Scanned by Highroller and proofed more or less by Highroller.
INTRODUCTION
Thefirg thing every child learnsisthat heis not the entire universe.

It comes as a shock, even though the discovery is gradud. As ababy's awareness grows, he realizes that
at least one other human cregture exists—his mother, that large, warm, protective object that is aways
nearby. Later comesthe discovery of other rdlatives. father, Sster, brother, uncle. The doctor,
grandparents, friends, al become part of the picture for the child, and he redizes that the universe beyond
hisfingertipsis quite acrowded place indeed.

Then he finds out about strangers.

Strangers are those who do not fit into the family circle, people who cannot be recognized, whose
exigenceisan uncomfortable mystery. Until he has met hisfirst stranger, the child has known nothing but
love. Now comes achalenge; for the stranger, being a stranger, does not necessarily lovethe child. Ties
of family and friendship do not exist, and some other relationship must be devel oped.

Most children learn how to get dong with strangerswell enough. They find out that it is possible to make
friends with certain strangers, and that it iswise to keep away from others. And they make the discovery
that for the rest of their livesthey are going to be encountering strangers every day. Their happiness and
successwill depend on their skill at dedling With these strangers, who may be different from them inways
of thinking, in color of skin, in outlook. Growing up, then, isaprocess of collisonswith strangers, and a
test of maturity isthe ability to handle such collisons.

Not only children but whole planets eventually discover that they are not the entire universe. At least, s0
the science-fiction writers have been saying for many years. They look to the starsfor the strangers,
people of other worlds, who one day will intrude on the so-far private existence of mankind. We have
never yet encountered people of other worlds, of course—not in any way that can be satisfactorily
documented, that is. But the sky isfull of stars, and some of those stars must have planets, and it seems
likely thet in aninfinity of worldsthere must be intelligent life besides that on Earth.

We are not done, say the science-fiction writers. Making that assumption, they go on to examineit.
What will it be like when we encounter the people of other worlds, the dien lifeformsthat await usin the
gaaxy?Will wefind oursalves trampled under the hedls of conquerors? Or will we be the conquerors
ourselves, destroying other civilizationsin space aswe have done on our own planet? What strange
emotiond experienceswill befdl the first men who confront alien crestures? What conflictswill there be,
what philosophical upheavas, what catastrophes and triumphs?

Sciencefiction attempts to answer these questions. The contact between man and aien has been one of
its central themes sinceits dawning, Thetitle of afamous early nove by H. G. Wdlsindicates one
possible outcome of that contact: The War of the Worlds. Other writers have told of more peaceful
meetings, even love, between earthmen and strangers. Nine stories of contact with extraterrestria beings
are assembled here, offering nine different gpproaches to that relationship.

But what if we are donein the universe? What if it turns out that the other worlds of the galaxy are as
lifdess asthe voyage of Mariner IV hasindicated Marsto be? Are dl the speculations of sciencefiction
worthless, then?

No. Because the science-fiction writer, in thefind anayss, isnever redly writing of other worldsand
other times. Behind the futuristic trappings of his stories lies amore earthbound core. For the
science-fiction writer, no matter how vaulting hisimagination may be, is till aman of twentieth-century



Earth. He has never vidted another planet nor laid eyes on an dien being. What he writes about, then,
comes from within—what he himsdlf has seen and thought. He trand ates his own experiences and
gpeculationsinto the soaring wonders of science fiction, but we can look behind the rockets and the
strange creaturesto find the real world of today. Sciencefiction, at its best, illuminates our own time by
turning amirror toward the future.

Evenif we are uniquein creation, then, we can find merit in stories of other forms of life. Thetales of
conflict with beings of the far galaxies, on the most fundamentd level, areredlly stories dedling with that
most basic of human chalenges. how to get along with strangers. In the sories, the Strangers have purple
skinsand ropy tentacles; inred life, the differences are not so vivid, but the gulf isjust as grest.

We are born into aworld full of strangers. Slowly we carve anidand of familiarity for oursalves, learn to
overcome fears and suspicions, break down the barriers of strangerhood. So, too, our world may exist in
agalaxy of strangers. The storiesin "thisbook attempt to show what may happen when and if we meet
those strangers. In any case, they tell on adeeper level the story of usal aswe reach out to meet others
with uncertain hands.

R.S.
DEAR DEVIL
By Eric Frank Rus=l|

Eric Frank Russell is a towering Englishman whose first science-fiction stories were published in
1937. In the decades since then he has written dozens of notable short stones and such classic
novels as Snister Barrier and Threeto Conquer. Cheerfully irreverent in person, Russell asa
writer is usually breezy and hard-boiled, a teller of tough, fast-paced tales. He has dealt often and
excellently with the theme of Earthman versus Alien, generally against a backdrop of an
intergalactic war, and his sly spies were performing slick tricks long before James Bond first saw
print.

But there is nothing breezy, hard-boiled, tough, military, or sy about Dear Devil. Seldom has a
being from another world been portrayed in science fiction with such warmth and compassion.
Readers are grateful to Eric Frank Russell for hislively stories of action and adventure, but they
will cherish him forever for the unique and wonderful Martian "devil" of this unforgettable story.

Thefirst Martian vessd descended upon Earth with the dow, statdly fall of agrounded balloon. It did
resemble alarge balloon in that it was spherica and had a strange buoyance out of keeping with its
metallic congtruction. Beyond this superficid appearance dl smilarity to anything Terrestrid ceased.

There were no rockets, no crimson Venturis, no externa projections other than severa solaradiant
distorting grids which boosted the ship in any desired direction through the cosmic field. Therewere no
observation ports. All viewing was done through atransparent band running right around the fat belly of
the sphere. The bluish, nightmarish crew was assembled behind that band, surveying the world with greeat
multifaceted eyes.

They gazed through the band in utter Slence asthey examined thisworld which was Terra. Evenif they
had been capable of speech they would have said nothing. But none among them had atalkative faculty
in any sonic sense. At this quiet moment none needed it.

The scene outside was one of untrammeled desol ation. Scraggy blue-green grass clung to tired ground
right away to the horizon scarred by ragged mountains. Disma bushes struggled for life here and there,
some with the pathetic air of striving to become trees as once their ancestors had been. To theright, a



long, straight scar through the grass betrayed the sterile lumpiness of rocks at odd places. Too rugged
and too narrow ever to have been aroad, it suggested no more than the desiccating remnants of a
long-gonewall. And over al thisloomed aghastly sky.

Captain Skhivaeyed his crew, spoke to them with his sign-talking tentacle. The dternative was
contact-telepathy which required physicd touch.

"It isobviousthat we are out of luck. We could have done no worse had we landed on the empty
satellite. However, it is safe to go out. Anyone who wishesto explore alittle while may do so."

One of them gesticulated back at him. "Captain, don't you wish to be the first to step upon thisworld?”

"It isof no consequence. If anyone deemsit an honor, heiswelcometoit.”" He pulled the lever opening
both air-lock doors. Thicker, heavier ah- crowded in and pressure went up alittle. "Beware of
overexertion,”" he warned as they went out.

Poet Pander touched him, tentaclestip to tip as he sent his thoughts racing through their nerve ends. "This
confirmsall that we saw as we approached. A stricken planet far gonein its death throes. What do you
suppose caused it?"!

