eyesand
the mgjesty of the long white beard. It was hard to think, Kemp told himself, that al of this could be no
more than mere psychologica trappings.

He shook his head, bewildered, brushed clinging apple blossoms from his shoulder and resumed his
climb, Ageroid jewd till clutched tightly in hishand. The path narrowed until it was scarcely wide
enough to walk upon, with the sheer wall on hisright knifing up toward the plateau, the precipiceto his
|eft dropping abruptly into alittle valley where the brook gurgled and laughed benesth the waterfal that
loomed just ahead.

At the second turn he came upon the chapd. A little place, it ood close to the path, recessed alittle
into thewall of rock. The door stood gar, asif inviting him.

Hesitating for amoment, Kemp stepped into the recess, pushed gently on the door and stepped inside.
Stepped insde and halted, frozen by the painting that confronted him. Set in arocky acoveinthewal, it
was lighted by abeam that speared down from the celling just above the door.

Asif it were ascene one came upon through an open window rather than one caught upon a canvas,
the city stood framed within the flare of light - aweird, fantagtic city sorawled on some outer world.
Bizarre architecture rearing againgt an outlandish background; towers legping upward and fading into
nothing, showing no clear-cut line where they |eft off; spidery sky bridges coiling and looping among the
spires and domes that somehow were not the way spires and domes should be - the city looked like the
impassioned chisdllings of some mad sculptor.

And as Kemp stood trangfixed before the city in thewall, abell clanged far above him, one sharp clear
note that lanced into hisbrain and shook him like an angry fig.

Something stirred within his hand, something that cameto life and grew and wanted to be free. With a
wild exclamation, Kemp jerked his hand in front of him, shaking it to free it of the thing that moved within
it - repugnance choking him, an ingtinctive gesture born in the human race by spidersin dark caves, by
crawling thingsthat dropped off jungle leaves and bit.

But it was no spider, no crawling thing. Instead it was alight, alittle point of light that dipped from
between hisfingers and rose and swiftly faded into nothing. And even asit faded, Kemp felt cool fingers
on hisjumping nerves, fingers that soothed them and quieted them until he felt peace flow toward him
once again, but thistime a degper, cmer, vaster peace that took in dl the universe, that left him
bresthless with the very thought of it.



Claws rustled on the floor behind him and adark form sailed through the air to land upon his shoulder.

"Hanniba!" ydled the sartled Kemp.

But, even asheydled, Hanniba launched himsdlf into the air again, straight from Kemp's shoulder into
empty air, striking vicioudy at something that was there, something that fought back, but something Kemp
could not seeat dl.

"Hanniba!" Kemp shrieked again, and the shriek was raw and vicious as he redlised that his new-found
peace had been stripped from him as one might strip a cloak, leaving him naked in the chill of sudden
fear.

Hanniba wasfighting something, of that there was no doubt. An invisible something that struggled to
get free. But Hannibal had a death grip. His savage jaws were closed upon something that had substance,
histerrible clawsraked &t it, tore &t it.

Kemp backed away until he felt the stonewall at his back, then stood and stared with unbelieving eyes.

Hanniba was winning out, was dragging the thing in the air down to the ground. Asif hewere
performing dow-motion acrobatics, he twisted and turned in the air, was dowly sinking toward the floor.
And never for amoment were those scythe-like clawsidle. They raked and dashed and tore and the
thing that fought them was weakening, dropped faster and faster.

Just before they reached the floor, Hannibal relaxed his grip for amoment, twisted in mid-air like a cat
and pounced again. For afleeting second Kemp saw the shape of the thing Hanniba held between his
jaws, the thing he shook and shook, then cast contemptuoudy aside - ashimmery, fairy-like thing with
dragging wings and amoth-like body. Just aglimpse, that wasall.

"Hanniba," gasped Kemp. "Hanniba, what have you done?’

Hanniba stood on bowed legs and stared back at him, with eyesin which Kemp saw the smoky shine
of triumph. Like acat might look when it has caught abird, like aman might look when he killsamorta
enamy.

"It gave me peace," said Kemp. "Whatever it was, it gave me peace. And now —"

Hetook adow step forward and Hanniba backed away.

But Kemp stopped as a swift thought struck him.

The Agteroid jewd!

Sowly helifted histwo hands and looked at them and found them empty. The jewdl, he remembered,
had been clutched in hisright hand and it had been from that hand that the shining thing arose.

He caught his breath, till staring at his hands.

An Ageroid jewe one moment, and the next, when the bell chimed, aspot of glowing light - then
nothing. And yet something, for Hanniba had killed something, athing that had a moth-like body and ill
could not have been amoth, for aman can see amoth.

Kemp's anger at Hannibal faded and in its place came a subtle fear, afear that swept his brain and left
it chisdl-sharp and cold with the almost certain knowledge that here he faced an alien threat, asren
threat, athreat that wasalure.

Chambers had told him about alife that could encyst itself, could live in suspended animation; hed
voiced afear that the old Martians, who had tried to sweep that life away, had failed.

Could it be that the Asteroid jewels were the encysted life?

Kemp remembered things about the jewels. They never had been analysed. They were found nowhere
else except upon the Asteroids.

The bell might have been the signal for them to awake, amusical note that broke up the encystation,
that returned the deeping entity toitsorigina form.

Entitiesthat could cure the twisted brains of men, probably by some subtle change of outlook, by the
introduction of some menta factor that man had never known before.

Kemp remembered, with a sudden surge of longing, astinging sense of loss, the mental peace that had
reached out to him - for afleeting moment felt adeep and sharp regret that it had been taken from him.

But despite that ability to give peace the Martians had feared them, feared them with a deep and
devastating fear - afear so great they had destroyed a planet to rid the System of them. And the
Martians were an old race and awise race.



If the Martians had feared them, there was at |east good grounds to suspect Earthmen should fear
them, too.

And as he stood there, the horror of the situation seeped into Kemp's brain. A sanatorium that cured
mental cases by the Ssmple process of turning those mentd cases over to an dien life which had the
power to impose upon the mind its own philasophy, to shape the human mind asit willed it should be
shaped. A philosophy that started out with the concept of mental peace and ended - where?

But that was something one couldn't figure out, Kemp knew

- something there was no way to figure out. It could lead anywhere. Especialy since one had no way
of knowing what sort of mental conceptsthe dliens of thefifth planet might hold. Conceptsthat might be
good or ill for the human race, but concepts that certainly would not be entirely human.

Clever! So clever that Kemp wondered now why he had not suspected sooner, why he had not
smelled a certain rottenness. Firdt the garden to lull one into receptiveness - that odd fegling one had
aways known this place, making him fed that he was a home so he would put his guard down. Then the
painting

- meant, undoubtedly to establish an dmost hypnotic ate, designed to hold aman transfixed in rapt
attention until it wastoo late to escape the attention of the reawakened life. If, in fact, anyone would have
wanted to escape.

That wasthe ingdious part of it - they gave aman what he wanted, what he longed for, something he
missed out in the older worlds of struggle and progress. Like adrug—

Clawsrattled on thefloor.

"Hannibal!" yelled Kemp. But Hanniba didn't stop.

Kemp plunged toward the door, still caling. "Hanniba! Hanniba, come back herel™

Far up the dopetherewas arustle in the bushes. A tiny pebble came tapping down the hill.

"Peace be on you," said afamiliar voice, and Kemp spun round. The old man with the brown robe and
the long white whiskers stood in the narrow path.

"|s there anything wrong?'asked the oldster.

"No," said Kemp. "Not yet. But theré's going to be!"

"l do not —"

"Get out of my way," snapped Kemp. "I'm going back!"

The blue eyeswere as calm as ever, the words as unhurried. "No one ever goes back, son.”

"Gramp," warned Kemp grimly, "if you don't get out of my way so | can go down the path —"

The old man's hands moved quickly, plunging into the pockets of hisrobe. Even as Kemp started
forward they came out again, tossed something upward and for one breathless instant Kemp saw a
dozen or more gleaming Agteroid jewds shimmering inthe air, ashower of flashing brilliance.

Bdlswere clamouring, bellsdl over the Asteroid, chiming out endlessly that one clear note, time after
time, stabbing at Kemp's brain with the clarity of their tones - turning those sparkling jewesinto things
that would grasp his mind and give him peace and make him something that wasn't quite human.

With abellow of baffled rage, Kemp charged. He saw the old man'sface in front of him, mouth open,
those calm eyes now deep pools of hatred, tinged with atouch of fear. Kemp's fist smacked out, straight
into the face, white whiskers and al. The face disappeared and a scream rang out as the oldster toppled
off theledge and plunged toward the rocks below.

Coal fingerstouched Kemp'sbrain, but he plunged on, dmost blindly, down the path. Thefingers
dipped away and others came and for amoment the peace rolled over him once again. With the last
dregs of willpower he fought it off, screaming like atortured man, keeping hislegsworking like pistons.
The wind brought the scent of apple blossoms to him and he wanted to stop beside the brook and take
off his shoes and know thefed of soft green grass benesth hisfeet.

But that, one cold corner of hisbrain told him, was the way they wanted him to fed, the very thing
Sanctuary wanted him to do. Staggering, he ran, regling drunkenly.

He staggered, and as hefell his hand struck something hard and he picked it up. It was abranch, a
dead branch fdlen from sometree. Grimly, hetested it and found it hard and strong, gripped it in one
hand and stumbled down the path.



The club gave him something - some strange psychological advantage - aweapon that he whirled
around his head when he screamed at the things that would have seized hismind.

Then there was hard ground benesth hisfeet - the spaceport. Men ran toward him, yelling a him, and
he sprinted forward to meet them, aman that might have been jerked from the caves of Europe haf a
million years before - amaddened, frothing man with aclub in hand, with asavage gleam in hiseyes, hair
touded, shirt ripped off.

The club swished and aman dumped to the ground. Another man charged in and the club swished and
Harrison Kemp screamed in killing triumph.

The men broke and ran, and Kemp, roaring, chased them down thefield.

Somehow he found his ship and spun the lock.

Insde, he shoved the throttle up the rack, fogetting about the niceties of take-off, whipping out into the
maw of space with ajerk that almost broke his neck, that gouged deep furrowsin the port and crumpled
one end of the hangar.

Kemp glanced back just once at the glowing spot that was Sanctuary. After that he kept hisface
graight ahead. The knotted club till lay beside his chair.

Dr Danid Monk ran hisfinger around the inside of his collar, ssemed about to choke.

"But you told me," he sammered. "Y ou sent for me—"

"Yes," agreed Spencer Chambers, "I did tell you | had aMartian. But | haven't got him now. | sent him
away."

Monk stared blankly.

"l had need of him esewhere," Chambers explained.

"l don't understand,” Monk declared weskly. " Perhaps he will be coming back.”

Chambers shook his head. "1 had hoped so, but now | am afraid . . . afraid —"

"But you don't realise what a Martian would mean to usl" Monk blurted.

"Yes, | do," declared Chambers. "He could read the manuscripts. Much more easily, much more
accurately than they can be trandated. That waswhy | sent for you. That, in fact, washow | knew he
was aMartian in thefirst place. He read some of the photostatic copies of the manuscripts you sent me.”

Monk straightened in his chair. "He read them! 'Y ou mean you could talk with him!™

Chambers grinned. "Not exactly talk with him, Monk. That is, he didn't make soundslike you and |
do."

The chairman of the Solar Control Board leaned across the desk.

"Look at me" he commanded. "L ook closdly. Can you see anything wrong?”'

Monk stammered. "Why, no. Nothing wrong. Those glasses, but alot of people wear them.”

"I know," said Chambers. "A lot of peoplewear them for effect. Because they think it's smart. But |
don't. | wear mineto hide my eyes."

"Y our eyed" whispered Monk. ™Y ou mean there's something—"

"I'm blind," said Chambers. "Very few people know it. I've kept it a careful secret. | haven't wanted the
world's pity. | don't want the knowledge | can't see hampering my work. People wouldn't trust me.”

Monk started to speak, but hiswords dribbled into silence.

"Don't fed sorry for me," snapped Chambers. "That's the very thing I've been afraid of. That'swhy no
one knows. | wouldn't have told you except | had to tell to explain about Hanniba .

"Hannibd ?'

"Hannibd," said Chambers, "isthe Martian. People thought he was my pet. Something | carried around
with me because of vanity. Because | wanted something different. Something to catch the headlines. But
he was more than a pet. He was a Seeing-eye dog. He was my eyes. With Hannibal around | could see.
Better than | could see with my own eyes. Much better.”

Monk started forward, then settled back. ™Y ou mean Hannibal was telepathic?*

Chambers nodded. "Naturdly telepathic. Perhapsit was the way the Martians talked. The only way
they could talk. He telepathed perfect visua images of everything he saw and in my mind | could seeas
clearly, as perfectly asif | had seen with my own eyes. Better even, for Hannibal had powers of sight a
human does not have."



Monk tapped his fingers on the chair arm, staring out of the window at the pinesthat marched aong the
hill.

"Hanniba was found out in the Agteroids, wasn't he?' Monk asked suddenly.

"Hewas," said Chambers. "Until afew daysago | didn't know what he was. No one knew what he
was. Hewasjust athing that saw for me. | tried to talk with him and couldn't. There seemed noway in
which to establish acommunication of ideas. Almost asif he didn't know there were such things asidess.
He read the newspapersfor me. That is, he looked at the page, and in my mind | saw the page and read
it. But | was the one that had to do the reading. All Hannibal did was telepath the picture of the paper to
me and my mind would do the work. But when | picked up the manuscript photostats it was Hannibal
who read. To methey meant nothing - just funny marks. But Hanniba knew. He read them to me. He
made me see the things they said. | knew then he was aMartian. No one ese but aMartian, or Dr
Monk, could read that stuff."

He matched hisfingers carefully. "I've wondered how, snce he was a Martian, he got into the Belt.
How he could have managed to survive. When wefirst found him there was no reason to suspect he was
aMartian. After dl, we didn't know what a Martian was. They |eft no description of themselves. No
paintings, no sculptures.”

"The Martians," said Monk, "didn't run to art. They were practical, deadly serious, arace without
emotion.”

He drummed hisfingers aong the chair arm again. "There's just one thing. Hanniba was your eyes.

Y ou needed him. In such acase | can't imagine why you would have parted with him."

"I needed to see," said Chambers, "inaplacel couldn't go."

"You...you. What was that?'

"Exactly what | said. There wasaplace | had to see. A place | had to know about. For various
reasonsit was closed to me. | could not, dare not, go there. So | sent Hannibal. | sent my eyes there for
me"

"And you saw?"'

"l did."

"Y ou mean you could send him far awvay —"

"l sent him to the Agteroids,”" said Chambers. "To be precise, to Sanctuary. Millions of miles. And |
saw what he saw. Still see what he sees, in fact. | can't see you because I'm blind. But | seewhat's
happening on Sanctuary this very moment. Distance has no relation to telepathy. Even the first human
experimentsin it demongtrated that."

The phone on Chambers's desk buzzed softly. He groped for the receiver, findly found it, lifted it.
"Hdlo," hesad.

"ThisisMoses Allen," said the voice on the other end. "Reports are just starting to comein. My men
arerounding up the Asteroid jewels. Got bushels of them so far. Putting them under locks you'd haveto
use atomicsto get open.”