"l have not the remotest idea. | would like to know. If it has been smitten by natura forces, what might
they do to Mars?' Histroubled mind sent its throb of worry up Pander's contacting tentacle. "A pity that
this planet had not been farther out instead of closer in; we might then have observed the preceding
phenomenafrom the surface of Mars. It isso difficult properly to view this one against the Sun.”

"That applies still more to the next world, the misty one,”" observed Poet Pander.

"I know it. | am beginning to fear what we may find there. If it provesto be equaly dead, then we are
gdled until we can make the big jump outward."

"Which won't bein our lifetimes."

"| doubt it," agreed Captain Skhiva. "We might move fast with the help of friends. We shall be
dow—aone." Heturned to watch his crew writhing in various directions across the grim landscape.
"They find it good to be on firm ground. But what isaworld without life and beauty? In a short time they
will grow tired of it."

Pander said thoughtfully, "Nevertheess, | would like to see more of it. May | take out the lifeboat?"

"You areasongbird, not apilot,” reproved Captain Skhiva. Y our function isto maintain morale by
entertaining us, not to roam around in alifeboat.”

"But | know how to handleit. Every one of uswastrained to handleit. Let metakeit that | may see
more."

"Haven't we seen enough, even before we landed? What else is there to see? Cracked and distorted
roads about to dissolve into nothingness. Ages-old cities, torn and broken, crumbling into dust. Shattered
mountains and charred forests and craterslittle smaller than those upon the Moon. No sign of any
superior lifeform still surviving. Only the grass, the shrubs, and various animals, two- or four-legged, that
flee at our gpproach. Why do you wish to see more?"

"Thereis poetry even in death," said Fander.

"Even 50, it remainsrepulsve.” Skhivagavealittle shiver. "All right. Teke thelifeboat. Whoam | to



question the weird workings of the nontechnica mind?"
"Thank you, Captain."

"It isnothing. Seethat you are back by dusk." Breaking contact, he went to the lock, curled snakishly on
its outer rim and brooded, still without bothering to touch the new world. So much attempted, so much
done—for so poor reward.

Hewas gill pondering it when the lifeboat soared out of itslock. Expressionlessy, his multifaceted eyes
watched the energized grids change angle as the boat swung into acurve and floated away like alittle
bubble. Skhivawas sengtiveto futility.

The crew came back well before darkness. A few hours were enough. Just grass and shrubs and
child-trees straining to grow up. One had discovered a grasd ess oblong that once might have been the
gte of adwelling. He brought back asmall piece of its foundation, alump of perished concrete which
Skhivaput by for later analyss.

Another had found asmall, brown, six-legged insect, but his nerve ends had heard it crying when he
picked it up, S0 hagtily he had put it down and let it go free. Smdll, clumsily moving animals had been
seen hopping in the distance, but al had dived down holesin the ground before any Martian could get
near. All the crew were agreed upon one thing: the silence and solemnity of a peopl€'s passing was
unendurable.

Pander best the sinking of the sun by half atime-unit. His bubble drifted under agreet, black cloud, sank
to ship leve, camein. Therain Sarted amoment later, roaring down in frenzied torrents while they stood
behind the transparent band and marveled at so much water.

After awhile, Captain Skhivatold them, "We must accept what we find. We have drawn ablank. The
cause of thisworld's condition isamystery to be solved by others with more time and better equipment.
It isfor usto abandon this graveyard and try the misty planet. We will take off early in the morning.”

None commented, but Pander followed him to his room, made contact with a tentacle-touch.
"One could live here, Captain.”

" am not so sure of that." Skhiva coiled on his couch, suspending his tentacles on the various limb-rests.
The blue sheen of him was reflected by the back wall. *1n some places are rocks emitting a pha sparks.
They are dangerous.”

"Of course, Captain. But | can sensethem and avoid them.”
"You?" Skhivastared up at him.

"Yes, Captain. | wish to beleft here.”

"What? In this place of gppalling repulsveness?’

"It hasan dl-pervading air of ugliness and despair,” admitted Poet Pander. "All destruction isugly. But by
accident | have found alittle beauty. It heartens me. | would like to seek its source.

"To what beauty do you refer?' Skhiva demanded.
Pander tried to explain the dien in nondien terms.

"Draw it for me" ordered Skhiva



Pander drew it, gave him the picture, said, "Therel"

Gazing at it for along time, Skhivahanded it back, mused awhile, then spoke aong the other's nerves.
"Weareindividudswith dl therights of individuals. Asan individud, | don't think that picture sufficiently
beautiful to be worth thetail-tip of adomestic arlan. | will admit that it isnot ugly, eventhat itis

pleasing.”
"But, Captain—"

"Asanindividud," Skhivawent on, "you have an equd right to your opinions, strange though they may
be. If you redly wish to stay | cannot refuse you. | am entitled only to think you alittle crazy." Heeyed
Pander again. "When do you hope to be picked up?'

"Thisyear, next year, sometime, never."

"It may well be never," Skhivareminded him. "Are you prepared to face that prospect?’
"One must dways be prepared to face the consequences of his own actions,” Pander pointed out.
"True." Skhivawas rductant to surrender. "But have you given the matter serious thought?'
"l am anontechnical component. | am not guided by thought.”

"Then by what?'

"By my desires, emotions, ingincts. By my inward fedings.”

Skhiva said fervently, "The twin moons preserve ugl”

"Captain, sing me asong of home and play methetinkling harp.”

"Don't bedlly. | have not the aility."

"Captain, if it required no more than careful thought you would be ableto do it?"
"Doubtlesdy," agreed Skhiva, seeing the trap but unableto avoidit.

"Thereyou arel" said Pander pointedly.

"l give up. | cannot argue with someone who casts aside the accepted rules of logic and invents his own.
Y ou are governed by notionsthat defeat me."

"It isnot ametter of logic or illogic," Pander told him. "It ismerely amatter of viewpoint. Y ou see certain
angles; | see others.”

"For example?'

"Y ou won't pin me down that way. | can find examples. For instance, do you remember the formulafor
determining the phase of a seriestuned circuit?"

"Most certainly.”

"| felt sure you would. Y ou are atechnician. Y ou have registered it for al tune asamatter of technical
utility." He paused, staring at Skhiva. "1 know that formula, too. It was mentioned to me, casudly, many
years ago. Itisof no useto me—yet | have never forgotten it.”



IIWI,.M?I
"Becauseit holds the beauty of rhythm. It isapoem,” Pander explained.
Skhivasighed and said, "1 don't get it.”

"One upon R into omega L minus one upon omega C," recited Pander. "A perfect hexameter." He
showed his amusement as the other rocked back.

After awhile, Skhivaremarked, "It could be sung. One could danceto it.”

"Samewith this" Pander exhibited his rough sketch. "This holds beauty. Where there is beauty there
once was talent—may gill betalent for al we know. Where talent abidesis also greatness. In theredlms
of grestnesswe may find powerful friends. We need such friends”

"Youwin." Skhivamade agesture of defegt. "We leave you to your salf-chosen fate in the morning.”
"Thank you, Captain.”

That same streak of stubbornness which made Skhivaaworthy commander induced him to take onefina
crack at Pander shortly before departure. Summoning him to hisroom, he eyed the poet cdculatingly.

"You are dill of the same mind?"
"Yes, Captain.”

"Then doesit not occur to you as strange that | should be so content to abandon this planet if indeed it
does hold the remnants of greatness?"