Worry edged Chamberssvoice. "Y ou made sure there was no dip? No way anyone could get wind of
what we're doing and hide out some of them."”

Allen chuckled. "I got thousands of men on thejob. All of them hit at the same minute. First we
checked records of al saes. To be surewe knew just who had them and how many. We haven't got a
few of them yet, but we know who's got them. Some of the owners are alittle stubborn, but well svest it
out of them. We know they've got them cached away somewhere.”

Helaughed. "Onefunny thing, chief. Old Lady Templefinger - the society dame, you know - had a
rope of them, some of the finest in the world. We can't find them. She claimsthey disappeared. Into thin
arr, just like that. One night at a concert. But we—"

"Wait asecond,” snapped Chambers. "A concert, you said?

"Sure, aconcert. Recitd, | guess, isabetter namefor it. Somelong-haired violinist."

"Allen," rapped Chambers, "check up on that recital. Find out who wasthere. Drag them in. Hold them
on sometechnica charge. Anything at dl, just so you hold them. Treat them just asif they were people
who had been cured by Sanctuary. Grab on to them and don't let them go.”



"Gripes, chief," protested the Secret Service man, "we might runinto abarrel of trouble. The old lady
would've had some big shots—"

"Don't argue,” shouted Chambers. "Get going. Pick them up. And anyone else who was around when
any other jewels evaporated. Check up on al strange jewel disappearances. No matter how far back.
Don't quit until you're surein every case. And hang onto everybody. Everyone who's ever had anything
to do with Sanctuary.”

"OK," agreed Allen. "I don't know what you're aiming at, but well do—"

"Ancther thing," said Chambers. "How about the whispering campaign?”

"Wevegot it sarted,” Allen said. "And it'salulu, chief. | got busy-bodiestearing around dl over the
Solar System. Spreading the word. Nothing definite. Just whispers. Something wrong with Sanctuary.
Can't trust them. Can't tell what happens to you when you go there. Why, | heard about aguy just the
other day —"

"That'stheidea," approved Chambers. "We smply can't tell the red story, but we haveto do
something to stop people from going there. Frighten them a bit, make them wonder.”

"Comemorning," said Allen, "and the whole System will be full of stories. Some of them probably even
better than those we started with. Sanctuary will starve to desth waiting for business after we get through
with them.”

"That," said Chambers, "isjust exactly what we want."

He hung up the phone, fumbling avkwardly, then turned his head toward Monk.

"Y ou heard?' he asked.

"Enough,” said Monk. "If it's something | should forget—"

"It's nothing you should forget,” Chamberstold him. ™Y ou'rein thiswith me. Clear up to the hilt."

"I've guessed some of it," said Monk. "A lot of it, in fact. Found some of it from hintsin the
manuscripts. Some from what 1've heard you say. I've been Sitting here, trying to straighten it out, trying
to make dl the factorsfall together. The Asteroid jewels, of course, are the encysted life form from the
fifth planet and someone on Sanctuary is using them to do to usjust what they planned to do to the
Martian race - may have done to the Martian race.”

"The man out on Sanctuary,” said Chambers, "is Jan Nichols, but | doubt if heisusing the asterites.
More probably they are using him. Some years ago he headed an expedition into the Belt and
disappeared. When he cametto light again he was the head of Sanctuary. Somehow, while he was out
there, he must have come under control of the asterites. Maybe someone played aviolin, struck just the
right note when he had an Asteroid jewe on his person. Or it might have happened some other way.
Thereésno way of knowing. Theworst of it isthat now he probably is convinced heis engaged in agreat
crusade. That'sthe most dangerous thing about the asterites or the fifth-planet people or whatever you
want to call them. Their propagandanis effective because once one is exposed to them he becomes one of
them, in philosophy if not in fact and, after dl, it's the philosophy, the way of thinking that counts.”

Chambers shuddered, asif acold wind might be sveeping through the room. "It's abeautiful
philosophy, Monk. At least, on the surface. God knowswhét it is undernesth. | gained aglimpse of it,
severd times, through Hannibal. 1t was that strong, strong enough even to force itsway through the vell of
hatred that he held for them, powerful enough to reach through the vengeance in his mind. The vengeance
that's driving him out there now."

"Vengeance?' asked Monk.

"He'skilling them," said Chambers. "Asyou and I might kill vermin. He's berserk, killing mad. I'vetried
to call him back. Tried to get him to hide so we can rescue him without the certainty of losing every man
we sent out. For some reason, perhaps because he knows them better, hates them more, Hannibal can
stand against them. But a man couldn't, aman wouldn't have a chance. Sanctuary isstirred up like anest
of maddened bees.”

Chamberssfaced sagged. "But | can't call him back. | can't even reach him any more. | gtill seethe
things he sees. He il keegps contact with me, probably because he wants me to observe, through his
mind, aslong as possible. Hoping, perhaps, that the human race will take up where he left off- if he
leavesoff."



"Hannibd iscarrying out hisdegtiny,” Monk said gravely. "I can patch it together now. Things| didnt
undergtand before. Things | found in the manuscripts. Hanniba dept through time for thisvery day."

Chambers snapped his head erect, questioningly.

"That'sright,” said Monk. "The Martians, in their last days, perfected afairly safe method of suspended
animation. Perhaps they used principlesthey stole from the fifth planet, perhaps not. It doesn't matter.
They placed anumber of their people in suspended animation. How many, | don't know. The number's
there, but | can't read it. It might be ahundred or athousand. Anyway, it was alot of them. And they
scattered them all over the Solar System. They took some to the Asteroids, some to Earth, someto the
Jovian moons, some even out to Pluto. They |eft them everywhere. They left them in those different
places and then the rest of the race went hometo die. | wondered why they did it. The symbol wasthere
to tell me, but I couldn't read the symbol."

Chambers nodded. ™Y ou haveto fill in too many things, the trand ation leaves too many blanks."

"I had ahunch,” Monk said. "It might have been an attempt to preserve therace. A wild throw, you
know. A desperate people will try dmost anything. Where there'slife, there's hope. Hang on long enough
and something's bound to happen.

"But | waswrong. | can seethat now. They did it for revenge. It tiesin with the other things we know
about the Martians. Perhaps the asterites had destroyed them. They had tried to destroy the asterites,
were sure that they had failed. So they left behind a mop-up squad. The rest of them died, but the
mop-up squad dept on againgt adistant day, playing the million-to-one chance. In Hannibd's case, the
long shot paid out. HE's doing some mopping-up out in Sanctuary now. It'sthe last brave gesture of a
race that's dead these million years."

"But there are others,” said Chambers. "Thereare—"

"Don't get your hopes up,” Monk warned. "Remember the odds. Hannibal carried out his detiny. Even
that was more than could have been logically expected. The others—"

"I'm not doing any hoping,” Chambers declared. "Not on my own account, anyhow. Theresajob to
do. We haveto do it the best we can. We must guard againgt the human race going down before the
philosophy of these other people. We must keep the human race - human.

"The asterites creed, on the surface, is beautiful, admittedly. What it is beneath the surface, of course,
we cannot know. But admitting that it isal that it appears and nothing more, it isnot ahuman creed. It's
not the old hell-for-leather creed that has taken man up the ladder, that will continue to take him up the
ladder if he hangsonto it. It would wipe out dl the harsher emotions and we need those harsher emotions
to keep climbing. We can't liein the sun, we can't stand still, we can't, not yet, even take the time to stand
off and admire the things that we have done.

"Peace, the deegper concept of peace, is not for the human race, never was meant for the human race.
Conflict isour mesat. The desire to begt the other fellow to it, the hankering for glorification, the tendency
to heave out one's chest and say, ‘I'm the guy that doneit,’ the satisfaction of tackling ahard job and
doing it, even looking for ahard job just for the hell of doingit.”

A springtime breeze blew softly through the window. A bird sang and a hushed clock ticked.

There were faces in the blackness that |oomed before the speeding spaceship. Facesthat swirled in the
blacknesss and shouted. All sorts effaces. Old men and babies. Well-dressed man-about-town and
tramp in tattered rags. Women, too. Women with flying hair and tear-streaked cheeks. All shouting,
hooked handsraised in anger.

Faces that protested. Faces that pleaded. Faces that damned and called down curses.

Harrison Kemp passed a hand dowly across his eyes and when he took it away the faces were gone.
Only space leered back at him.

But he couldn't shake from his mind the things those mouths had said, the words the tongues had
shaped.

"What have you done? Y ou have taken Sanctuary from usl"

Sanctuary! Something the race had leaned upon, had counted on, the assurance of a cure, arefuge
from the mental maniathat ranged up and down the worlds.

Something that was dmost God. Something that was the peopl€sfriend - a steadying hand in the



darkness. It was something that was there, awayswould be there, ashining light in atroubled world, a
comforter, something that would never change, something one could tieto.

And now?

Kemp shuddered at the thought.

Oneword and he could bring dl that structure tumbling down about their ears. With one blow he could
take away their faith and their assurance. With one bresth he could blow Sanctuary into aflimsy house of
cards.

For him, he knew, Sanctuary was gone forever. Knowing what he knew, he never could go back. But
what about those others? What about the oneswho gtill believed? Might it not be better that he left them
their belief? Evenif it led down adangerousroad. Eveniif it were atrap.

But wasit atrgp? That was athing, of course, that he could not know. Perhaps, rather, it was the way
to a better life.

Perhaps he had been wrong. Perhaps he should have stayed and accepted what Sanctuary offered.

If ahuman being, as a human being, could not carry out his own destiny, if the race were doomed to
madness, if evolution had erred in bringing man aong the path he followed what then? If the human way
of lifewere basicaly at fault, would it not be better to accept a change before it was too late? On what
bas's, after dl, could mankind judge?

In yearsto come, working through severa generations, Sanctuary might mould mankind to its pattern,
might change the trend of human thought and action, point out a different road to travel.

And if that were so, who could say that it waswrong?

Belswereringing. Not the bells he had heard back on Sanctuary, nor yet the bells he remembered of a
Sunday morning in his own home town, but bells that came hauntingly from space. Bellsthat tolled and
blotted out histhoughts.

Madness. Madness stalking the worlds. And yet, need there be madness? Findlay wasn't mad -
probably never would go mad.

Kemp's brain suddenly buzzed with a crazy-quilt of distorted thought:

Sanctuary . . . Pluto . , . Johnny Gardner . . . what islife. . . wéll try again—

Unsteadily he reached out for the instrument board, but hisfingerswere dl thumbs. Hismind blurred
and for one wild moment of panic he could not recognise the panel before him -for onelong instant it was
merely acurious object with coloured lights and many unfamiliar mechanisms.

Hisbrain cleared momentarily and athought coursed through it - an urgent thought. Man need not go
med!

Spencer Chambers! Spencer Chambers had to know!

He reached for the radio and his fingers wouldn't work. They wouldn't go where he wanted them to go.

Kemp set histeeth and fought his hand, fought it out to the radio-control knobs, made hisfingers do the
job hisbrain wanted them to do, made them work the dia's, forced his mouth to say the things that must
be said.

"Kemp cdling Earth. Kemp calling Earth. Kemp calling—"

A voice sad, "Earth. Go ahead, Kemp."

Histongue refused to move. Hishand fell from the set, swayed limply at hisside.

"Go ahead, Kemp," the voice urged. "Go ahead Kemp. Go ahead, Kemp."

Kemp grappled with the greyness that was dropping over him, fought it back by concentrating on the
smple mechanics of making hislips and tongue move asthey had to move,

"Spencer Chambers,” he croaked.

" Y ou should have stayed in Sanctuary,” blared avoicein hishead. " Y ou should have stayed. Y ou
should have—"

" Spencer Chambers speaking,” said avoice out of theradio. "What isit, Kemp?'

Kemp tried to answer, couldn't.

"Kemp!" yelled Chambers. "Kemp, where are you? What's the matter? Kemp —"

Words came from Kemp's mouth, distorted words, taking along timeto say, jerky —

"Notime. .. onething. Hunch. That'sit. Chambers. . . hunch—"



"What do you mean, lad?" yelled Chambers.

"Hunches. Haveto play . . . hunches. Everyone hasn't...got...them. Find...those...who...
have—"

There was silence. Chambers was waiting. A wave of greyness blotted out the ship, blotted out space -
then light came again.

Kemp gripped the Sde of his chair with one hand while the other siwayed limply &t hissde. What had
he been saying? Where was he? One word buzzed in his brain. What was that word?

Out of the past came a snatch of memory.

"Findlay,” hesaid.

"Y es, what about Findaly?'

"Huncheslike. . .ingtinct. See. . .into. . . future—"

Theradio bleated a him. "Kemp! What's the matter? Go on. Do you mean hunches are anew ingtinct?
Tdl me. Kemp!"

Harrison Kemp heard nothing. The greyness had come again, blotting out everything. He sat in his chair
and his hands hung dangling. His vacant eyes stared into space.

The ship drove on.

On thefloor lay astick, aclub Harrison Kemp had picked up on Sanctuary.

The intercommunications set buzzed. Fumbling, Chambers snapped up the tumbler.

"Mr Allenishere" said the secretary's voice.

"Send himin,” said Chambers.

Allen camein, flung his hat on the floor beside achair, sat down.

"Boysjust reported they found Kemp's ship,” he said. "Easy to trace it. Radio was wide open.”

"Yes?' asked Chambers.

"Loony," said Allen.

Chamberssthin lips pressed together. "I was afraid s0. He sounded likeit. Like hewas fighting it off.
And hedidfight it off. Long enough, at least, to tell uswhat he wanted usto know."

"It'squeer,” Monk said, "that we never thought of it. That someone didn't think of it. It had to wait until
aman on the verge of insanity could think of it."

"It may not work," said Chambers, "but it'sworth atry. Hunches, he said, areingtinct - anew instinct,
the kind we need in the sort of world we live in. Once, long ago, we had ingtinct the same as animals, but
wegot rid of it, we got civilised and logt it. We didn't need it any longer. We subtituted thingsfor it. Like
law and order, houses and other safeguards against weather and hunger and fear.

"Now we face new dangers. Dangers that accompany the kind of civilisation we have wrought. We
need new ingtinct to protect us against those dangers. Maybe we have it in hunches or premonition or
intuition or whatever name you want to hang on it. Something we've been developing for along time, for
the past ten thousand years, perhaps, never redlising that he had it.”

"All of us probably haven't got it,” Monk reminded him. "1t would be more pronounced in some of us
than others™

"Well find the oneswho haveit," declared Chambers. "WEll place them in key positions. The
psychologistswill develop testsfor it. Well seeif we can't improveit, developit. Help it long.

"You haveit, Monk. It saved you when the astefites tried to get you that night in Sandebar. Something
told you to heave that jewd against the manuscript case. Y ou did it, ingtinctively, wondering why. You
said that afterward you even speculated on why you did it, couldn't find an answer. And yet it wasthe
proper thing to do.

"Findlay out on Pluto hasit. Cdlsit afeding for the future, the ability to look just alittle way ahead.
That looking just away ahead will help us keep one jump beyond our problems.

"Allen hasit. He investigated Sanctuary on ahunch, even felt ashamed of himself for doing it, but he
went ahead and played his hunch.”