"No."
"Why not?" Skhivadtiffened dightly.

"Captain, | think you are alittle afraid because you suspect what | suspect—that there was no natura
disagter. They did it themsdlves, to themsdlves”

"We have no proof of it," said Skhivauneasly.
"No, Captain." Pander paused there without desire to add more.

"If thisistheir- own sad handiwork," Skhivacommented at length, "what are our chances of finding
friends among people so much to be feared?"

"Poor," admitted Pander. "But that—being the product of cold thought—meanslittietome. | am
animated by warm hopes."

‘There you go again, blatantly discarding reason in favor of an idle dream. Hoping, hoping, hoping—to
achievetheimpossble”

Pander said, "The difficult can be done at once; theimpossible takes alittle longer.”

"Y our thoughts make my orderly mind fedl lopsded. Every remark isaflat denia of something that
makes sense.” Skhivatranamitted the sensation of alugubrious chuckle. "Oh, well, welive and learn.” He
cameforward, moving closer to the other. "All your supplies are assembled outside. Nothing remains but
to bid you goodbye."



They embraced in the Martian manner. Leaving the lock, Poet Pander watched the big sphere shudder
and glide up. It soared without sound, shrinking steadily until it was amere dot entering acloud. A
moment later it had gone.

He remained there, looking at the cloud, for along, long tune. Then he turned his attention to the
load-ded holding his supplies. Climbing onto itstiny, exposed front seat, he shifted the control which
energized the flotation-grids, let it rise afew feet. The higher the rise the greater the expenditure of
power. He wished to conserve power; there was no knowing how long he might need it. So at low
dtitude and gentle pace he let the ded glide in the generd direction of the thing of beauty.

Later, he found adry cavein the hill on which his objective stood. It took him two days of careful,
cautious raying to squareitswalls, ceiling and floor, plus haf aday with apowered fan driving out slicate
dust. After that, he stowed his supplies at the back, parked the ded near the front, set up acurtaining
force-screen across the entrance. The holein the hill was now home.

Sumber did not come easily that first night. He lay within the cave, aropy, knotted thing of glowing blue
with enormous, bedike eyes, and found himsdlf listening for harpsthat played sixty million miles away.
Histentacle-ends twitched in involuntary search of the tel epathic-contact songs that would go with the
harps, and twitched in vain. Darkness grew deep, and al the world amonstrous stillness held. His hearing
organs craved for the eventide flip-flop of sand-frogs, but there were no frogs. He wanted the homely
drone of night beetles, but none droned. Except for once when something faraway howled its heart at the
Moon, there was nothing, nothing.

In the morning he washed, ate, took out the ded and explored the Site of asmal town. Hefound little to
satisfy his curiogity, no more than mounds of shapeless rubble on ragged, faintly oblong foundations. It
was agraveyard of long-dead domiciles, rotting, weedy, near to complete oblivion. A view from five
hundred feet up gave him only one piece of information: the orderliness of outlines showed that these
people had been tidy, methodicd.

But tidinessis not beauty initself. He came back to the top of hishill and sought solace with the thing that
was beauty.

His explorations continued, not systematically as Skhivawould have performed them, but in accordance
with hisown mercurid whims. At times he saw many animals, Singly or in groups, none resembling
anything Martian. Some scattered at full gallop when his ded swooped over them. Some dived into
groundholes, showing abrief flash of white, absurd tails, Others, four-footed, long-faced, sharp-toothed,
hunted" in gangs and bayed at him in concert with harsh, defiant voices.

On the seventieth day, in a deep, shadowed glade to the north, he spotted asmall group of new shapes
dinking dong* in anglefile. He recognized them at aglance, knew them so well that his searching eyes
sent animmediate thrill of triumph into his mind. They were ragged, dirty, and no more than half grown,
but the thing of beauty had told him what they were.

Hugging the ground low, he swept around in awide curve that brought him to the farther end of the
glade. Hisded doped dightly into the drop asit entered the glade. He could see them better now, even
the soiled pinkishness of their thin legs. They were moving away from him, with fearful caution, but the
slence of his swoop gave them no warning.

The rearmost one of the stedlthy file fooled him at the last moment. He was hanging over the side of the
ded, tentacles outstretched in readiness to snatch the end one with the wild mop of yelow hair when,
responding to some sixth sense, hisintended victim threw itself flat. His grasp shot past a couple of feet
short, and he got a glimpse of frightened gray eyes two seconds before a dexterous side-tilt of the ded



enabled him to make good hisloss by grabbing thelesswary nextinline.

Thisonewas dark haired, abit bigger, and sturdier. It fought madly at his holding limbswhile he gained
dtitude. Then suddenly, redizing the queer nature of its bonds, it writhed around and looked Straight at
him. The result was unexpected; it closed its eyes and went completely limp.

It was il limp when he bore it into the cave, but its heart continued to beat and its lungsto draw. Laying
it carefully on the softness of his bed, he moved to the cave's entrance and waited for it to recover.
Eventudly it stirred, sat up, gazed confusedly at the facing wall. Its black eyes moved dowly around,
taking in the surroundings. Then they saw Pander. They widened tremendoudy, and their owner began to
make highpitched, unpleasant noises asit tried to back away through the solid wall. It screamed so much,
in onerising throb after another, that Pander dithered out of the cave, right out of sght, and sat inthe
cold winds until the noises had died down.

A couple of hours later he made cautious reappearance to offer it food, but its reaction was so swift,
hysterica, and heartrending that he dropped hisload and hid himself as though the fear was hisown. The
food remained untouched for two full days. On thethird, alittle of it was eaten. Pander ventured within.

Although the Martian did not go near, the boy cowered away, murmuring, "Devil! Devil!" Hiseyeswere
red, with dark discoloration beneath them.

"Devil!" thought Pander, totaly unable to repesat the alien word, but wondering what it meant. He used his
sgn-talking tentacle in vaiant effort to convey something reassuring. The attempt was wasted. The other
watched itswrithings hdf in fear, haf with distaste, and showed complete lack of comprehension. He let
the tentacle gently dither forward across the floor, hoping to make thought-contact. The other recoiled
from it asfrom atriking snake.

"Patience," he reminded himsdf. "Theimpossble takes alittle longer.”

Periodicaly he showed himself with food and drink, and nighttimes he dept fitfully on the coarse, damp
grass beneath lowering skies—while the prisoner who was his guest enjoyed the softness of the bed, the
warmth of the cave, the security of the force-screen.

Time came when Pander betrayed an unpoetic shrewdness by using the other's belly to estimate the
ripeness of the moment. When, on the eighth day, he noted that his food-offerings were now being taken
regularly, hetook amed of hisown at the edge of the cave, within plain sight, and observed that the
other's gppetite was not spoiled. That night he dept just within the cave, closeto the force-screen, and as
far from the boy as possible. The boy stayed awake late, watching him, alwayswatching him, but gave
way to dumber inthe smdl hours.

A fresh attempt at sign-talking brought no better results than before, and the boy il refused to touch his
offered tentacle. All the same, he was gaining ground dowly. His overtures still were rgjected, but with
lessrevulson. Gradudly, ever so gradualy, the Martian shape was becoming familiar, dmost acceptable.