"Just asecond, chief,” Allen interrupted. "Before you go any further there's something to be done. We
got to go out and bring in Hanniba. Even if it takes the whole fleet —"

"Therésno use," said Chambers.



He rose and faced them.

"Hannibd," he sad, "died haf an hour ago. They killed him."

Slowly he walked around the desk, felt hisway across the room toward the window. Once he
stumbled on arug, once heran into achair.

THE BIG FRONT YARD
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Hiram Taine came awake and sat up in his bed.

Towser was barking and scratching at the floor.

"Shut up,” Tainetold the dog.

Towser cocked quizzica earsat him and then resumed the barking and scratching at the floor.

Taine rubbed his eyes. He ran ahand through hisrat's-nest head of hair. He consdered lying down
again and pulling up the covers.

But not with Towser barking.

"What's the matter with you, anyhow?" he asked Towser, with not alittle wrath.

"Whuff," said Towser, indusirioudy proceeding with his scratching at the floor.

"If you want out,” said Taine, "al you got to do is open the screen door. Y ou know how it is done.
Youdoitdl thetime”

Towser quit his barking and sat down heavily, watching his master getting out of bed.

Taine put on hisshirt and pulled on histrousers, but didn't bother with his shoes.

Towser ambled over to acomer, put his nose down to the baseboard and snuffled moistly.

"You got amouse?" asked Taine.

"Whuff," said Towser, most emphaticdly.

"| can't ever remember you making such arow about amouse,” Taine said, dightly puzzled. "Y ou must
be off your rocker."

It was abeautiful summer morning. Sunlight was pouring through the open window.

Good day for fishing, Tainetold himsdlf, then remembered that thered be no fishing, for he had to go
out and look up that old four-poster maple bed that he had heard about up Woodman way. More than
likely, he thought, they'd want twice as much asit wasworth. 1t was getting so, he told himsdlf, that a
man couldn't make an honest dollar. Everyone was getting smart about antiques.

He got up off the bed and headed for the living room.

"Comeon," hesaid to Towser.

Towser came dong, pausing now and then to snuffle into corners and to whuffle at the floor.

"Yougot it bad,” said Taine.

Maybeit'sarat, he thought. The house was getting old.

He opened the screen door and Towser went outside.

"L eave that woodchuck betoday,” Taine advised him. "It'salosing battle. Y ou'll never dig him out.”

Towser went around the corner of the house.

Taine noticed that something had happened to the sign that hung on the post beside the driveway. One
of the chains had become unhooked and the sign was dangling.

He padded out across the driveway dab and the grass, still wet with dew, to fix the Sign. Therewas
nothing wrong with it—just the unhooked chain. Might have been the wind, he thought, or some passing
urchin. Although probably not an urchin. He got dong with kids. They never bothered him, like they did
some othersin the village. Banker Stevens, for example. They were dways pestering Stevens.

He stood back away to be sure the sign was straight.



Itread, in big letters:

HANDY MAN
And under that, in smaller lettering:
| fix anything And under that:
ANTIQUES FOR SALE

What have you got to trade?

Maybe, hetold himsdf, hed ought to have two signs, onefor hisfix-it shop and one for antiques and
trading. Some day, when he had the time, he thought, he'd paint a couple of new ones. Onefor each sde
of thedriveway. It would look neat that way.

Heturned around and looked acrosstheroad at Turner's Woods. It was a pretty sight, he thought. A
Sizable piece of woods like that right at the edge of town. It was aplace for birds and rabbits and wood-
chucksand squirresand it wasfull of forts built through generations by the boys of Willow Bend.

Some day, of course, some smart operator would buy it up and start a housing development or
something equally objectionable and when that happened a big dice of his own boyhood would be cut
out of hislife.

Towser came around the corner of the house. He was sdling dong, sniffing at the lowest row of sding
and his ears were cocked with interest.

"That dog isnuts," said Taine and went indde.

He went into the kitchen, his bare feet dgpping on the floor.

Hefilled the teskettle, set it on the stove and turned the burner on undernesth the kettle.

Heturned on theradio, forgetting that it was out of kilter.

When it didn't make a sound, he remembered and, disgusted, snapped it off. That wasthe way it
went, he thought. He fixed other people's stuff, but never got around to fixing any of hisown.

He went into the bedroom and put on his shoes. He threw the bed together.

Back in the kitchen the stove had failed to work again. The burner beneath the kettle was il cold.

Taine hauled off and kicked the stove. He lifted the kettle and held his pam above the burner. In afew
seconds he could detect some heat.

"Worked again," hetold himsdlf.

Some day, he knew, kicking the stove would fail to work. When that happened, hed haveto get to
work on it. Probably wasn't more than aloose connection.

He put the kettle back onto the stove.

Therewas aclatter out in front and Taine went out to see what \Was going on.

Beady, the Horton's yardboy-chauffeur-gardener-et cetera was backing arickety old truck up the
driveway. Beside him sat Abbie Horton, the wife of H. Henry Horton, the village's most important citizen.
In the back of the truck, lashed on with ropes and half-protected by a garish red and purple quilt, stood a
mammoth televison set. Taine recognized it from of old. It wasagood ten years out of date and Hill, by
any standard, it was the most expensive set ever to grace any homein Willow Bend.

Abbie hopped out of the truck. She was an energetic, bustling, bossy woman.

'‘Good morning, Hiram," she said. "Can you fix this set again?'

‘Never saw anything that | couldn't fix," said Taine, but nevertheless he eyed the set with something
like dismay. It was not thefirst time he had tangled with it and he knew what was ahead.

"It might cost you more than it'sworth,” he warned her. "What you redly needisanew one. Thissetis
getting old and—"

"That'sjust what Henry said,” Abbietold him, tartly. "Henry wantsto get one of the color sets. But |
won't part with thisone. It'snot just TV, you know. It's a combination with radio and arecord player
and thewood and style are just right for the other furniture, and besides—"

"Yes, | know," said Taine, who'd heard it all before.

Poor old Henry, he thought. What alife the man must lead. Up at that computer plant al day long,
shooting off hisface and bossing everyone, then coming hometo alife of petty tyranny.



"Beady," said Abbie, in her best drill-sergeant voice, "you get right up there and get that thing untied.”

"Yesm," Beady said. He was a gangling, loose-jointed man who didn't look too bright.

"And seeyou be careful withiit. | don't want it al scratched up.”

"Yesm," said Beady.

"I'll help,” Taine offered.

The two climbed into the truck and began unlashing the old monstrosity.

"It'sheavy," Abbie warned. "Y ou two be careful of it."

"Yesm," said Beadly.

It was heavy and it was an awkward thing to boot, but Beasy and Taine horsed it around to the back
of the house and up the stoop and through the back door and down the basement stairs, with Abbie
following eagle-eyed behind them, aert to the dightest scraich.

The basement was Taine's combination workshop and display room for antiques. One end of it was
filled with benches and with tools and machinery and boxes full of odds and ends and piles of just plain
junk were scattered everywhere. The other end housed a collection of rickety chairs, sagging bedposts,
ancient highboys, equaly ancient lowboys, old cod scuttles painted gold, heavy iron fireplace screens
and alot or other stuff that he had collected from far and wide for aslittle as he could possibly pay for it.

He and Beady set the TV down carefully on the floor. Abbie watched them narrowly from the sairs.

"Why, Hiram," she said, excited, "you put aceiling in the basement. It looks awholelot better."

"Huh?"' asked Taine.

"Thecdling. | said you putinaceiling.”

Taine jerked his head up and what she said was true. There was a ceiling there, but held never put it
in.

He gulped alittle and lowered his head, then jerked it quickly up and had another look. The ceiling
was il there.

"It'snot that block stuff,” said Abbie with open admiration. "Y ou can't seeany jointsat al. How did
you manageit?'

Taine gulped again and got back hisvoice. "Something | thought up,” hetold her weakly.

"You'll haveto come over and do it to our basement. Our basement isasight. Beadly put the celling in
the amusement room, but Beadly isdl thumbs."

"Yesm," Beady sad contritely.

"When | get thetime," Taine promised, ready to promise anything to get them out of there.

"You'd havealot moretime,” Abbietold him acidly, "if you weren't gadding around al over the
country buying up that broken-down old furniture that you cal antiques. Maybe you can fool the city
folks when they come driving out here, but you can't fool me.”

"I make alot of money out of someof it," Tainetold her camly.

"And lose your shirt on therest of it,” she said.

"l got some old chinathat isjust thekind of stuff you arelooking for,” said Taine. "Picked it up just a
day or two ago. Made agood buy onit. | can let you have it cheap.”

"I'm not interested,” she said and clamped her mouth tight shut.

She turned around and went back up the stairs.

"She's on the prod today,” Beady said to Taine. "It will be abad day. It dwaysiswhen she starts
early inthemorning.”

"Don't pay attention to her," Taine advised.

"| try not to, but it ain't possible. Y ou sure you don't need aman?1'd work for you cheap.”

"Sorry, Beady. Tdl you what—come over some night soon and welll play some checkers.”

"I'll do that, Hiram. Y ou're the only one who ever asks me over. All the others ever do islaugh at me
or shout."

Abbie's voice came bellowing down the sairs. "Beady, are you coming? Don't go standing there all
day. | haverugsto best."

"Yesm," said Beady, sarting up the airs.

At thetruck, Abbie turned on Taine with determination: "Y ou'll get that set fixed right away? I'm lost



without it."

"Immediatdy,” said Taine.

He stood and watched them off, then looked around for Towser, but the dog had disappeared. More
than likely he was at the woodchuck hole again, in the woods across the road. Gone off, thought Taine,
without his breskfast, too.

The teskettle was boiling furioudy when Taine got back to the kitchen. He put coffee in the maker and
poured in the water. Then he went downgtairs.

Thecalling was till there.

Heturned on dl the lights and walked around the basement, staring up &t it.

It was a dazzling white material and it gppeared to be trand ucent— up to a point, that is. One could
seeintoit, but he could not see through it. And there were no signs of seams. It wasfitted neetly and
tightly around the water pipes and the ceiling lights.

Taine stood on achair and rapped his knuckles against it sharply. It gave out abell-like sound, amost
exactly asif hed rapped afingernail againg athinly-blown goblet.

He got down off the chair and stood there, shaking his head. The whole thing was beyond him. He had
spent part of the evening repairing Banker Stevens lawn mower and thered been no ceiling then. He
rummaged in abox and found adrill. He dug out one of the smdler bitsand fitted it in the drill. He
plugged in the cord and climbed on the chair again and tried the bit against the celling. Thewhirling sted
didwildly back and forth. It didn't make a scratch. He switched off the drill and looked closdly at the
ceiling. Therewas not amark upon it. Hetried again, pressing againgt the drill with dl his strength. The bit
went ping and the broken end flew across the basement and hit the wall.

Taine stepped down off the chair. He found another bit and fitted it in the drill and went dowly up the
dairs, trying to think. But he was too confused to think. That ceiling should not be up there, but there it
was. And unless he went stark, staring crazy and forgetful aswell, he had not puit it there.

In theliving room, he folded back one corner of the worn and faded carpeting and plugged in the drill.
Hekndt and arted drilling in the floor. The bit went smoothly through the old oak flooring, then
stopped. He put on more pressure and the drill spun without getting any bite.

And there wasn't supposed to be anything underneath that wood. Nothing to Wop adrill. Once
through the flooring, it should have dropped into the space between the joidts.

Taine disengaged the drill and laid it to one side. He went into the kitchen and the coffee now was
ready. But before he poured it, he pawed through a cabinet drawer and found apencil flashlight. Back in
the living room he shone the light into the hole that the drill had made.

There was something shiny at the bottom of the hole.

He went back to the kitchen and found some day-old doughnuts and poured a cup of coffee. He sat at
the kitchen table, eating doughnuts and wondering what to do.

There didn't gppear, for the moment at least, much that he could do. He could putter around al day
trying to figure out what had happened to his basement and probably not be any wiser than he wasright
now.

His money-making Y ankee soul rebelled againgt such ahorrid waste of time.

There was, hetold himsdlf, that maple four-poster that he should be getting to before some
unprincipled city antique dealer should run afoul of it. A piecelikethat, hefigured, if aman had any luck
a dl, should sl a aright good price. He might turn ahandsome profit onit if he only worked it right.

Maybe, he thought, he could turn atrade on it. There was the table model TV set that he had traded a
pair of ice skates for last winter. Those folks out WWoodman way might conceivably be happy to trade the
bed for areconditioned TV set, aimost like brand new. After al, they probably weren't using the bed
and, he hoped fervently, had no idea of the vaue of it.

He ate the doughnuts hurriedly and gulped down an extracup of coffee. Hefixed aplate of scrapsfor
Towser and st it outside the door. Then he went down into the basement and got the table TV set and
put it in the pickup truck. As an afterthought, he added a reconditioned shotgun which would be perfectly
al right if aman were careful not to use these far-reaching, powerful shdls, and afew other odds and
ends that might comein handy on atrade.



He got back late, for it had been abusy and quite satisfactory day. Not only did he have the
four-poster loaded on the truck, but he had as well arocking chair, afire screen, abundle of ancient
magazines, an old-fashioned barrel churn, awalnut highboy and a Governor Winthrop on which some
half-baked, dap-happy decorator had applied a coat of apple-green paint. The television s, the shotgun
and five dollars had gone into the trade. And what was better yet, hed managed it so well that the
Woodman family probably was dying of laughter at 'his very moment about how they'd taken him.

Hefdt alittle ashamed of it—they'd been such friendly people. They had treated him so kindly and
had him stay for dinner and had sat and talked with him and shown him about the farm and even asked
him to stop by if he went through that way again.

He'd wasted the entire day, he thought, and he rather hated that, but maybe it had been worth it to
build up hisreputation out that way asthe sort of character who had softening of the head and didn't
know the value of adoallar. That way, maybe some other day, he could do some more businessin the
neighborhood.

He heard the television set as he opened the back door, sounding loud and clear, and he went
clatering down the basement stairsin something close to a panic. For now that hed traded off the table
model, Abbie's set was the only one downstairs and Abbi€'s set was broken.

It was Abbie's s, dl right. It stood just where he and Beady had put it down that morning and there
was nothing wrong with it—nothing wrong at dl. It was even televisng color.

Teevisng color!

He stopped at the bottom of the stairs and leaned against the railing for support.

The set kept right on televising color.

Taine stalked the set and walked around behind it.

The back of the cabinet was off, leaning against a bench that stood behind the set, and he could see
theinnards of it glowing cheerily.

He squatted on the basement floor and squinted at the lighted innards and they seemed a good deal
different from the way that they should be. Hed repaired the set many times before and he thought he
had agood idea of what the working parts would look like. And now they all seemed different, athough
just how he couldn't tell.

A heavy step sounded on the stairs and a hearty voice came booming down to him.

"Well, Hiram, | seeyou got it fixed."

Taine jackknifed upright and stood there dightly frozen and completely speechless.

Henry Horton stood foursquarely and happily on the stairs, looking very pleased.

"| told Abbie that you wouldn't have it done, but she said for me to come over anyway— Hey, Hiram,
it'sin color! How did you do it, man?

Tainegrinned sickly. "1 just got fiddling around,”" he said.

Henry came down the rest of the stairswith a stately step and stood before the set, with his hands
behind hisback, staring & it fixedly in his best executive manner.

He dowly shook hishead. "I never would have thought,” he said "that it was possible.”

" Abbie mentioned that you wanted color."

"Well, sure. Of coursel did. But not on thisold set. | never would have expected to get color on this
set. How did you do it, Hiram?' Tainetold the solemn truth. "I can't rightly say,” he said. Henry found a
nail keg standing in front of one of the benchesand rolled it out in front of the old-fashioned set. He sat
down warily and relaxed into solid comfort.

"That'sthe way it goes," he said. "There are men like you, but not very many of them. Just Y ankee
tinkerers. Y ou keep messing around with things, trying one thing here and another there and before you
know it you come up with something." He sat on the nail keg, staring at the set.

"It'ssure apretty thing," he said. "It's better than the color they havein Minneapalis. | droppedinat a
couple of the placesthe last time | was there and |ooked at the color sets. And | tell you honest, Hiram,
there wasn't one of them that was as good asthis."

Tainewiped hisbrow with his shirt deeve. Somehow or other, the basement seemed to be getting
warm. Hewasfine swest al over.



Henry found abig cigar in one of his pocketsand held it out to Taine.

"No, thanks. | never smoke."

"Perhapsyourewise," said Henry. "It'sanasty habit." He stuck the cigar into his mouth and rolled it
east to west. "Each man to hisown,” he proclaimed expansively. "When it comesto athing likethis,
you'rethe man to do it. Y ou seem to think in mechanical contraptions and eectronic circuits. Me, | don't
know athing about it. Even in the computer game, | ill don't know athing about it; | hire menwho do. |
can't even saw aboard or drive anail. But | can organize. Y ou remember, Hiram, how everybody
snickered when | started up the plant?' 'Well, | guess some of them did, at that."

"Y ou're darn tooting they did. They went around for weeks with their hands up to their facesto hide
smart-adleck grins. They said, what does Henry think he's doing, starting up acomputer factory out here
in the sticks; he doesn't think he can compete with those big companiesin the east, does he? And they
didn't stop their grinning until 1 sold a couple of dozen units and had orders for ayear or two ahead.” He
fished alighter from his pocket and lit the cigar carefully, never taking his eyes off thetelevision set.

"Y ou got something there," he said, judicioudy, "that may be worth amint of money. Some smple
adaptation that will fit on any sat. If you can get color on this old wreck, you can get color on any set
that's made."

He chuckled moistly around the mouthful of cigar. "If RCA knew what was happening herethis
minute, they'd go out and cut their throats.”

"But | don't know what | did," protested Taine.

'Wdll, that's dl right,” said Henry, happily. "I'll take this set up to the plant tomorrow and turn loose
some of the boysonit. They'll find out what you have here before they're through with it."

Hetook the cigar out of his mouth and studied it intently, then popped it back in again.

"As| was saying, Hiram, that's the differencein us. Y ou can do the stuff, but you miss the possibilities.
| can't do athing, but | can organize it once the thing is done. Before we get through with this, you'l be
wading in twenty dollar bills clear up to your knees."

"But | don't have—"

"Don't worry. Just leaveit dl to me. I've got the plant and whatever money we may need. Well figure
out asplit.”

"That'sfineof you," said Taine mechanically.

"Not at dl,” Henry indgsted, grandly. "It'sjust my aggressive, grasping sense of profit. | should be
ashamed of mysdlf, cutting in on this"

He sat on the keg, smoking and watching the TV perform in exquisite color.

"Y ou know, Hiram," he said, "'l've often thought of this, but never got around to doing anything about
it. I've got an old computer up at the plant that we will haveto junk because it's taking up room that we
realy need. It'sone of our early models, a sort of experimentd job that went completely sour. It sureisa
screwy thing. No one's ever been able to make much out of it. We tried some approaches that probably
were wrong—or maybe they were right, but we didn't know enough to make them quite come off. It's
been standing in acorner al these years and | should have junked it long ago. But | sort of hateto doit. |
wonder if you might not like it—just to tinker with."

"Well, | don't know," said Taine.

Henry assumed an expangve air. "No obligation, mind you. Y ou may not be able to do athing with
it—I'd frankly be surprised if you could, but theré's no harm in trying. Maybe you'll decideto teer it
down for the salvage you can get. There arc severa thousand dollars worth of equipment init. Probably
you could use 'rnost of it oneway or another.”

"It might be interesting,” conceded Taine, but not too enthusiagtically.

"Good,” said Henry, with an enthusiasm that made up for Taine'slack of it. "I'll have the boyscart it
over tomorrow. It'saheavy thing. I'll send along plenty of help to get it unloaded and down into the
basement and set up.”

Henry stood up carefully and brushed cigar ashes off hislap.

"I'll have the boys pick upthe TV st a the sametime," he said. "I'll haveto tell Abbie you haven't got
it fixed yet. If | ever let it get into the house, the way it's working now, shedd hold onto it."



Henry climbed the stairs heavily and Taine saw him out the door into the summer night.

Taine stood in the shadow, watching Henry's shadowed figure go across the Widow Taylor's yard to
the next street behind his house. He took a deep breath of the fresh night air and shook his head to try to
clear hisbuzzing brain, but the buzzing went right on.

Too much had happened, he told himsalf. Too much for any single day—first the celling and now the
TV set. Once he had agood night's deep he might be in some sort of shapeto try to wrestlewithiit.

Towser came around the corner of the house and limped dowly up the stepsto stand beside his
master. He was mud up to hisears.

"You had aday of it, | see" said Taine. "And, just like | told you, you didn't get the woodchuck."

"Woof," sad Towser, sadly.

"Yourejust likealot of therest of us” Tainetold him, severely. "Like me and Henry Horton and dl
therest of us. Y ou're chasing something and you think you know what you're chasing, but you redly
don't. And what's even worse, you have no faint idea of why you're chasing it."

Towser thumped atired tail upon the stoop.

Taine opened the door and stood to one side to let Towser in, then went in himself.

He went through the refrigerator and found part of aroast, adice or two of luncheon meet, a
dried-out dab of cheese and half abowl of cooked spaghetti. He made a pot of coffee and shared the
food with Towser.

Then Taine went back downstairs and shut off the television set. He found atrouble lamp and plugged
it in and poked the light into the innards of the set.

He squatted on the floor, holding the lamp, trying to puzzle out what had been doneto the set. It was
different, of course, but it was alittle hard to figure out in just what ways it was different. Someone had
tinkered with the tubes and had them twisted out of shape and there were little white cubes of metal
tucked here and therein what seemed to be an entirely haphazard and illogical manner—although, Taine
admitted to himself, there probably was no haphazardness. And the circuit, he saw, had been rewired
and agood ded of wiring had been added.

But the most puzzling thing about it was that the whole thing seemed to be just jury-rigged—asif
someone had done no more than a hurried, patch-up job to get the set back in working order on an
emergency and temporary basis.

Someone, he thought!

And who had that someone been?

He hunched around and peered into the dark corners of the basement and he felt innumerable and
many-legged imaginary insects running on his body.

Someone had taken the back off the cabinet and leaned it againgt the bench and had | eft the screws
which held the back laid negtly in arow upon the floor. Then they had jury-rigged the set and jury-rigged
it far better than it had ever been before,

If thiswas ajury-job, he wondered, just what kind of job would it have been if they had had the time
todoitupin style?

They hadn't had the time, of course. Maybe they had been scared off when he had come
home—scared off even before they could get the back on the set again.

He stood up and moved stiffly away.

Firg the celling in the morning—and now, in the evening, Abbiestelevison st.

And the celling, cometo think of it, was not aceiling only. Another liner, if that was the proper term
for it, of the same materid asthe ceiling, had been laid beneath the floor, forming a sort of boxed-in area
between thejoists. He had struck that liner when he had tried to drill into the floor.

And what, he asked himsdlf, if dl the house werelike that, too?

Therewasjust one answer to it al: There was something in the house with him!

Towser had heard that something or smelled it or in some other manner sensed it and had dug
frantically at the floor in an attempt to dig it out, asif it were awoodchuck.

Except that this, whatever it might be, certainly wasno Woodchuck

He put away the trouble light and went upstairs.



Towser was curled up on arug in the living room beside the easy chair and beat histail in polite
decorum in greeting to his master.

Taine stood and stared down at the dog. Towser looked back at him with satisfied and deepy eyes,
then heaved a doggish sigh and settled down to deep.

Whatever Towser might have heard or smelled or sensed this morning, it was quite evident that as of
this moment hewas aware of it no longer.

Then Taine remembered something else.

He had filled the kettle to make water for the coffee and had set it on the stove. He had turned on the
burner and it had worked thefirst time.

He hadn't had to kick the stove to get the burner going.

He woke in the morning and someone was holding down hisfeet and he sat up quickly to see what
was going on.

But there was nothing to be aarmed about; it was only Towser who had crawled into bed with him
and now lay sprawled across hisfet.

Towser whined softly and his back legs twitched as he chased dream rabbits.

Taine eased his feet from benesth the dog and sat up, reaching for his clothes. It was early, but he
remembered suddenly that he had left al of the furniture he had picked up the day before out therein the
truck and should be getting downgtairs where he could start reconditioning it.

Towser went on deeping.

Taine stumbled to the kitchen and looked out of the window and there, squatted on the back stoop,
was Beady, the Horton man-of-all-work.

Taine went to the back door to see what was going on.

"I quit them, Hiram," Beady told him. "She kept on pecking at me every minute of theday and |
couldn't do athing to please her, so | up and quit.”

"Wdl, comeonin,” said Taine. "l suppose you'd like abiteto eat and a cup of coffee.”

"I was kind of wondering if | could stay here, Hiram. Just for my keep until | can find something else.”

"Let'shave breskfast first," said Taine, "then we can talk about it."

Hedidn't likeit, hetold himsdf. He didn't likeit at all. In another hour or so Abbie would show up and
gtart stirring up aruckus about how he'd lured Beaedly off. Because, no matter how dumb Beady might
be, he did alot of work and took alot of nagging and there wasn't anyone else in town who would work
for Abbie Horton.

"Y our maused to give me cookies dl thetime," said Beady. "Y our mawas ared good woman,
Hiram."

"Yes, shewas" sad Taine.

"My maused to say that you folks were quality, not like the rest in town, no matter what kind of airs
they were ways putting on. She said your family was among thefirst settlers. Isthat redly true, Hiram?”

"Wll, not exactly first settlers, | guess, but this house has stood here for dmost a hundred years. My
father used to say there never was anight during al those years that there wasn't at least one Taine
beneath itsroof. Thingslike that, it seems, meant alot to father."

"It must benice" said Beady, wistfully, "to have afeding like that. Y ou must be proud of thishouse,
Hiram."

"Not redly proud; morelike belonging. I can't imagineliving in any other house."

Taine turned on the burner and filled the kettle. Carrying the kettle back, he kicked the stove. But
there wasn't any need to kick it; the burner was aready beginning to take on arosy glow.

Twicein arow, Tanethought. Thisthing is getting better!

"Gee, Hiram," said Beady, "thisisadandy radio.”

"It'sno good,” said Taine. "It'sbroke. Haven't had thetimeto fix it."

"l don't think so, Hiram. | just turned it on. It's beginning to warm up.”

"It'sbeginning to— Hey, let me see!” yelled Taine.

Beady told the truth. A faint hum was coming from the tubes.

A voice camein, gaining in volume as the set warmed up. It was speaking gibberish.



"What kind of talk isthat?" asked Beedy.

"l don't know," said Taine, closeto panic now.

First the television s, then the stove and now theradio!

He spun the tuning knob and the pointer crawled dowly acrossthe did face ingtead of spinning across
as heremembered it, and station after station sputtered and went past.

Hetuned in the next station that came up and it was strange lingo, too—and he knew by then exactly
what he had.

Instead of a$39.50 job, he had here on the kitchen table an dl-band receiver like they advertised in
the fancy magazines.

He straightened up and said to Beadly: "Seeif you can get someone speaking English. I'll get on with
the eggs.”

He turned on the second burner and got out the frying pan. He put it on the stove and found eggs and
bacon in the refrigerator.

Beady got a station that had band music playing.

"How'sthat?' he asked.

"That'sfine" said Taine,

Towser came out from the bedroom, stretching and yawning. He went to the door and showed he
wanted out.

Tanelet himout.

"If | wereyou," hetold the dog, "I'd lay off that woodchuck. Y ou'll have dl the woods dug up.”

"Heain't digging after any woodchuck, Hiram."

"Waéll, arabbit, then.”

"Not arabbit, either. | snuck off yesterday when | was supposed to be beating rugs. That's what
Abbie got so sore about."”

Tane grunted, breaking eggsinto the skillet.

"l snuck away and went over to where Towser was. | talked with him and hetold meit wasn't a
woodchuck or arabbit. He said it was something e se. | pitched in and helped him dig. Looksto me like
he found an old tank of some sort buried out there in the woods.™

"Towser wouldn't dig up any tank," protested Taine, "He wouldn't care about anything except arabbit
or awoodchuck."

"Hewasworking hard," indsted Beady. "He seemed to be excited.”

"Maybe the woodchuck just dug his hole under thisold tank or whatever it might be."

"Maybe s0," Beady agreed. He fiddled with the radio some more. He got adisk jockey who was
pretty terrible.

Taine shoveled eggs and bacon onto plates and brought them to the table. He poured big cups of
coffee and began buttering the toast.

"Divein," hesaid to Beadly.

"Thisisgood of you, Hiram, to take mein likethis. | won't stay no longer than it takesto find ajob.”

"Well, | didn't exactly say—"

"Therearetimes," said Beady, "when | get to thinking | haven't got afriend and then | remember your
ma, how nice shewasto meand all-"

"Oh, dl right," said Taine.

He knew when he was licked.

He brought the toast and ajar of jam to the table and sat down, beginning to edt.

"Maybe you got something | could help you with," suggested Beady, using the back of hishand to
wipeegg off hischin.

"l have aload of furniture out in the driveway. | could use aman to help me get it down into the
basement.”

"I'll be glad to do that," said Beadly. "I am good and strong. | don't mind work at al. | just don't like
peoplejawing & me."

They finished breskfast and then carried the furniture down into the basement. They had sometrouble



with the Governor Winthrop, for it was an unwieldy thing to handle.

When they findly horsed it down, Taine stood off and looked at it. The man, hetold himsdf, who
dapped paint onto that beautiful cherry-wood had alot to answer for.

He said to Beady: "We haveto get the paint off that thing there. And we must do it carefully. Use paint
remover and arag wrapped around a spatulaand just sort of rall it off. Would you liketo try it?"

"Sure, | would. Say, Hiram, what will we havefor lunch?’

"l don't know," said Taine. "Well throw something together. Don't tell me you're hungry.”

"Well, it was sort of hard work, getting dl that stuff down here.”

"There are cookiesin the jar on the kitchen shelf,” said Taine. "Go and help yourself."

When Beady went upgtairs, Taine waked dowly around the basement. The celling, he saw, was il
intact. Nothing else seemed to be disturbed.

Maybe that television set and the stove and radio, he thought, was just their way of paying rent to me.
And if that were the case, he told himsdlf, whoever they might be, held be more than willing to let them
Say right on.

He looked around some more and could find nothing wrong.

He went upstairs and called to Beadly in the kitchen.