The sweet savor of success was Pander'sin the middle of the next day. The boy had displayed severa
spdls of emotiond sickness during which he lay on hisfront with shaking body and emitted low noises
while his eyes watered profusely. At such timesthe Martian felt strangely hel pless and inadequate. On
this occasion, during another attack, he took advantage of the sufferer'slack of attention and did near
enough to snatch away the box by the bed.

From the box he drew histiny eectroharp, plugged its connectors, switched it on, touched its strings with
delicate affection. Slowly he began to play, Snging an accompaniment deep insde himsdf. For he had no
voice with which to sing out loud, but the harp sang it for him. The boy ceased his quiverings, sat up, dl



his attention upon the dexterous play of the tentacles and the music they conjured forth. And when he
judged that at |ast the listener's mind was captured, Fonder ceased with easy, quietening strokes, gently
offered him the harp. The boy registered interest and reluctance. Careful not to move nearer, not an inch
nearer, Pander offered it at full tentacle length. The boy had to take four stepsto get it. He took them.

That wasthe sart. They played together, day after day and sometimesalittle into the night, while dmost
imperceptibly the distance between them was reduced. Findly they sat together, side by side, and the
boy had not yet learned to laugh but no longer did he show unease. He could now extract asimple tune
from the instrument and was pleased with his own gptitude in asolemn sort of way.

One evening as darkness grew, and the things that sometimes howled at the Moon were howling again,
Pander offered histentacle-tip for the hundredth time. Always the gesture had been unmistakable even if
its motive was not clear, yet dwaysit had been rebuffed. But now, now, fivefingers curled around it in
ghy desireto please.

With afervent prayer that human nerveswould function just like Martian ones, Pander poured his
thoughts through, swiftly, lest the warm grip be loosened too soon.

"Do not fear me. | cannot help my shape any more than you can help yours. | am your friend, your father,
your mother. | need you as much as you need me."

Theboy let go of him, began quiet, half-stifled whimpering noises. Pander put atentacle on his shoulder,
made little patting motions that he imagined were wholly Martian. For some inexplicable reason, this
made matters worse. At hiswits end what to do for the best, what action to take that might be
understandablein Terrestria terms, he gave the problem up, surrendered to hisingtinct, put along, ropy
limb around the boy and held him close until the noises ceased and dumber came. It wasthen he redized
the child he had taken was much younger than he had estimated. He nursed nun through the night.

Much practice was necessary to make conversation. The boy had to learn to put menta drive behind his
thoughts, for it was beyond Pander's power to suck them out of him.

"What isyour name?"

Pander got a picture of thinlegsrunning rapidly.

Hereturned it in question form. " Speedy?'

Andfirmative

"What name do you cal me?'

An unflattering montage of mongters.

"Devil?'

The picture whirled around, became confused. There was atrace of embarrassment.
"Devil will do," assured Pander. He went on, "Where are your parents?”

More confusion.

"Y ou must have had parents. Everyone has afather and mother, haven't they? Don't you remember
yours?'

Muddled ghogt-pictures. Grown-ups leaving children. Grown-ups avoiding children, asif they feared



them.

"What isthefirg thing you remember?*

"Big man waking with me. Carried meabit. Waked again.”
"What happened to him?"

"Went away. Said he was sick. Might make me sick too.”
"Long ago?'

Confusion.

Pander changed hisaim. "What of those other children—have they no parents either?'
"All got nobody."

"But you've got somebody now, haven't you, Speedy?'
Doubtfully. "Yes"

Pander pushed it farther. "Would you rather have me, or those other children?' Helet it rest amoment
before he added, "Or both?"

"Both," said Speedy with no hesitation. Hisfingers toyed with the harp.

"Would you liketo help melook for them tomorrow and bring them here? And if they are scared of me
will you help them not to be afraid?"

"Surel" said Speedly, licking hislips and sticking his chest ot.

"Then," said Pander, "perhaps you would like to go for awalk today? Y ou've been too long in this cave.
Will you comefor awak with me?*

"Y'betchal”

Side by sde they went ashort walk, onetrotting rapidly aong, the other dithering. The child's spirits
perked up with thistrip in the open; it was asif the Sight of the sky and the fed of the grassmade him
redize at last that he was not exactly a prisoner. Hisformerly solemn festures became animated, he made
exclamations that Pander could not understand, and once he laughed at nothing for the sheer joy of it. On
two occasions he grabbed a tentacle-tip in order to tell Pander something, performing the action asif it
werein every way as naturd as his own speech.

They got out the load-ded in the morning. Pander took the front seat and the controls, Speedy squatted
behind him with hands gripping his harness-belt. With ashalow soar, they headed for the glade. Many
small, white-tailed animals bolted down holes asthey passed over.

"Good for dinner," remarked Speedy, touching him and speaking through the touch.

Pander felt sickened. Meat-eaters! It was not until a queer feeling of shame and apology came back at
him that he knew the other had felt his revulsion. He wished held been swift to blanket that reaction
before the boy could senseit, but he could not be blamed for the effect of so bald a statement taking him
so completely unaware. However, it had produced another step forward in their mutual
relationship—Speedy desired his good opinion.



Within fifteen minutes they struck it lucky. At apoint haf amile south of the glade Speedy let out aghrill
yd| and pointed downward. A small, golden-haired figure was standing there on adight rise, staring
fascinatedly upward at the phenomenon in the sky. A second tiny shape, with red but equaly long hair,
was at the bottom of the dope gazing in Smilar wonderment. Both came to their senses and turned to flee
asthe ded tilted toward them.

Ignoring the yelps of excitement close behind him and the pulls upon his belt, Pander swooped, got first
one, then the other. Thisleft him with only onelimb to right the ded and gain height. If thevictims had
fought he would have had hiswork cut out to makeit. They did not fight. They shrieked as he snatched
them and then relaxed with closed eyes.

The ded climbed, glided amile at five hundred feet. Pander's attention was divided between hislimp
prizes, the controls and the horizon when suddenly athunderous rattling sounded on the metal base on
the ded, the entire framework shuddered, a strip of metd flew from its leading edge and things made
whining sounds toward the clouds.

"Old Graypate," bawled Speedy, jigging around but keeping away from the rim. "He's shooting at us.”

The spoken words meant nothing to the Martian, and he could not spare alimb for the contact the other
had forgotten to make. Grimly righting the ded, he gaveit full power. Whatever damage it had suffered
had not affected its efficiency; it shot forward at a pace that set the red and golden hair of the captives
streaming in the wind. Perforce his landing by the cave was clumsy. The ded bumped down and lurched
acrossforty yards of grass.

First thingsfirst. Taking the quiet pair into the cave, he made them comfortable on the bed, came out and
examined the ded. There were half adozen deep dentsinitsflat underside, two bright furrows angling
across one rim. He made contact with Speedy.

"What were you trying to tell me?"
"Old Graypate shot at us."

Themind-picture burst upon him vividly and with eectrifying effect: avison of atal, white-haired,
stern-faced old man with atubular weapon propped upon his shoulder while it spat fire upward. A
white-haired old man! An adult!

Hisgrip wastight on the other'sarm. "What is this oldster to you?'
"Nothing much. Helives near usin the shelters™

Picture of along, dusty concrete burrow, badly damaged, its ceiling marked with the scars of alighting
system which had rotted away to nothing. The old man living hermitlike at one end; the children a the
other. The old man was sour, taciturn, kept the children at a distance, spoke to them seldom but was
quick to respond when they were menaced. He had guns. Once he had killed many wild dogs that had
egten two children.