"Come on out to the garage, where | keep the paint. Well hunt up some remover and show you how
touseit.”

Beady, asupply of cookies clutched in his hand, trotted willingly behind him.

Asthey rounded the corner of the house they could hear Towser's muffled barking. Listening to him, it
seemed to Taine that he was getting hoarse.

Three days, he thought—or wasit four?

"If we don't do something about it," he said, "that fool dog isgoing to get himsdf wore out."

He went into the garage and came back with two shovels and apick.

"Comeon," hesaid to Beady. "We have to put a stop to this before we have any peace.”

Towser had done himself anoble job of excavation. He was dmost completely out of sght. Only the
end of his consderably bedraggled tail showed out of the hole he had clawed in the forest floor.

Beady had been right about the tanklike thing. One edge of it; showed out of one side of the hole.

Towser backed out of the hole and sat down heavily, hiswhiskers dripping clay, histongue hanging
out of the sde of hismonth.

"He says that it's about time that we showed up,” said Beadly.

Taine walked around the hole and knelt down. He reached down a hand to brush the dirt off the
projecting edge of Beady'stank. The clay was stubborn and hard to wipe away, but from the fed of it
the tank was heavy metd.

Taine picked up ashovel and rapped it against the tank. The tank gave out a clang.

They got to work, shoveling away afoot or so of topsoil that lay above the object. It was hard work
and the thing was bigger than they had thought and it took sometimeto get it uncovered, even roughly.

"I'm hungry,” Beady complained.

Taine glanced at hiswatch. It was almost one o'clock.

"Run on back to the house," he said to Beady. "Y oulll find something in the refrigerator and there's
milk to drink."

"How about you, Hiram? Ain't you ever hungry?"

"Y ou could bring me back a sandwich and seeif you can find atrowe."

"What you want atrowel for?"

"l want to scrape the dirt off thisthing and seewhat itis.”

He squatted down beside the thing they had unearthed and watched Beadly disappear into the woods.

"Towser," hesaid, "thisisthe strangest anima you ever put to ground.”

A man, hetold himself, might better joke about it—if to do no more than keep hisfear away.

Beady wasn't scared, of course. Beady didn't have the sense to be scared of athing likethis.

Twelve feet wide by twenty long and ova shaped. About the size, he thought, of agood-size living
room. And there never had been atank of that shape or szein al of Willow Bend.



Hefished hisjackknife out of his pocket and started to scratch away the dirt at one point on the
surface of the thing. He got asquare inch of free dirt and it was no meta such as he had ever seen. It
looked for al theworld like glass.

He kept on scraping at the dirt until he had a clean place as big as an outstretched hand.

It wasn't any metdl. Hed dmost swear to that. It looked like cloudy glass—Iike the milk-glass goblets
and bowls he was aways on the look- out for. Therewere alot of people who were plain nuts abouit it
and they'd pay fancy pricesfor it.

He closed the knife and put it back into his pocket and squatted, looking at the oval shape that
Towser had discovered.

And the conviction grew: Whatever it was that had come to live with him undoubtedly had arrived in
the same contraption. From space or time, he thought, and was astonished that he thought it, for he'd
never thought such athing before.

He picked up his shovel and began to dig again, digging down thistime, following the curving side of
thisdien thing that lay within the earth.

And as he dug, he wondered. What should he say about this—or should he say anything? Maybe the
smartest course would be to cover it again and never bresthe aword about it to aliving soul.

Beady would talk about it, naturaly. But no onein the village would pay attention to anything that
Beady sad. Everyonein Willow Bend knew Beady was cracked.

Beady findly came back. He carried three inexpertly-made sandwiches wrapped in an old newspaper
and aquart bottle dmost full of milk.

"Y ou certainly took your time," said Taine, dightly irritated.

"] got interested,” Beady explained.

"Interested in what?*

"Well, there were three big trucks and they were lugging alot of heavy stuff down into the basement.
Two or three big cabinets and alot of other junk. And you know Abbie'stelevision set? Well, they took
the set away. | told them that they shouldn't, but they took it anyway."

"| forgot,” said Taine. "Henry said held send the computer over and | plumb forgot.”

Taine ate the sandwiches, sharing them with Towser, who was very grateful in amuddy way.

Finished, Tainerose and picked up hisshovd.

"Let'sget to work," he said.

"But you got al that stuff down in the basement.”

"That canwait," said Taine. "Thisjob we haveto finish."

It was getting dusk by the time they finished.

Taneleaned wearily on hisshove.

Twelve feet by twenty across the top and ten feet deep—and al of it, every bit of it, made of the
milk-glass stuff that sounded like a bell when you whacked it with ashove.

They'd have to be small, he thought, if there were many of them, to livein aspace that Size, especidly
if they had to stay there very long.

And that fitted in, of course, for if they weren't small they couldn't now beliving in the space between
the basement joists.

If they wereredly living there, thought Taine. If it wasn't dl just alot of supposition.

Maybe, he thought, even if they had been living in the house, they might be there no longer—for
Towser had smelled or heard or somehow sensed them in the morning, but by that very night hed paid
them no attention.

Taine dung his shove across his shoulder and hoisted the pick.

"Comeon," hesaid, "let'sgo. Weve put in along, hard day."

They tramped out through the brush and reached the road. Fireflieswere flickering off and oninthe
woody darkness and the street lamps were swaying in the summer breeze. The stars were hard and
bright.

Maybe they still werein the house, thought Taine. Maybe when they found out that Towser had



objected to them, they had fixed it so he'd be aware of them no longer.

They probably were highly adaptive. It stood to good reason they would have to be. It hadn't taken
them too long, hetold himself grimly, to adapt to a human house.

He and Beady went up the gravel driveway in the dark to put the tools away in the garage and there
was something funny going on, for there was no garage.

There was no garage and there was no front on the house and the driveway was cut off abruptly and
there was nothing but the curving wal of what apparently had been the end of the garage.

They came up to the curving wall and stopped, squinting unbelieving in the summer dark.

There was no garage, no porch, no front of the house at al. It was asif someone had taken the
opposite corners of the front of the house and bent them together until they touched, folding the entire
front of the building inside the curvature of the bent-together corners.

Taine now had a curved-front house. Although it was, actudly, not assmple asdl that, for the
curvature was not in proportion to what actually would have happened in case of such afest. The curve
was long and graceful and somehow not quite apparent. It was asif the front of the house had been
eliminated and an illusion of the rest of the house had been summoned to mask the disappearance.

Taine dropped the shovel and the pick and they clattered on the driveway gravel. He put his hand up
to hisface and wiped it across hiseyes, asif to clear his eyes of something that could not possibly be
there.

And when he took the hand away it had not changed a bit.

There was no front to the house.

Then he was running around the house, hardly knowing he was running, and there was afear insde of
him at what had happened to the house.

But the back of the house was dll right. It was exactly asit had aways been.

He clattered up the stoop with Beady and Towser running close behind him. He pushed open the door
and burst into the entry and scrambled up the gairsinto the kitchen and went across the kitchen in three
strides to see what had happened to the front of the house.

At the door between the kitchen and the living room he stopped and his hands went out to grasp the
door jamb as he stared in disbelief at the windows of the living room.

It was night outside. There could be no doubt of that. He had seen the fireflies flickering in the brush
and weeds and the street lamps had been lit and the stars were out.

But aflood of sunlight was pouring through the windows of the living room and out beyond the
windows lay aland that was not Willow Bend.

"Beady," he gasped, "look out therein front!"

Beady looked.

"What placeisthat?' he asked.

"That'swhat 1'd like to know."

Towser had found his dish and was pushing it around the kitchen floor with hisnose, by way of telling
Tanethat it wastimeto edt.

Taine went across the living room and opened the front door. The garage, he saw, wasthere. The
pickup stood with its nose against the open garage door and the car was safeinside.

There was nothing wrong with the front of the house at al.

But if the front of the house was dl right, that was dl that was.

For the driveway was chopped off just afew feet beyond the tail end of the pickup and there was no
yard or woods or road. There was just adesert—alflat, far-reaching desert, level asafloor, with
occasiond boulder piles and haphazard clumps of vegetation and dl of the ground covered with sand and
pebbles. A big blinding sun hung just above ahorizon that seemed much too far away and afunny thing
about it was that the sun was in the north, where no proper sun should be. It had a peculiar whiteness,
too.

Beady stepped out on the porch and Taine saw that he was shivering like afrightened dog.

"Maybe," Tainetold him, kindly, "you'd better go back in and start making us some supper. '

"But, Hiram-"



"It'sdl right," said Taine. "It'sbound to beal right."

"If you say s0, Hiram."

Hewent in and the screen door banged behind him and in aminute Taine heard him in the kitchen.

Hedidn't blame Beadly for shivering, he admitted to himsdlf. It was a sort of shock to step out of your
front door into an unknown land. A man might eventualy get used to it, of course, but it would take some
doing.

He stepped down off the porch and walked around the truck and around the garage corner and when
he rounded the corner he was half prepared to walk back into familiar Willow Bend—for when he had
gonein the back door the village had been there.

There was no Willow Bend. There was more of the desert, agreat deal more of it.

He walked around the house and there was no back to the house. The back of the house now was
just the same as the front had been before—the same smooth curve pulling the sides of the house
together.

He walked on around the house to the front again and there was desert al the way. And the front was
gill dl right. It hadn't changed at dl. The truck was there on the chopped-off driveway and the garage
was open and the car inside.

Tainewalked out away into the desert and hunkered down and scooped up a handful of the pebbles
and the pebbleswere just pebbles.

He sguatted there and | et the pebbles trickle through hisfingers.

In Willow Bend there was aback door and there wasn't any front. Here, wherever here might be,
there was afront door, but there wasn't any back.

He stood up and tossed the rest of the pebbles away and wiped his dusty hands upon his breeches.

Out of the corner of his eye he caught a sense of movement on the porch and there they were.

A line of tiny animals, if animasthey were, came marching down the steps, one behind another. They
were four inches high or so and they went on dl four feet, dthough it was plain to see that their front feet
wereredly hands, not feet. They had ratlike faces that were vagudly human, with noses long and pointed.
They looked asif they might have scalesingtead of hide, for their bodies glistened with arippling motion
asthey walked. And dl of them had tailsthat looked very much like the coiled-wiretails onefindson
certain toys and the tails stuck straight up above them, quivering asthey walked.

They came down the stepsin singlefile, in perfect military order, with half afoot or so of spacing
between each one of them.

They came down the steps and walked out into the desert in astraight, undeviating line asif they knew
exactly where they might be bound. There was something deadly purposeful about them and yet they
didn't hurry.

Taine counted sixteen of them and he watched them go out into the desert until they were dmost lost
tosght.

There go the ones, he thought, who cameto live with me. They are the oneswho fixed up the celling
and who repaired Abbie'stelevision set and jiggered up the stove and radio. And more than likely, too,
they were the ones who had come to Earth in the strange milk-glass contraption out there in the woods.

And if they had cometo Earth in that deal out in the woods, then what sort of place wasthis?

He climbed the porch and opened the screen door and saw the nesat, six-inch circle his departing
guests had achieved in the screen to get out of the house. He made amenta note that some day, when he
hed the time, he would havetofix it.

He went in and dammed the door behind him.

"Beady," he shouted.

There was no answer.

Towser crawled from beneath the love seat and apol ogized.

"It'sdl right, pa,” said Taine. "That outfit scared me, too."

Hewent into the kitchen. The dim celling light shone on the overturned coffee pot, the broken cupin
the center of the floor, the upset bowl of eggs. One broken egg was awhite and yellow gob on the
linoleum.



He stepped down on the landing and saw that the screen door in the back was wrecked beyond
repair. Its rusty mesh was broken—exploded might have been a better word—and a part of the frame
was smashed.

Tanelooked at it in wondering admiration.

"The poor fool," he said. "He went straight through it without opening it at dl.”

He snapped on the light and went down the basement stairs. Halfway down he stopped in utter
wondermen.

To hisleft wasawal—awall of the same sort of materid as had been used to put in the ceiling.

He stooped and saw that the wall ran clear across the basement, floor to ceiling, shutting off the
workshop area.

And inside the workshop, what?

For one thing, he remembered, the computer that Henry had sent over just thismorning. Three trucks,
Beady had said—three truckloads of equipment delivered straight into their paws!

Taine sat down weskly on the steps.

They must have thought, he told himsdlf, that he was co-operating! Maybe they had figured that he
knew what they were about and so went along with them. Or perhaps they thought he was paying them
for fixing up the TV set and the sove and radio.

But to tacklefirst thingsfirst, why had they repaired the TV set and the stove and radio? As asort of
rental payment? Asafriendly gesture? Or asasort of practice run to find out what they could about this
world's technology? To find, perhaps, how their technology could be adapted to the materids and
conditions on this planet they had found?

Taine raised ahand and rapped with his knuckles on the wall beside the stairs and the smooth white
surface gave out a pinging sound.

Helad hisear againgt the wall and listened closaly and it seemed to him he could hear alow-key
humming, but if so it was so faint he could not be absolutely sure.

Banker Stevens lawvn mower wasin there, behind the wal, and alot of other stuff waiting for repair.
They'd take the hide right off him, he thought, especially Banker Stevens. Stevens was atight man.

Beady must have been half-crazed with fear, he thought. When he had seen those things coming up
out of the basement, he'd gone clean off hisrocker. Hed gone straight through the door without even
bothering to try to open it and now he was down in the village yapping to anyone who'd sop to listen to
him.

No one ordinarily would pay Beady much attention, but if he yapped |ong enough and wild enough,
they'd probably do some checking. They'd come storming up here and they'd give the place agoing over
and they'd stand goggle-eyed at what they found in front and pretty soon some of them would have
worked their way around to sort of running things.

And it was none of their business, Taine subbornly told himsdlf, his ever-present business senserising
tothefore. Therewasalot of red estate lying around out there in hisfront yard and the only way anyone
could get to it was by going through the house. That being the casg, it stood to reason that al that land
out therewas his. Maybe it wasn't any good at dl. There might be nothing there. But before he had other
people overrunning it, he'd better check and see.

He went up the stairs and out into the garage.

The sun was Hill just above the northern horizon and there was nothing moving.

He found ahammer and some nails and afew short lengths of plank in the garage and took them in the
house.

Towser, he saw, had taken advantage of the Situation and was deeping in the gold-upholstered chair.
Tainedidn't bother him.

Tainelocked the back door and nailed some planks acrossit. He locked the kitchen and the bedroom
windows and nailed planks across them, too.

That would hold the villagers for awhile, hetold himsalf, when they came tearing up here to see what
was going on.

He got his deer rifle, abox of cartridges, apair of binoculars and an old canteen out of acloset. He



filled the canteen at the kitchen tap and stuffed a sack with food for him and Towser to eat dong the
way, for therewas no timeto wait and eat.

Then hewent into the living room and dumped Towser out of the gold-upholstered chair.

"Comeon, Tows," hesaid. "WEell go and look things over." He checked the gasoline in the pickup and
the tank was dmost full. He and the dog got in and he put the rifle within easy reach. Then he backed the
truck and swung it around and headed out, north, across the desert.

It was easy traveling. The desert was aslevel asafloor. At timesit got alittle rough, but no worse than
alot of the back roads he travel ed hunting down antiques.