"People left us near shelters because Old Graypate was there, and had guns,” informed Speedy.
"But why does he kegp away from children? Doesn't he like children?!

"Don't know." He mused a moment. "Once told usthat old people could get very sick and make young
ones sick—and then weld adl die. Maybe he's afraid of making us die." Speedy wasn't very sure about it.

So there was some much-feared disease around, something contagious, to which adults were peculiarly



susceptible. Without hesitation they abandoned their young at the first ondaught, hoping that &t least the
children would live. Sacrifice after sacrifice that the remnants of the race might survive. Heartbreak after
heartbreak as elders chose desth alone rather than desth together.

Y et Graypate himsalf was depicted as very old. Wasthis an exaggeration of the child-mind?
"I must meet Graypate.

"He will shoot," declared Speedy positively. "He knows by now that you took me. He saw you take the
others. He will wait for you and shoot.”

"Wewill find someway to avoid that."
"How?'

"When these two have become my friends, just as you have become my friend, | will take al three of you
back to the shelters. Y ou can find Graypate for me and tell him that | am not asugly as| look."

"I don't think you're ugly," denied Speedy.

The picture Pander got dong with that gave him the weirdest sensation of pleasure. It was of avague,
shadowy but distorted body with aclear human face.

The new prisoners were femae. Pander knew it without being told because they were daintier than
Speedy and had the warm, sweet smell of females. That meant complications. Maybe they were mere
children, and maybe they lived together in the shelter, but he was permitting none of that while they were
in his charge. Pander might be outlandish by other standards but he had a certain primness. Forthwith he
cut another and smaler cave for Speedy and himsdlf.

Neither of the girls saw him for two days. Keeping well out of their sight, he let Speedy take them food,
talk to them, prepare them for the shape of the thing to come. On the third day he presented himself for
ingpection at adistance. Despite forewarnings they went sheet-white, clung together, but uttered no
distressing sounds. He played his harp alittle while, withdrew, came back in the evening and played for
them again.

Encouraged by Speedy's constant and self-assured flow of propaganda, one of them grasped a
tentacle-tip next day. What came a ong the nerves was not a picture so much as an ache, adesire, a
childish yearning. Pander backed out of the cave, found wood, spent the whole night using the deepy
Speedy asamodd, and fashioned the wood into atiny, jointed semblance of ahuman being. He was no
sculptor, but he possessed a natural delicacy of touch, and the poet in him ran through hislimbsand
expressed itself in the modd . Making athorough job of it, he clothed it in Terrestria fashion, colored its
face, fixed upon its features the pleasure-grimace which humanscdl asmile.

He gave her the doll the moment she awakened in the morning. Shetook it eegerly, hungrily, with wide,
glad eyes. Hugging it to her unformed bosom, she crooned over it—and he knew that the strange
emptinesswithin her was gone.

Though Speedy was openly contemptuous of this manifest waste of effort, Pander set to and made a
second mannikin. It did not take quite aslong. Practice on the first had made him swifter, more
dexterous. He was able to present it to the other child by midafternoon. Her acceptance was made with
shy grace, she held the doll close asif it meant more than the whole of her sorry world. In her thrilled
concentration upon the gift, she did not notice his nearness, his closeness, and when he offered atentacle,
shetook it.



Hesad, smply, "I loveyou.”
Her mind was too untrained to drive aresponse, but her great eyes warmed.

Pander sat on the grounded ded at apoint amile east of the glade and watched the three children walk
hand in hand toward the hidden shelters. Speedy was the obvious leader, hurrying them onward, bossing
them with the noisy assurance of one who has been around and considers himself sophidticated. In spite
of this, the girls paused at intervalsto turn and wave to the ropy, bee-eyed thing they'd left behind. And
Pander dutifully waved back, aways using his sgna-tentacle because it had not occurred to him that any
tentacle would serve.

They sank from sight behind arise of ground. He remained on the ded, his multifaceted gaze going over
his surroundings or sudying the angry sky now threatening rain. The ground was adull, dead gray-green
al the way to the horizon. There was no rdlief from that drab color, not one shining patch of white, gold,
or crimson such as dotted the meadows of Mars. There was only the eternal gray-green and hisown
brilliant blueness

Before long a sharp-faced, four-footed thing revealed itsdlf in the grass, raised its head and howled at
him. The sound was an eerily urgent wail that ran across the grasses and moaned into the distance. It
brought others of itskind, two, ten, twenty. Their defiance increased with then- numbers until therewasa
large band of them edging toward him with lips drawn back, teeth exposed. Then there came asudden
and undetectabl e flock-command which caused them to cease their dinking and spring forward like one,
davering asthey came. They did it with the hungry, red-eyed frenzy of animals motivated by something
akin to madness.

Repulsive though it was, the sight of creatures craving for meat—even strange blue meat—did not bother
Pander. He dipped a control anotch, the flotation grids radiated, the ded soared twenty feet. So cam
and easy an escape so casudly performed infuriated the wild dog pack beyond al measure. Arriving
beneath the ded, they made futile springs upward, fell back upon one another, bit and dashed each other,
leaped again and again. The pandemonium they set up was acompound of snarls, yelps, barks, and
growls, the ferocious expressions of extreme hate. They exuded a pungent odor of dry hair and animal
Swedt.

Reclining on the ded in amaddening pose of disdain, Fander |et the insane ones rave below. They raced
around in tight circles shrieking insults at him and biting each other. Thiswent on for sometime and ended
with aspurt of ultra-rapid cracks from the direction of the glade. Eight dogs fell dead. Two flopped and
struggled to crawl away. Ten yeped in agony, made off on threelegs. The unharmed ones flashed away
to some place where they could make amed of the escaping limpers. Pander lowered the ded.

Speedy stood on the rise with Graypate. The latter restored his weapon to the crook of hisarm, rubbed
his chin thoughtfully, ambled forward.

Stopping five yards from the Martian, the old Earthman again massaged his chin whiskers, then said, "It
sureisthe darnedest thing, just the darnedest thing!”

"No usetdking at him," advised Speedy. "Y ou've got to touch him, like | told you."

"I know, | know." Graypate betrayed adight impatience. "All in good time. I'll touch him when I'm
ready." He stood there, gazing at Pander with eyesthat were very pae and very sharp. "Oh, well, here
goes." He offered ahand.

Fander placed atentacle-end init.



"Jeepers, he'scold,” commented Graypate, closing hisgrip. "Colder than a snake.”

"Heisn't asnake," Speedy contradicted fiercely.

"Ease up, ease up—I didn't say heis." Graypate seemed fond of repetitive phrases.

"He doesn't fed like one, either,”" persisted Speedy, who had never felt a snake and did not wish to.
Fander boosted a thought through. "I come from the fourth planet. Do you know what that means?”
"l ain't ignorant,” snapped Graypate doud.

"No need to reply vocally. | receive your thoughts exactly as you receive mine. Y our responses are much
stronger than the boy's, and | can understand you easily.”

"Humph!" said Graypate to the world &t large.

"I have been anxiousto find an adult because the children can tel melittle. | would like to ask questions.
Do you fed inclined to answer questions?”'

"It depends,” answered Graypate, becoming leery.

"Never mind. Answer them if you wish. My only desreisto help you.”
"Why?' asked Graypate, searching around for a percentage.

"We need intelligent friends"

"Why?

"Our numbers are smdll, our resources poor. In visting thisworld and the misty one we've come near to
thelimit of our ability. But with assstance we could go farther. | think that if we could help you atime
might come when you could help us."

Graypate pondered it cautioudy, forgetting that the inward workings of his mind were wide open to the
other. Chronic suspicion was the keynote of his thoughts, suspicion based on life experiences and recent
history. But inward thoughts ran both ways, and his own mind detected the clear sincerity in Pander's.

So he said. "Fair enough. Say more.”

"What caused dl this?" inquired Pander, waving alimb at the world.

"War," said Graypate. "Thelast war well ever have. The entire place went nuts.”
"How did that come about?*

"You've got methere." Graypate gave the problem grave consideration. "I reckon it wasn't just any one
thing; it wasamultitude of things sort of piling themselves up.”

"Differencesin people. Some were colored differently in their bodies, othersin their ideas, and they
couldn't get dong. Some bred faster than others, wanted more room, more food. There wasn't any more
room or more food. The world wasfull, and nobody could shovein except by pushing another out. My
old man told me plenty before he died, and he dways maintained that if folk had had the boss-senseto
keep their numbers down, there might not—"



"Y our old man?" interjected Pander. ™Y our father? Didn't dl this occur in your own lifetime?
"It did not. | saw none of it. | am the son of the son of asurvivor.”

"Let'sgo back to the cave," put in Speedy, bored with the silent contact-talk. "I want to show him our
harp.”

They took no notice, and Pander went on, "Do you think there might be alot of others ill living?”

"Who knows?' Graypate was moody about it. "Thereisn't any way of telling how many are wandering
around the other side of the globe, maybe il killing each other, or starving to deeth, or dying of the
sckness”

"What scknessisthis?’

"l couldn't tell what it iscalled." Graypate scratched his head confusedly. "My old man told me afew
times, but 1've long forgotten. Knowing the name wouldn't do me any good, see? He said hisfather told
him that it was part of the war, it got invented and was spread ddliberately—and it's till with us."

"What areits symptoms?"’

"Y ou go hot and dizzy. Y ou get black swellingsin the armpits. In forty-eight hours you're dead. Old ones
get it firg. Thekidsthen catch it unless you make away from them mighty fast."

"Itisnothing familiar to me," said Pander, unable to recognize cultured bubonic. "In any case, I'm not a
medical expert." He eyed Graypate. "But you seem to have avoided it."

"Sheer luck," opined Graypate. "Or maybe | can't get it. There was a story going around during the war
that some folk might develop immunity to it, durned if | know why. Could be that I'm immune, but | don't
count onit.”

"S0 you keep your distance from these children?’

"Sure." He glanced at Speedy. "'l shouldn't reglly have come adong with thiskid. HeE's got alousy chance
asitiswithout meincreasing the odds.”

"That isthoughtful of you," Pander put over softly. "Especidly seeing that you must be londly.”

Graypate bristled and his thought-flow became aggressive. "I ain't grieving for company. | can look after
mysdlf, like | have done since my old man went away to curl up by himsef. I'm on my own feet. So's

every other guy.”

"l believethat," said Pander. "Y ou must pardon me—I'm astranger here mysdlf. | judged you by my own
fedings. Now and again | get preity londy."

"How come?' demanded Graypate, staring a him. "Y ou ain't telling me they dumped you and l&ft you, on
your own?'

"They did."
"Man!" exclamed Graypate fervently.

Man! It was apicture resembling Speedy’ s conception, avison dusivein form but firm and humanin
face. The oldster was reacting to what he considered a predicament rather than a choice, and the
reaction came on awave of sympathy.



Pander struck promptly and hard. "Y ou see how I'm fixed. The companionship of wild animasis nothing
to me. | need someone intelligent enough to like my music and forget my looks, someone intelligent
enoughto—"

"l ain't so surewerethat smart,” Graypate chipped in. He let his gaze swing morbidly around the
landscape. "Not when | seethis graveyard and think of how it looked in granpop's days."

"Every flower blooms from the dust of ahundred dead ones," answered Pander.
"Whet are flowers?'

It shocked the Martian. He had projected amind-picture of atrumpet lily, crimson and shining, and
Graypate's brain had juggled it around, uncertain whether iswerefish, flesh, or fowl.

"V egetable growths, like these." Pander plucked half a dozen blades of blue-green grass. "But more
colorful, and sweet-scented.” He tranamitted the brilliant vision of amile-square field of trumpet lilies, red
and glowing.

"Glory bel" sad Graypate. "Weve nothing like those."

"Not here," agreed Pander. "Not here." He gestured toward the horizon. "Elsewhere may be plenty. If
we got together we could be Company for each other, we could learn things from each other. We could
pool our idess, our efforts, and search for flowers far avay—also for more people.”

"Folk just won't get together in large bunches. They gtick to each other in family groups until the plague
breaks them up. Then they abandon the kids. The bigger the crowd, the bigger the risk of someone
contaminating thelot." Heleaned on hisgun, staring at the other, histhought-forms shaping themselvesin
dull solemnity. "When aguy gets hit, he goes away and takesit on hisown. The end isa persona
contract between him and his God, with no witnesses. Death's a pretty private affair these days."

"What, after dl these years? Don't you think that by thistime the disease may have run its course and
exhaugted itsdlf?"

"Nobody knows—and nobody's gambling onit."
"l would gamble," said Pander.

"Youan'tlikeus. You mightn't be ableto catchit.”
"Or | might get it worse, and die more painfully.”

"Mebbe," admitted Graypate, doubtfully. "Anyway, you're looking &t it from adifferent angle. Y ou've
been dumped on your ownsome. What've you got to lose?"

"My life" said Pander.

Graypate rocked back on his hedls, then said, "Yes, gir, that isagamble. A guy can't bet any heavier man
that." He rubbed his chin whiskers as before. "All right, al right, I'll take you up on that. Y ou come right
here and live with us." Hisgrip tightened on his gun, his knuckles showing white. "On this understanding:
The moment you fed sick you get out fast, and for keeps. If you dont, I'll bump you and drag you away
myself, even if that makes me get it too. The kids comefirst, see?’

The shelterswerefar roomier than the cave. There were eighteen children living in them, dl skinny with
their prolonged diet of roots, edible herbs, and an occasiond rabbit. The youngest and most sensitive of



them ceased to be terrified of Pander after ten days. Within four months his dithering shape of blue
ropiness had become anormal adjunct to their smdl, limited world.

Six of the youngsters were maes older than Speedy, one of them much older but not yet adult. He
beguiled them with his harp, teaching them to play, and now and again giving them ten-minute rides on the
load-ded as a specid treat. He made dollsfor the girls and queer, cone-shaped little houses for the dalls,
and fan-backed chairs of woven grassfor the houses. None of these toys were truly Martian in design,
and none were Terrestrid. They represented a pathetic compromise within hisimagination; the Martian
notion of what Terrestrial models might have looked like had there been any in existence.