The scenery didn't change. Here and there were low hills, but the desert itself kept on mostly level,
unraveing itsdf into that far-off horizon. Taine kept on driving north, Sraight into the sun. He hit some
sandy stretches, but the sand was firm and hard and he had no trouble.

Half an hour out he caught up with the band of things—all sixteen of them—that had | eft the house.
They were dill traveling in line at their steady pace.

Sowing down thetruck, Taine traveled pardld with them for atime, but there was no profit iniit; they
kept on traveling their course, looking neither right nor left.

Speeding up, Taineleft them behind.

The sun stayed in the north, unmoving, and that certainly was queer. Perhaps, Tainetold himsdlf, this
world spun onitsaxisfar more dowly than the Earth and the day waslonger. From the way the sun
appeared to be standing still, perhaps agood deal longer.

Hunched above the whed, staring out into the endless Stretch of desert, the strangeness of it struck him
for thefirgt timewith itsfull impact.

This was another world—there could be no doubt of that—another planet circling another star, and
where it wasin actua space no one on Earth could have the least idea. And yet, through some
meachination of those Sixteen thingswalking straight in line, it also was lying just outside the front door of
his house.

Ahead of him asomewhat larger hill loomed out of the flatness of the desert. Ashe drew nearer toit,
he made out arow of shining objects lined upon its crest. After atime he stopped the truck and got out
with the binoculars.

Through the glasses, he saw that the shining things were the same sort of milk-glass contraptions as
had been in the woods. He counted eight of them, shining in the sun, perched upon some sort of
rock-gray cradles. And there were other cradles empty.

He took the binoculars from his eyes and stood there for amoment, considering the advisability of
climbing the hill and investigating closdly. But he shook hishead. Thered betime for that later on. Hed
better keep on moving. Thiswas not ared exploring foray, but aquick reconnai ssance.

He climbed into the truck and drove on, keeping watch upon the gas gauge. When it came closeto
haf full hed have to turn around and go back home again.

Ahead of him he saw afaint whiteness above the dim horizon line and he watched it narrowly. At times
it faded away and then camein again, but whatever it might be was so far off he could make nothing of it.
He glanced down at the gas gauge and it was close to the halfway mark. He stopped the pickup and

got out with the binoculars.

Ashe moved around to the front of the machine he was puzzled at how dow and tired hislegswere
and then remembered—he should have been in bed many hours ago. He looked at hiswatch and it was
two o'clock and that meant, back on Earth, two o'clock in the morning. He had been awake for more
than twenty hours and much of that time he had been engaged in the backbreaking work of digging out
the strange thing in the woods.

He put up the binoculars and the eusive white line that he had been seeing turned out to be arange of
mountains. The grest, blue, craggy mass towered up above the desert with the gleam of snow oniit's
peaks and ridges. They were along way off, for even the powerful glasses brought them in aslittle more
than amisty blueness.

He swept the glasses dowly back and forth and the mountai ns ex-tended for along distance above the
horizonline.



He brought the glasses down off the mountains and examined the desert that stretched ahead of him.
There was more of the same that he had been seeing—the same floorlike levelness, the same occasional
mounds, the self-same scraggy vegetation.

And ahouse!

His hands trembled and he lowered the glasses, then put them up to hisface again and had another
look. It wasahouse, dl right. A funny-looking house standing at the foot of one of the hillocks, till
shadowed by the hillock so that one could not pick it out with the naked eye.

It seemed to be asmadl house. Its roof was like ablunted cone and it lay tight against the ground, asiif
it hugged or crouched againgt the ground. There was an ova opening that probably was adoor, but there
was no sgn of windows.

He took the binoculars down again and stared at the hillock. Four or five miles away, he thought. The
gaswould gretch that far and even if it didn't he could walk the last few milesinto Willow Bend.

It was queer, he thought, that a house should be al alone out here. In dl the mileshéd traveled in the
desert held seen no sign of life beyond the sixteen little ratlike things that marched in singlefile, no sign of
artificial structure other than the eight milk-glass contraptions resting in their cradles.

He climbed into the pickup and put it into gear. Ten minutes later he drew up in front of the house,
which gill lay within the shadow of the hillock.

He got out of the pickup and hauled hisrifle after him. Towser legped to the ground and stood with his
hackles up, adeep growl in histhroat.

"What's the matter, boy?' asked Taine.

Towser growled again.

The house stood silent. 1t seemed to be deserted.

Thewallswere built, Taine saw, of rude, rough masonry crudely set together, with acrumbling,
mudlike substance used in lieu of mortar. Theroof originally had been of sod and that was queer, indeed,
for there was nothing that came close to sod upon this expanse of desert. But now, athough one could
see the lineswhere the sod strips had been fitted together, it was nothing more than earth baked hard by
the desert sun.

The house itsdlf was featurdess, entirely devoid of any ornament, with no attempt at dl to soften the
harsh utility of it asasmple shdlter. It was the sort of thing that a shepherd people might have put
together. 1t had the ook of age about it; the stone had flaked and crumbled in the wesather.

Rifle dung benesth hisarm, Taine paced toward it. He reached the door and glanced insde and there
was darkness and no movement.

He glanced back for Towser and saw that the dog had crawled benegth the truck and was peering out
and growling.

"You gtick around,” said Taine. "Don't go running off."

With therifle thrust before him, Taine stepped through the door into the darkness. He stood for along
moment to alow his eyesto become accustomed to the gloom.

Finaly he could make out the room in which he stood. It was plain and rough, with arude stone bench
aong onewal and queer unfunctiona niches hollowed in another. One rickety piece of wooden furniture
stood in a corner, but Taine could not make out what its use might be.

An old and deserted place, he thought, abandoned long ago. Perhaps a shepherd people might have
lived here in some long-gone age, when the desert had been arich and grassy plain.

There was adoor into another room and as he stepped through it he heard the faint, far-off booming
sound and something e se as well— the sound of pouring rain! From the open door that led out through
the back he caught awhiff of salty breeze and he stood there frozen in the center of that second room.

Another one!

Another house that |ed to another world!

Hewalked dowly forward, drawn toward the outer door, and he stepped out into a cloudy, darkling
day with the rain streaming down from wildly racing clouds. Half amile away, acrossafield of jumbled
broken, iron-gray boulders, lay a pounding seathat raged upon the coast, throwing great spumes of



angry spray highintotheair.

He walked out from the door and |ooked up at the sky, and the rain drops pounded at hisface with a
ginging fury. There was achill and adampnessin the air and the place was ddritch—aworld jerked
graight from some ancient Gothic tale of goblin and of sprite.

He glanced around and there was nothing he could see, for the rain blotted out the world beyond this
stretch of coast, but behind the rain he could sense or seemed to sense a presence that sent shivers down
his spine. Gulping in fright, Taine turned around and stumbled back again through the door into the house.

Oneworld away, he thought, was far enough; two worlds away was more than one could take. He
trembled at the sense of utter londlinessthat tumbled in his skull and suddenly this long-forsaken house
became unbearable and he dashed out of it.

Outsde the sun was bright and there was wel come warmth. His clothes were damp from rain and little
beads of moisture lay on therifle barrel.

He looked around for Towser and there was no sign of the dog. He was not undernesth the pickup;
he was nowherein sight.

Taine caled and there was no answer. His voice sounded lone and hollow in the emptiness and
Slence.

He walked around the house, looking for the dog, and there was no back door to the house. The
rough rock walls of the sdes of the house pulled in with that funny curvature and there was no back to
the house at dl.

But Taine was not interested; he had known how it would be. Right now he was |looking for his dog
and hefdt the panic risng in him. Somehow it fet along way from home,

He spent three hours at it. He went back into the house and Tow-ser was not there. He went into the
other world again and searched among the tumbled rocks and Towser was not there. He went back to
the desert and walked around the hillock and then he climbed to the crest of it and used the binoculars
and saw nothing but the lifeless desert, stretching far indl directions.

Dead-beat with weariness, sumbling, half adeep even as he walked, he went back to the pickup.

Heleaned against it and tried to pull hiswits together.

Continuing as he was would be a useless effort. He had to get some deep. He had to go back to
Willow Bend and fill the tank and get some extra gasoline so that he could range farther afidd in his
search for Towser.

He couldn't leave the dog out here—that was unthinkable. But he had to plan, he had to act
intelligently. He would be doing Towser no good by stumbling around in his present shape.

He pulled himsdf into the truck and headed back for Willow Bend, following the occasiond faint
impressonsthat histires had made in the sandy places, fighting a half-dead drowsinessthat tried to sedl
his eyes shut.

Passing the higher hill on which the milk-glass things had stood, he stopped to walk around a bit so he
wouldn't fall adegp behind the whed. And now, he saw, there were only seven of the thingsresting in
their cradles.

But that meant nothing to him now. All that meant anything wasto hold off the fatigue that was closing
down upon him, to cling to the whedl and wear off the miles, to get back to Willow Bend and get some
deep and then come back again to look for Towser.

Slightly more than halfway home he saw the other car and watched it in numb befuddlement, for this
truck that he was driving and the car at home in his garage were the only two vehiclesthisside of his
house.

He pulled the pickup to ahalt and tumbled out of it.

The car drew up and Henry Horton and Beady and aman who wore a star leaped quickly out of it.

"Thank God we found you, man!" cried Henry, striding over to him.

"l wasn't logt,” protested Taine. "I was coming back.”

"He'sdl beat out," said the man who wore the star.

"Thisis Sheriff Hanson," Henry said. "We were following your tracks."



"l lost Towser," Taine mumbled. "I had to go and leave him. Just leave me be and go and hunt for
Towser. | can makeit home."

He reached out and grabbed the edge of the pickup's door to hold himself erect.

"Y ou broke down the door," he said to Henry. "Y ou broke into my house and you took my car—"

"We had to do it, Hiram. We were afraid that something might have happened to you. The way that
Beady told it, it stood your hair on end.”

"Y ou better get himinthe car," the sheriff said. "I'll drive the pickup back."

"But | haveto hunt for Towser!"

"Y ou can't do anything until you've had somerest.”

Henry grabbed him by the arm and led him to the car and Beady held the rear door open.

"Y ou got any ideawhat this placeis?' Henry whispered conspiratoridly.

"| don't positively know," Taine mumbled. "Might be some other—"

Henry chuckled. "Well, | guessit doesn't really matter. Whatever it may be, it's put us on the map.
Werein dl the newscasts and the papers are plastering usin headlines and the town is swarming with
reporters and cameramen and there are big officials coming. Yes, s, | tell you, Hiram, thiswill bethe
making of us—"

Taine heard no more. He was fast adeep before he hit the sedt.

He came awake and lay quietly in the bed and he saw the shades Were drawn and the room was cool
and peaceful.

It was good, he thought, to wake in aroom you knew—in aroom that one had known for hisentire
life, in ahouse that had been the Taine house for dmost ahundred years.

Then memory clouted him and he sat bolt upright.

And now he heard it—the ingstent murmur from outside the window.

He vaulted from the bed and pulled one shade aside. Peering out, he saw the cordon of troops that
held back the crowd that overflowed his back yard and the back yards back of that.

Helet the shade drop back and started hunting for his shoes, for he was fully dressed. Probably Henry
and Beady, hetold himself, had dumped him into bed and pulled off hisshoesand let it go &t that. But he
couldn't remember asingle thing of it. He must have gone dead to the world the minute Henry had
bundled him into the back segt of the car.

He found the shoes on the floor at the end of the bed and sat down upon the bed to pull them on.

And his mind was racing on what he had to do.

He'd have to get some gasoline somehow and fill up the truck and stash an extra can or two into the
back and he'd have to take some food and water and perhaps his deeping bag. For he wasn't coming
back until he found his dog.

He got on his shoes and tied them, then went out into the living room. There was no one there, but
there were voicesin the kitchen.

He looked out the window and the desert lay outside, unchanged. The sun, he noticed, had climbed
higher in the sky, but out in hisfront yard it was still forenoon.

Helooked at hiswatch and it was six o'clock and from the way the shadows had been falling when
he'd peered out of the bedroom window, he knew that it was 6:00 P.M. He realized with a guilty start
that he must have dept dmost around the clock. He had not meant to deep that long. He hadn't meant to
leave Towser out there that long.

He headed for the kitchen and there were three persons there—Abbie and Henry Horton and a man
inmilitary garb.

"Thereyou are," cried Abbie merrily. "We were wondering when you would wake up.”

"Y ou have some coffee cooking, Abbie?"

"Yes, awhole pot full of it. And I'll cook up something elsefor you."

"Just sometoadt,” said Taine. "'l haven't got much time. | have to hunt for Towser."

"Hiram," said Henry, "thisis Colond Ryan, Nationd Guard. He has his boys outside.”

"Yes, | saw them through the window."

"Necessary," said Henry. "Absolutely necessary. The sheriff couldn’t handleit. The people came



rushing in and they'd have torn the place apart. So | cdled the governor.”

"Tane," the colond said, "st down. | want to talk with you."

"Certainly,” said Taine, taking achair. "Sorry to bein such arush, but | lost my dog out there.”

"Thisbusiness," said the colonel, smugly, "is vastly more important than any dog could be."

"Wll, colond, that just goesto show that you don't know Towser. He'sthe best dog | ever had and
I've had alot of them. Raised him from a pup and he's been agood friend al these years—"

"All right," the colonel said, "so heisafriend. But dill | haveto talk with you."

"Youjust St and talk," Abbiesaid to Taine. "I'll fix up some cakes and Henry brought over some of
that sausage that we get out onthef  » farm.

The back door opened and Beady staggered in to the accompaniment of aterrific metalic banging. He
was carrying three empty five-gallon gas cansin one hand and two in the other hand and they were
bumping and banging together as he moved.

"Say," yelled Taine, "what's going on here?'

"Now, just takeit easy,” Henry said. "Y ou have no ideathe problems that we have. We wanted to get
a. big gastank moved through here, but we couldn't do it. Wetried to rip out the back of the kitchen to
get it through, but we couldn't—"

"You did what!"

"Wetried to rip out the back of the kitchen," Henry told him camly. Y ou can't get one of those big
storage tanks through an ordinary door. But when we tried, we found that the entire house is boarded up
ingdewith the same kind of materia that you used down in the basement. Y ou hit it with an axeand it
bluntsthe sed—"

"But, Henry, thisis my house and there isn't anyone who hastheright to start tearing it gpart.”

"Fat chance," the colonel said. "What | would like to know, Taine, what isthat stuff that we couldn't
bresk through?"

"Now you takeit easy, Hiram," cautioned Henry. "We have abig new world waiting for us out
there—"

It isn't waiting for you or anyone," yelled Taine.

'‘And we have to explore it and to explore it we need a stockpile of gasoline. So since we can't havea
storage tank, we're getting together as many gas cans as possible and then welll run ahose through
here—"

"But, Henry—"

| wish," said Henry sternly, "that you'd quit interrupting me and let me have my say. Y ou can't even
imagine the logigtics that we face.

Were bottlenecked by the size of aregulation door. We have to get

Applies out there and we have to get transport. Cars and trucks won't be so bad. We can disassemble
them and lug them through piecemed, but a plane will be a problem.”

"You listen to me, Henry. Thereisn't anyone going to haul a plane through here. Thishouse hasbeenin
my family for dmost ahundred yearsand | own it and | have aright to it and you can't comein
highhanded and start hauling stuff through it.”

"But," said Henry plaintively, "we need aplanereal bad. Y ou can cover so much more ground when
you haveaplane.”

Beady went banging through the kitchen with his cans and out into the living room.

The colonel sighed. "I had hoped, Mr. Taine, that you would understand how the matter stood. To me
it ssemsvery plain that it's your patriotic duty to co-operate with usin this. The government, of course,
could exercise the right of eminent domain and start condemnation action, but it would rather not do that.
I'm speaking unofficidly, of course, but | think it's safe to say the government would much prefer to arrive
at an amicable agreement.”

"| doubt,” Taine said, bluffing, not knowing anything about it, “that the right to eminent domain would
be applicable. As| understand it, it appliesto buildings and to roads—"

"Thisisaroad," the colond told him flatly. "A road right through your house to another world.”

"Firg," Taine declared, "the government would have to show it wasin the public interest and that



refusal of the owner to relinquish tide amounted to an interference in government procedure and—"

"| think," the colonel said, "that the government can proveit isin the public interest.”

"l think," Tainesaid angrily, "I better get alawyer.”

"If you redly mean that," Henry offered, ever helpful, "and you want to get agood one—and |
presume you do—I would be pleased to recommend afirm that | am sure would represent your interests
most ably and be, at the sametime, fairly reasonablein cost.”

The colond stood up, seething. "Y ou'll have alot to answer, Taine. Ther€ll bealot of thingsthe
government will want to know. First of al, they'll want to know just how you engineered this. Are you
reedy totell that?'

"No," said Taine, "l don't believel am."

And he thought with some darm: They think that I'm the onewho did it and they'll be down on melike
apack of wolvesto find out just how | did it. He had visons of the FBI and the state department and the
Pentagon and, even sitting down, he felt shaky in the knees.

The colond turned around and marched siffly from the kitchen. He went out the back and dammed
the door behind him.

Henry looked at Taine speculatively.

"Do you redly mean it?" he demanded. "Do you intend to stand up to them?”

"I'm getting sore," said Taine. "They can't comein here and take over without even asking me. | don't
care what anyone may think, thisismy house. | was born hereand I've lived here dl my lifeand | likethe
place and—"

"Sure" said Henry. "'l know just how you fed."

"| supposeit's childish of me, but | wouldn't mind so much if they showed awillingnessto sit down and
talk about what they meant to do once they'd taken over. But there seems no disposition to even ask me
what | think about it. And | tell you, Henry, thisisdifferent than it seems. Thisisn't aplace where we can
walk in and take over, no matter what Washington may think. There's something out there and we better
watch our step—"

"l wasthinking," Henry interrupted, "as| was Sitting here, that your attitude is most commendable and
deserving of support. It has occurred to me that it would be most unneighborly of meto go on sitting here
and leave you in thefight done. We could hire oursdves afine array of legd talent and we could fight the
case and in the meantime we could form aland and devel opment company and that way we could make
sure that this new world of yoursis used the way it should be used.

"It stands to reason, Hiram, that | am the one to stand beside you, shoulder to shoulder, in this
business sncewere aready partnersinthis TV ded.”

"What'sthisabout TV?" shrilled Abbie, dapping a plate of cakesdown in front of Taine.

"Now, Abbie," Henry said patiently, "I have explained to you aready that your TV set isback of that
partition down in the basement and there isn't any telling when we can get it out.”

"Yes, | know," said Abbie, bringing a platter of sausages and pouring acup of coffee.

Beady camein from the living room and went bumbling out the back.

"After al," said Henry, pressing his advantage, "1 would suppose | had some hand iniit. | doubt you
could have done much without the computer | sent over.”

And thereit was again, thought Taine. Even Henry thought he'd been the one who didiit.

"But didn't Beady tdl you?'

"Beady said alot, but you know how Beadly is”

And that wasit, of course. To the villagersit would be no more than another Beady story—another
whopper that Beasly had dreamed up. There was no one who believed aword that Beady said.

Taine picked up the cup and drank his coffee, gaining time to shape an answer and there wasn't any
answer. If hetold the truth, it would sound far less believable than any lie hed tell.

"You can tell me, Hiram. After dl, we're partners.”

He's playing me for afoal, thought Taine. Henry thinks he can play anyone he wantsfor afool and
Sucker.

"Y ou wouldn't believe meif | told you, Henry."



"Well," Henry said, resignedly, getting to hisfeet, "I guessthat part of it can wait.”

Beady came tramping and banging through the kitchen with another load of cans.

"I'll have to have some gasoline,” said Taine, "if I'm going out for Towser."

"I'll take care of that right away," Henry promised smoothly. "I'll send Ernie over with histank wagon
and we can run ahose through here and fill up those cans. And I'll seeif | can find someone who'll go
adongwithyou."

"That's not necessary. | can go alone."

"If we had aradio transmitter. Then you could keep in touch.”

"But we haven't any. And, Henry, | can't wait. Towser's out there somewhere—"

"Sure, | know how much you thought of him. Y ou go out and look for him if you think you have to and
I'll get started on this other business. I'll get some lawyerslined up and well draw up some sort of
corporate papers for our land devel opment—"

"And, Hiram," Abbie said, "will you do something for me, please?'

"Why, certainly,” said Taine.

"Would you speak to Beadly. It's sensdessthe way he's acting. There wasn't any call for him to up and
leave us. | might have been alittle sharp with him, but he's so smple-minded he'sinfuriating. He ran off
and spent haf aday helping Towser at digging out that woodchuck and-"

"I'll gpeak to him,”" said Taine.

"Thanks, Hiram. Hell listen to you. Y ou're the only one helll listen to. And I wish you could have fixed
my TV set before dl thiscame about. I'm just lost without it. It leaves aholein the living room. It
matched my other furniture, you know."

"Yes| know," said Taine.

"Coming, Abbie?' Henry asked, standing at the door.

Helifted ahand in aconfidentid farewdl to Taine. "I'll seeyou later, Hiram. I'll getit al fixed up.”

| just bet you will, thought Taine.

He went back to the table, after they were gone, and sat down heavily inachair.

The front door dammed and Beady came panting in, excited.

"Towser'sback!" he yelled. "He's coming back and he's driving in the biggest woodchuck you ever
clapped your eyeson.”

Taine leaped to hisfest.

"Woodchuck! That'san aien planet. It hasn't any woodchucks."

"You comeand see," yelled Beadly.

He turned and raced back out again, with Taine following close behind.

It certainly looked considerably like a woodchuck—a sort of man-size woodchuck. Morelike a
woodchuck out of achildren's book, perhaps, for it was walking on its hind legs and trying to look
dignified even whileit kept awesther eye on Towser.

Towser was back a hundred feet or s0, keeping awary distance from the massive chuck. He had the
pose of agood sheepherding dog, walking in acrouch, aert to head off any break that the chuck might
make.

The chuck came up close to the house and stopped. Then it did an about-face so that it looked back
across the desert and it hunkered down.

It swung its massive head to gaze at Beady and Taine and in the limpid brown eyes Taine saw more
than the eyes of ananimdl.

Tainewaked swiftly out and picked up the dog in hisarms and hugged him tight againgt him. Towser
twisted his head around and dapped a doppy tongue across his master's face.

Taine stood with the dog in hisarms and looked at the man-size chuck and felt agreet relief and an
utter thankfulness.

Everything was dl right now, he thought. Towser had come back.

He headed for the house and out into the kitchen.

He put Towser down and got adish and filled it at the tap. He placed it on the floor and Towser
lapped at it thirdtily, dopping water al over thelinoleum.



"Takeit easy, there," warned Taine. "Y ou don't want to overdo it."

He hunted in the refrigerator and found some scraps and put them in Towser's dish.

Towser wagged histail with doggish happiness.

"By rights" said Taine, "l ought to take aropeto you, running off like that.”

Beady cameamblingin.

"That chuck isafriendly cuss" he announced. "He's waiting for someone.”

"That'snice," said Taine, paying no attention.

He glanced at the clock.

"It's saven-thirty,” he said. "We can catch the news. Y ou want to get it Beady?"

"Sure. | know right whereto get it. That fellow from New Y ork."

"That'stheone," said Taine.

Hewalked into the living room and looked out the window. The man-size chuck had not moved. He
was gitting with his back to the house, looking back the way hed come.

Waiting for someone, Beady had said, and it looked asif he might be, but probably it wasdl justin
Beady's head.

And if hewere waiting for someone, Taine wondered, who might that someone be? What might that
someone be? Certainly by now the word had spread out that there was a door into another world. And
how many doors, he wondered, had been opened through the ages?

Henry had said that there was abig new world out there waiting for Earthmen to move in. And that
wasnt it at al. It wasthe other way around.

The voice of the news commentator came blasting from the radio in the middle of a sentence:;

"... findly got into the act. Radio Moscow said this evening that the Soviet delegate will make
representationsin the U.N. tomorrow for the internationalization of this other world and the gateway toit.

"From that gateway itsdlf, the home of aman named Hiram Taine, thereis no news. Complete security
had been clamped down and a cordon of troops form a solid wall around the house, holding back the
crowds. Attempts to telephone the residence are blocked by a curt voice which saysthat no calsare
being accepted for that number. And Taine himsdlf has not stepped from the house.”

Taine walked back into the kitchen and sat down.

"He'staking about you," Beady said importantly.

"Rumor circulated thismorning that Taine, aquiet village repair man and dedler in antiques, and until
yesterday ardative unknown, had finaly returned from atrip which he made out into this new and
unknown land. But what he found, if anything, no one yet can say. Nor isthere any further information
about this other place beyond the fact that it is a desert and, to the moment, lifeless.

"A smdl flurry of excitement was occasioned late yesterday by the finding of some strange object in
the woods across the road from the residence, but this area likewise was swiftly cordoned off and to the
moment Colondl Ryan, who commands the troops, will say nothing of what actualy was found.

"Mystery man of the entire Situation is one Henry Horton, who seemsto be the only unofficia person
to have entry to the Taine house. Horton, questioned earlier today, had little to say, but managed to
suggest an air of great conspiracy. He hinted he and Taine were partnersin some mysterious venture and
left hanging in midair the haf impression that he and Taine had collaborated in opening the new world.

"Horton, it isinteresting to note, operates asmall computer plant and it is understood on good
authority that only recently he delivered acomputer to Taine, or at least some sort of machineto which
consderable mystery is attached. One story isthat this particular machine had been in the process of
development for Six or seven years.

"Some of the answersto the matter of how al this did happen and what actudly did happen must wait
upon thefindings of ateam of scientists who left Washington this evening after an al-day conference at
the White House, which was attended by representatives from the military, the state department, the
security divison and the special weagpons section.

"Throughout the world the impact of what happened yesterday at Willow Bend can only be compared
to the sensation of the news, aimost twenty years ago, of the dropping of the first atomic bomb. Thereis
some tendency among many observersto beieve that the implications of Willow Bend, in fact, may be



even more earth-shaking than were those a Hiroshima.

"Washington insgts, asisonly naturd, that this matter is of interna concern only and that it intendsto
handle the Situation asit best affects the nationd welfare.

"But dbroad thereisarising storm of indstence that thisis not amatter of national policy concerning
one nation, but that it necessarily must be a matter of worldwide concern.

"Thereis an unconfirmed report that aU.N. observer will arrivein Willow Bend almost momentarily.
France, Britain, Bolivia, Mexico and Indiahave dready requested permission of Washington to send
observersto the scene and other nations undoubtedly plan to file Smilar requests.

"The world Sts on edge tonight, waiting for the word from Willow Bend and—"

Taine reached out and clicked the radio to silence.

"From the sound of it," said Beadly, "were going to be overrun by abatch of foreigners.”

Y es, thought Taine, there might be a batch of foreigners, but not exactly in the sense that Beady
meant. The use of the word, hetold himsdlf, so far as any human was concerned, must be outdated now.
No man of Earth ever again could be called aforeigner with dien life next door—literaly next door.
What were the people of the stone house?

And perhaps not the dien life of one planet only, but the dien life of many. For he himsaf had found
another door into yet another planet and there might be many more such doors and what would these
other worlds be like, and what was the purpose of the doors?

Someone, something, had found away of going to another planet short of spanning light-years of
lonely space—a smpler and a shorter way than flying through the gulfs of space. And once the way was
open, then the way stayed open and it was as easy as waking from one room to another.

But one thing—one ridicul ous thing—kept puzzling him and that was the spinning and the movement of
the connected planets, of al the planetsthat must be linked together. Y ou could not, he argued, establish
solid, factua links between two objects that move independently of one another.

And yet, a couple of days ago, he would have contended just ax™ stolidly that the wholeideaon the
face of it was fantastic and impossible. Still it had been done. And once one impossibility was
accomplished, what logical man could say with sincerity that the second could not be?

The doorbell rang and he got up to answer it.

It was Ernie, the oil man.

"Henry said you wanted some gasand | cameto tell you | can't get it until morning.”

"That'sdl right," said Taine. "I don't need it now."

And swiftly dammed the door.

Heleaned againdt it, thinking: I'll have to face them sometime. | can't keep the door locked against the
world. Sometime, soon or late, the Earth and | will have to have this out.

And it was foolish, he thought, for him to think like this, but that wasthe way it was.

He had something here that the Earth demanded; something that Earth wanted or thought it wanted.
Andyet, inthelast andysis, it was hisresponsbility. It had happened on hisland, it had happened in his
house; unwittingly, perhaps, hed even aided and abetted it.

And the land and house are mine, hefiercely told himself, and that world out there was an extension of
hisyard. No matter how far or where it went, an extension of hisyard.

Beady had |eft the kitchen and Taine walked into the living room. Towser was curled up and snoring
gently in the gold-upholstered chair.

Taine decided hewould let him stay there. After dl, he thought, Towser had won the right to deep
anywhere he wished.

He walked past the chair to the window and the desert stretched to itsfar horizon and there before the
window sat the man-size woodchuck and Beadly Side by side, with their backs turned to the window and
staring out across the desert.

Somehow it seemed naturd that the chuck and Beady should be sitting there together—the two of
them, it gppeared to Taine, might have alot in common.

And it was agood beginning—that aman and an dien creature from this other world should st down
companionably together.



Hetried to envision the setup of these linked worlds, of which Earth was now apart, and the
possibilitiesthat lay inherent in thefact of linkage rolled thunder through hisbrain.

Therewould be contact between the Earth and these other worlds and what would come of it?

And cometo think of it, the contact had been made aready, but so naturally, so undramaticaly, that it
falled to register asagreat, important meeting. For Beady and the chuck out there were contact and if it
al should go like that, there was absolutely nothing for oneto worry over.

Thiswas no haphazard business, he reminded himsdlf. It had been planned and executed with the
smoothness of long practice. Thiswas not the first world to be opened and it would not be the last.

Thelittle ratlike things had spanned space—how many light-years of space one could not even
guess—in the vehicle which he had unearthed out in the woods. They then had buried it, perhgpsasa
child might hide adish by shoving it into a pile of sand. Then they had come to this very house and hed
set up the apparatus that had made this house a tunnel between one world and another. And once that
had been done, the need of crossing space had been canceled out forever. There need be but one
crossing and that one crossing would serveto link the planets.