But surreptitioudy, without sseming to give any less attention to the younger ones, he directed hismain
efforts upon the six older boys and Speedy. To his mind, these were the hope of the world—and of
Mars. At no time did he bother to ponder that the nontechnica brain is not without its virtues, or that
there are times and circumstances when it isworth dropping the short view of what is practicable for the
sake of the long view of what is remotely possible. So as best he could he concentrated upon the elder
seven, educating them through the dragging months, stimulating their minds, encouraging their curiosity,
and continually impressing upon them the ideaithat fear of disease can become afolk-separating dogma
unlessthey conquered it within their souls.

He taught them that degth is death, anatural process to be accepted philosophically and met with
dignity—and there were times when he suspected that he was teaching them nothing, he was merely
reminding them, for deep within their growing minds was the ancestrd strain of Terrestrialism which had
mulled itsway to the same conclusions ten or twenty thousands of years before. Still, he was helping to
remove this disease-block from the path of the stream, and was driving child-logic more rapidly toward
adult outlook. In that respect he was satisfied. He could do little more.

Intime, they organized group concerts, humming or making singing noises to the accompaniment of the
harp, now and again improvising linesto suit Pander's tunes, arguing out the respective merits of chosen
words until by process of elimination they had acomplete song. As songs grew to arepertoire and
singing grew more adept, more polished, Old Graypate displayed interest, came to one performance,
then another, until by custom he had established his own place as a one-man audience.

One day the eldest boy, who was named Redhead, came to Pander and grasped a tentacle-tip. "Devil,
may | operate your food-machine?!

"Y ou mean you would like me to show you how to work it?"
"No, Devil, I know how to work it." The boy gazed sdll-assuredly into the other's great bee-eyes.
"Then how isit operated?”

"Youfill its container with the tenderest blades of grass, being careful not to includeroots. You are
equally careful not to turn a switch before the container isfull and its door completely closed. Y ou then
turn the red switch for acount of two hundred eighty, reverse the container, turn the green switch for a
count of forty-seven. Y ou then close both switches, empty the container's warm pulp into the end molds
and apply the press until the biscuitsarefirm and dry."

"How have you discovered dl this?!

"I have watched you make biscuits for us many times. This morning, while you were busy, | tried it
mysdlf." He extended ahand. It held abiscuit. Taking it from him, Pander examined it. Firm, crisp,
well-shaped. He tasted it. Perfect.



Redhead became the first mechanic to operate and service aMartian lifeboat's emergency premasticator.
Seven years later, long after the machine had ceased to function, he managed to repower it, weakly but
effectively, with dust that gave forth aphasparks. In another five years he had improved it, speeded it up.
In twenty years he had duplicated it and had all the know-how needed to turn out premasticatorson a
large scale. Fander could not have equaled this performance for, as a nontechnician, held no better notion
than the average Terrestrid of the principles upon which the machine worked, neither did he know what
was meant by radiant digestion or protein enrichment. He could do little more than urge Redhead along
and leave the rest to whatever inherent genius the boy possessed—which was plenty.

In smilar manner, Speedy and two youths named Blacky and Bigearstook the load-ded out of his
charge. On rare occasions, asagreat privilege, Pander had permitted them to take up the ded for
one-hour trips, done. Thistime they were gone from dawn to dusk. Graypate mooched around, gun
under arm, another smaller one stuck in his belt, going frequently to the top of arise and scanning the
skiesindl directions.

The delinquents swooped in at sunset, bringing with them a strange boy.

Pander summoned them to him. They held hands so that his touch would give him smultaneous contact
with al three.

"l am alittleworried. The ded has only so much power. Whenit isdl gonethere will be no more."
They eyed each other aghast.

"Unfortunately, | have neither the knowledge nor the ability to energize the ded once its power is
exhausted. | lack the wisdom of the friends who left me h* e—and that ismy shame." He paused,
watching them dolefully, then went on, "All I do know isthat its power does not lesk away. If not used
much, the reserves will remain for many years." Another pause before he added, "And in afew yearsyou
will bemen.”

Blacky said, "But, Devil, when we are men well be much heavier, and the ded will use so much more
power."

"How do you know that?" Pander put it sharply.

"More weight, more power to sustain it,” opined Blacky with the air of onewhoselogicis
incontrovertible. "1t doesn't need thinking out. 1t's obvious.”

Very dowly and softly, Pander told him, "Y ou'll do. May the twin moons shine upon you someday, for |
know youll do."

"Dowhat, Devil ?*
"Build athousand dedslike this one, or better—and explore the whole world.”

From that time onward they confined their trips strictly to one hour, making them less frequently than of
yore, spoending more time poking and prying around the ded'sinnards.

Graypate changed character with the dow reluctance of the aged. Leastways, astwo years then three
rolled past, he came gradually out of his shell, waslesstaciturn, more willing to mix with those swiftly
growing up to hisown height. Without fully redizing what he was doing he joined forces with Pander,
gave the children the remnants of Earthly wisdom passed down from hisfather's father. He taught the
boys how to use the guns of which he had as many as eleven, some maintained mostly as a source of
sparesfor others. He took them shell-hunting; digging deep benesth rotting foundationsinto Sale,



haf-filled cdlarsin search of ammunition not too far corroded for use.
"Guns an't no usewithout shdls, and shdlsdon't last forever.”
Neither do buried shells. They found not one.

Of his own wisdom Graypate stubbornly withheld but asingle item until the day when Speedy and
Redhead and Blacky chivvied it out of him. Then, like afather facing the hangman, he gave them thetruth
about babies. He made no comparative mention of bees because there were no bees, nor of flowers
because there were no flowers. One cannot anal ogize the nonexistent. Nevertheless he managed to
explain the matter more or lessto their satisfaction, after which he mopped hisforehead and went to
Pander.

‘These youngsters are getting too nosy for my comfort. They've been asking me how kids come aong."
"Did youtd| them?'

"l suredid." He sat down, staring at the Martian, his pae gray eyes bothered. "I don't mind giving into
the boyswhen | can't beat 'em off any longer, but I'm durned if I'm going to tell the girls.”

Pander said, "I have been asked about this many atime before. | could not tell much because | was by
no means certain whether you breed precisely aswe breed. But | told them how we breed.”

"Thegirlstoo?"

"Of course.”

"Jeepers!" Graypate mopped hisforehead again. "How did they take it?"
"Just asif I'd told them why the sky is blue or why water iswet."
"Must've been something in the way you puit it to them,” opined Graypate.
"| told them it was poetry between persons.”

Throughout the course of history, Martian, Venusian, or Terrestrial, some years are more noteworthy
than others. The twelfth one after Pander's marooning was outstanding for its series of events each of
which was pitifully inggnificant by cosmic slandards but loomed enormoudy inthissmall community life,

To start with, on the basis of Redhead's improvements to the premasticator, the older seven—now
bearded men—contrived to repower the exhausted ded and again took to the air for thefirst timein forty
months. Experiments showed that the Martian |oad-carrier was now dower, could bear lessweight, but
had far longer range. They used it to vist the ruins of distant citiesin search of metalic junk suitable for
the building of more deds, and by early summer they had constructed another, larger than the origind,
clumsy to the verge of dangerousness, but till aded.

On severd occasionsthey failed to find meta but did find people, odd families surviving in under-surface
shelters, clinging grimly to life and passed-down scraps of knowledge. Since dl these new contacts were
srictly human to human, with no weirdly tentacled shape to scare off the parties of the second part, and
since many werefinding fear of plague more to be endured than their terrible londiness, many families
returned with the explorers, settled in the shelters, accepted Pander, added their surviving skillsto the
community'sriches,

Thusloca population grew to seventy adults and four hundred children. They compounded with their



plague-fear by spreading through the shelters, digging through half-wrecked and formerly unused
expanses, and moving apart to form twenty or thirty lesser communities each one of which could be
isolated should degath resppesar.