And once the job was done thelittle ratlike things had lft, but not before they had made certain that
this gateway to their planet would stand against no matter what assault. They had shesthed the house
ingde the studdings with awonder-materia that would resist an ax and that, undoubtedly, would resist
much morethan asmple ax.

And they had marched in drill-order singlefile out to the hill where eight more of the space machines
had rested in their cradles. And now there were only seven there, in their cradles on the hill, and the
rat-like things were gone and, perhaps, in time to come, they'd land on another planet and another
doorway would be opened, alink to yet another world.

But more, Taine thought, than the linking of mereworlds. It would be, aswell, thelinking of the
peoples of those worlds.

Thelittleratlike creatures were the explorers and the pioneers who sought out other Earthlike planets
and the creature waiting with Beadly just outside the window must so serveits purpose and perhapsin
time to come there would be a purpose which man would also serve.

He turned away from the window and |ooked around the room and the room was exactly asit had
been ever since he could remember it. With dl the change outside, with dl that was happening outside,
the room remained unchanged.

Thisistheredity, thought Taine, thisisal the redity thereis. Whatever else may happen, thisiswhere
| stand—thisroom with its fireplace blackened by many winter fires, the bookshelveswith theold
thumbed volumes, the easy-chair, the ancient worn carpet—worn by beloved and unforgotten feet
through the many years.

And thisalso, he knew, wasthe lull before the storm.

Injust alittle while the brass would start arriving—the team of scientigts, the governmental
functionaries, the military, the observers from the other countries, the officidsfrom the U.N.

And againgt dl these, herealized, he stood wesponless and shorn of his strength. No matter what a
man might say or think, he could not stand off the world.

Thiswasthelast day that thiswould be the Taine house. After amost a hundred yesars, it would have
another detiny.

Andfor thefirgt timein al those yearsthered be no Taine adeep beneath its roof.

He stood looking at the fireplace and the shelves of books and he sensed the old, pale ghostswalking
in the room and he lifted a hesitant hand asif to wave farewell, not only to the ghosts but to the room as
wdll. But before he got it up, he dropped it to hisside.

What was the use, he thought.

He went out to the porch and sat down on the steps.

Beady heard him and turned around.

"He'snice" he said to Taine, patting the chuck upon the back. "He's exactly like agreat big teddy

"Yes | see" said Taine.



"And best of dl, | cantak with him."

"Yes, | know," said Taine, remembering that Beady could talk with Towser, too.

He wondered what it would belike to livein the smpleworld of Beady. At times, he decided, it
would be comfortable.

Theratlike things had come in the spaceship, but why had they come to Willow Bend, why had they
picked this house, the only housein dl the village where they would have found the equipment that they
needed to build their gpparatus so easily and so quickly? For there was no doubt that they had
cannibaized the computer to get the equipment they needed. In that, at least, Henry had been right.
Thinking back onit, Henry, after al, had played quiteapart init.

Could they have foreseen that on this particular week in this particular house the probability of quickly
and easily doing what they had come to do had stood very high?

Did they, with al their other talents and technology, have clairvoyance aswell?

"There's someone coming,”" Beady said.

"l don't seeathing.”

"Neither do|," said Beady, "but Chuck told methat he saw them.”

"Told you!"

"I told you we been talking. There, | can see them too.”

They werefar off, but they were coming fast—three dots rode rapidly out of the desert.

He sat and watched them come and he thought of going in to get therifle, but he didn't tir from his
seat upon the steps. The rifle would do no good, he told himself. It would be a senselessthing to get it;
more than that, a sensdless attitude. The least that man could do, he thought, was to meet these creatures
of another world with clean and empty hands.

They were closer now and it seemed to him that they were sitting in invisible chairsthat traveled very
fadt.

He saw that they were humanoid, to adegree at least, and there were only three of them.

They camein with arush and stopped very suddenly a hundred feet or so from where he sat upon the
steps.

He didn't move or say aword—there was nothing he could say. It wastoo ridiculous.

They were, perhaps, alittle smaler than himsdf, and black asthe ace of spades, and they wore skin
tight shorts and vests that were some- what oversize and both the shorts and vests were the blue of April
skies.

But that was not the worst of it.

They sat on saddles, with hornsin front and stirrups and a sort of bedroll tied on the back, but they
had no horses.

The saddlesfloated in the air, with the stirrups about three feet above the ground and the aliens sat
eadly in the saddles and stared at him and he stared back at them.

Findly he got up and moved forward a step or two and when he did that the three swung from the
saddles and moved forward, too, while the saddles hung therein the air, exactly asthey'd left them.

Taine waked forward and the three walked forward until they were no more than six feet gpart.

"They say helloto you," said Beady. "They say welcometo you.”

"Well, dl right, then, tell them— Say, how do you know dl thigl"

"Chuck tellsmewhat they say and | tell you. Youtel meand | tel him and hetdlsthem. That'sthe
way it works. That iswhat he's herefor.”

"Wel, I'll be—," said Taine. "So you can redly talk to him."

"I told you that | could,” stormed Beadly. "l told you that | could talk to Towser, too, but you thought
that | wascrazy."

"Teepathy!" said Taine. And it was worse than ever now. Not only had theratlike things known dl the
rest of it, but they'd known of Beadly, too.

"What wasthat you said, Hiram?"

"Never mind," said Taine. "Tell that friend of yoursto tell them I'm glad to meet them and what can |
dofor them?"



He stood uncomfortably and stared at the three and he saw that their vests had many pockets and that
the pockets were crammed, probably with their equivaent of tobacco and handkerchiefs and pocket
knives and such.

"They say," said Beady, "that they want to dicker.”

"Dicker?"

"Sure, Hiram. Y ou know, trade.”

Beady chuckled thinly. "Imagine them laying themselves open to aY ankee trader. That'swhat Henry
saysyou are. He says you can skin aman on the dickest—"

"Leave Henry out of this," sngpped Taine. "Let's leave Henry out of something.”

He sat down on the ground and the three sat down to face him.

"Ask them what they havein mindto trade.”

"|dess," Beady said.

"ldead That'sacrazy thing—"

And then he saw it wasn't.

Of dl the commodities that might be exchanged by an aien people, ideas would be the most valuable
and the easiest to handle. They'd take no cargo room and they'd upset no economies—not immediately,
that is—and they'd make a bigger contribution to the welfare of the cultures than trade in actua goods.

"Ask them," said Taine, "what they'll take for the idea back of those saddlesthey areriding.”

"They say, what have you to offer?'

And that was the sscumper. That was the one that would be hard to answer.

Automohiles and trucks, the interna gas engine—well, probably not. Because they dready had the
saddles. Earth was out of date in trangportation from the viewpoint of these people.

Housing architecture—no, that was hardly an idea and, anyhow, there was that other house, so they
knew of houses.

Cloth? No, 'they had cloth.

Paint, he thought. Maybe paint wasit.

"Seeif they areinterested in paint,” Tainetold Beady.

"They say, what isit? Please explain yoursef."

"O.K., then. Let's see. It's a protective device to be spread over dmost any surface. Easily packaged
and easily applied. Protects againgt weather and corrosion. It's decorative, too. Comesin all sorts of
colors. And its cheap to make."

"They shrug intheir mind,"” said Beady. "They'rejust dightly interested. But they'll listen more. Go
ahead and tell them.”

And that was more likeit, thought Taine.

That was the kind of language that he could understand.

He settled himself more firmly on the ground and bent forward dightly, flicking his eyes acrossthe
three deadpan, ebony faces, trying to make out what they might be thinking.

There was no making out. Those were three of the deadest pans he had ever seen.

It wasdl familiar. It made him fed at home. Hewasin hisdement.

And in the three across from him, he felt somehow subconscioudly, he had the best dickering
opposition he had ever met. And that made him fedl good too.

"Tdl them," hesaid, "that I'm not quite sure. | may have spoken up too hastily. Paint, after dl, isa
mighty valuableidea"

"They say, just asafavor to them, not that they're redlly interested, would you tell them alittle more.”

Got them hooked, Taine told himsdlf. If he could only play it right-He settled down to dickering in
earnest.

Hourslater Henry Horton showed up. He was accompanied by avery urbane gentleman, who was
faultlessy turned out and who carried benesth his arm an impressive attaché case.

Henry and the man stopped on the stepsin sheer astonishment.

Taine was squatted on the ground with alength of board and he was daubing paint on it while the
alienswatched. From the daubs here and there upon their anatomies, it was plain to see the diens had



been doing some daubing of their own. Spread al over the ground were other lengths of half-painted
boards and a couple of dozen old cans of paint.

Tainelooked up and saw Henry and the man.

"l was hoping," he said, "that someone would show up.”

"Hiram," said Henry, with more importance than usud, "may | present Mr. Lancaster. Heisa specid
representative of the United Nations.”

"I'm glad to meet you, sir,” said Taine. "1 wonder if you would—"

"Mr. Lancagter," Henry explained grandly, "was having some dight difficulty getting through the lines
outsde, so | volunteered my services I've dready explained to him our joint interest in this matter.”

"It was very kind of Mr. Horton," Lancaster said. "There was this stupid sergeant—"

"It'sal in knowing," Henry said, "how to handle people.”

The remark, Taine noticed, was not appreciated by the man from the U.N.

"May | inquire, Mr. Taine," asked Lancagter, "exactly what you're doing?’

"I'm dickering," said Taine.

"Dickering. What aquaint way of expressng—"

"Anold Yankeeword," said Henry quickly, "with certain connotations of its own. When you trade
with someone you are exchanging goods, but if you're dickering with him you're out to get hishide.’

"Interesting,” said Lancaster. "And | suppose you're out to skin these gentlemen in the sky-blue
vesds—"

"Hiram," said Henry, proudly, "isthe sharpest dickerer in these parts. He runs an antique business and
he has to dicker hard—"

"And may | ask," said Lancadter, ignoring Henry findly, "what you might be doing with these cans of
paint? Are these gentlemen potential customersfor paint or—"

Taine threw down the board and rose angrily to hisfest.

"If you'd both shut up!™ he shouted. "I've been trying to say something ever since you got hereand |
can't getinaword. And | tell you, it'simportant—"

"Hiram!" Henry exclaimed in horror.

"It'squitedl right,” said the U.N. man. "We have been jabbering. And now, Mr. Taine?'

"I'm backed into acorner,” Tainetold him, "and | need some help. I've sold these fellows on the idea
of paint, but | don't know athing about it—the principle back of it or how it's made or what goesinto it
or-"

"But, Mr. Taine, if you're salling them the paint, what difference doesit make—"

"I'm not selling them the paint,” yelled Taine. "Can't you understand that? They don't want the paint.
They want theidea of paint, the principle of paint. It's something that they never thought of and they're
interested. | offered them the paint ideafor theidea of their saddles and I've almost got it—"

"Saddles? Y ou mean those things over there, hanging intheair?"

"That isright. Beady, would you ask one of our friends to demongtrate a saddle?!

"You bet | will," said Beadly.

"What," demanded Henry, "has Beadly got to do with this?'

"Beady isaninterpreter. | guessyou'd cal him ateepath. Y ou remember how he always clamed he
could talk with Towser?"

"Beady was dwaysclaming things."

"But thistime he wasright. He tells Chuck, that funny-looking monster, what | want to say and Chuck
tellsthese diens. And these dienstell Chuck and Chuck tells Beady and Beady tellsme."”

"Ridiculousl" snorted Henry. "Beady hasn't got the senseto be ... what did you say he was?!

"A telepath," said Taine,

One of the dliens had gotten up and climbed into a saddle. He rode it forth and back. Then he swung
out of it and sat down again.

"Remarkable," said the U.N. man. "Some sort of antigravity unit, with complete control. We could
make use of that, indeed.”

He scraped his hand across his chin.



"And you're going to exchange the idea of paint for theidea of that saddle?’

"That'sexactly it," said Taine, "but | need some help. | need achemist or a paint manufacturer or
someone to explain how paint ismade. And | need some professor or other who'll understand what
they're talking about when they tell me theideaof the saddle.”

"l see" said Lancaster. "Y es, indeed, you have a problem. Mr. Taine, you seem to me aman of some
discernment—"

"Oh, he'sdl of that," interrupted Henry. "Hiram's quite astute.”

"So | suppose you'll understand,” said the U.N. man, "that this whole procedure is quite irregular—"

"Butit'snot,” exploded Taine. "That's the way they operate. They open up a planet and then they
exchange ideas. They've been doing that with other planetsfor along, long, time. And ideas are dl they
want, just the new idess, because that isthe way to keep on building atechnology and culture. And they
have alot of ideas, Sir, that the human race can use."

"That isjust the point,” said Lancaster. "Thisis perhaps the most important thing that has ever
happened to us humans. In just a short year'stime we can obtain data and ideas that will put us
ahead—theoretically, at least—by athousand years. And in athing that is so important, we should have
experts on the job—"

"But," protested Henry, "you can't find aman who'll do a better dickering job than Hiram. When you
dicker with him your back teeth aren't safe. Why don't you leave him be? Helll do ajob for you. Y ou can
get your experts and your planning groups together and et Hiram— front for you. These folks have
accepted him and have proved they'll do businesswith him and what more do you want? All he needsis
alitlehep."

Beady came over and faced the U.N. man.

"1 won't work with no oneelse" he said. "'If you kick Hiram out of here, then | go with him. Hiram's
the only person who ever treated me like a human—"

"There, you see!” Henry said, triumphantly.

"Now, wait asecond, Beady," said the U.N. man. "We could make it worth your while. | should
imagine that an interpreter in a Stuation such asthis could command ahandsome salary.”

"Money don't mean athing to me," said Beady. "It won't buy me friends. People still will laugh & me.”

"He meansit, migter,” Henry warned. "There isn't anyone who can be as stubborn as Beadly. | know;
he used to work for us."

The U.N. man looked flabbergasted and not alittle desperate.

"It will take you quite sometime," Henry pointed out, "to find another telepath—I eastwise one who
can talk to these people here."

The U.N. man looked asif hewere strangling. "I doubt,” he said, "there's another one on Earth.”

"Well, dl right,” said Beady, brutdly, "let's make up our minds. | ain't sanding heredl day."

"All right," cried the U.N. man. ™Y ou two go ahead. Please, will you go ahead? Thisisachance we
can't let dip through our fingers. Isthere anything you want? Anything | can do for you?'

"Yes, thereis,” said Taine. "Therell be the boys from Washington and bigwigs from other countries.
Just keep them off my back."

"I'll explain most carefully to everyone. Therell be no interference.”

"And | need that chemist and someone who'll know about the saddles. And | need them quick. | can
gdl these boysalittle longer, but not for too much longer.”

"Anyoneyou need,” said the U.N. man. "Anyoneat dl. I'll have them herein hours. And in aday or
two therell beapoal of experts waiting for whenever you may need them—on amoment's notice.”

"Sir," said Henry, unctuoudly, "that's most co-operative. Both Hiram and | appreciateit greatly. And
now, sincethisis settled, | understand that there are reporterswaiting. They'll be interested in your
Satement.”

The U.N. man, it seemed, didn't haveit in him to protest. He and Henry went tramping up the stairs.

Taine turned around and looked out across the desert.

"It'sabig front yard," he sad.