Growing morae born of added strength and confidence in numbers soon resulted in four more deds, il
clumsy but dightly less dangerous to manage. There also gppeared the first rock house above ground,
standing four-square and solidly under the gray skies, a defiant witnessthat mankind still consdered itself
acut above therats and rabbits. The community presented the house to Blacky and Sweetvoice, who
had announced their desire to associate. An adult who claimed to know the conventiona routine spoke
solemn words over the happy couple before many witnesses, while Pander attended the groom as best
Martian.

Toward summer's end Speedy returned from a solo ded-trip of many days, brought with him one old
man, one boy and four girls, al of strange, outlandish countenance. They were yellow in complexion, had
black hair, black, dmond-shaped eyes, and spoke alanguage that none could understand. Until these
newcomers had picked up thelocal speech, Pander had to act as interpreter, for his mind-pictures and
theirs were independent of voca sounds. Thefour girls were quiet, modest, and very beautiful. Within a
month Speedy had married one of them whose name was a gentle clucking sound which meant Precious
Jewd Ling.

After thiswedding, Pander sought Graypate, placed atentacle-tip in hisright hand. "There were
differences between the man and the girl, distinctive features wider gpart than any we know upon Mars.
Arethese some of the differences which caused your war?"

"I dunno. I've never seen one of these yelow folk before. They must live mighty far off.” He rubbed his
chinto help histhoughtsdong. "1 only know what my old man told me and his old man told him. There
were too many folk of too many different sorts."

"They can't bedl that different if they canfdl inlove.”
"Mebbe not," agreed Graypate.

"Supposing most of the people ill in thisworld could assemble here, breed together, and have less
different children; the children bred others il less different. Wouldn't they eventudly become dl much
the same—just Earth-people?’

"Mebbe s0."

"All speaking the same language, sharing the same culture? If they spread out dowly from acentra
source, dwaysin contact by ded, continually sharing the same knowledge, same progress, would there
be any room for new differencesto arise?'

"I dunno,” said Graypate evasively. "I'm not so young as | used to be, and | can't dream asfar ahead as|
used to do."

"It doesn't matter so long as the young ones can dream it." Pander mused amoment. "'If you're beginning
to think yoursdlf aback number, you're in good company. Things are getting somewhat out of hand asfar
as|'m concerned. The onlooker seesthe most of the game, and perhaps that's why 1'm more sensitive
than you to acertain peculiar feding.”

"Towhat feding?' inquired Graypate, eyeing him.

"That Terrais on the move once more. There are now many people where there were few. A houseisup



and more areto follow. They tak of Sx more. After the six they will talk of sixty, then six hundred, then
six thousand. Some are planning to haul up sunken conduits and use them to pipe water from the
northward lake. Seds are being built. Premasticators will soon be built, and force-screens likewise.
Children are being taught. Less and lessisbeing heard of your plague, and so far no more have died of it.
| fed adynamic surge of energy and ambition and geniuswhich may grow with appaling rapidity until it
becomes amighty flood. | fed that I, too, am a back number."

"Bunk!" said Graypate. He spat on the ground. "If you dream often enough, you're bound to have a bad
oneonce inawhile"

"Perhapsit is because so many of my tasks have been taken over and done better than | was doing them.
| have failed to seek new tasks. Were | atechnician I'd have discovered a dozen by now. Reckon thisis
asgood atime as any to turn to ajob with which you can help me.”

"Whét isthat?"

"A long, long time ago | made apoem. It wasfor the beautiful thing that first impelled meto stay here. |
do. not know exactly what its maker had in mind, nor whether my eyes see it as hewished it to be seen,
but | have made a poem to expresswhat | fed when | look upon hiswork."

"Humph!" said Graypate, not very interested.

"Thereisan outcrop of solid rock beneath its base which | can shave smooth and use asaplinth on
which to inscribe my words. | would like to put them down twice—in the script of Mars and the script of
Earth." Pander hesitated a moment, then went on. "Perhaps thisis presumptuous of me, but it is many
yearssince | wrotefor al to read—and my chance may never come again.”

Graypate said, "l get theidea. Y ou want me to put down your notionsin our writing So you can copy it."
"YS"

"Give meyour stylusand pad.” Taking them, Graypate squatted on arock, lowering himsdf stiffly, for he
was feding the weight of hisyears. Resting the pad on his knees, he held the writing instrument in hisright
hand while hisleft continued to grasp atentacle-tip. "Go ahead.”

He started drawing thick, laborious marks as Pander's mind-pictures came through, enlarging the letters
and keeping them well separated. When he had finished he handed the pad over.

"Asymmetrical," decided Pander, staring at the queer letters and wishing for the first time that he had
taken up the study of Earth-writing. "Cannot you make this part balance with that, and thiswith this?

"It'swhat you said.”
"Itisyour own trandation of what | said. | would like it better balanced. Do you mind if wetry again?"

They tried again. They made fourteen attempts before Pander was satisfied with the perfunctory
appearance of |etters and words he could not understand.

Taking the paper, he found hisray-gun, went to the base-rock of the beautiful thing and sheared the
wholefront to aflat, even surface. Adjusting hisbeam to cut aV-shaped channd oneinch deep, he
inscribed his poem on the rock in long, unpunctuated lines of neat Martian curlicues. With less confidence
and much grester care, he repeated the verse in Earth's awkward, angular hieroglyphics. The task took
him quite atime, and there werefifty people watching him when hefinished. They said nothing. In utter
slence they looked at the poem and at the beautiful thing, and were gill standing there brooding solemnly



when he went away.

One by onetherest of the community visited the Site next day, going and coming with the .air of pilgrims
attending an ancient shrine. All stood there along time, returned without comment. Nobody praised
Fander'swork, nobody damned it, nobody reproached him for aienizing something wholly Earth's. The
only effect—too subtle to be noteworthy—was agreater and till growing grimness and determination
that boosted the dready swelling Earth-dynamic.

In that respect, Pander wrought better than he knew.

A plague-scare came in the fourteenth year. Two deds had brought back families from afar, and within a
week of their arrival the children sickened, became spotted.

Metd gongs sounded the darm, al work ceased, the affected section was cut off and guarded, the
magority prepared to flee. It was athreatening reversa of dl the things for which many had toiled so long;
adestructive scattering of the tender roots of new civilization.

Pander found Graypate, Speedy, and Blacky, armed to the teeth, facing a drawn-faced and restless
crowd.

"Therésmost of ahundred folk in that isolated part,” Graypate wastelling them. "They aint dl got it.
Maybe they won't get it. If they don't it ain't so likely you'll go down either. We ought to wait and see.
Stick around a bit."

"Ligenwho'staking," invited avoicein the crowd. "If you weren't immune you'd have been planted
thirty-forty yearsago.”

"Same goesfor near everybody," snapped Graypate. He glared around, his gun under one arm, hispale
blue eyesbdlicose. "'l ain't much use at speechifying, so I'm just saying flatly that nobody goes before we
know whether thisredlly isthe plague.” He hefted hiswesgpon in one hand, held it forward. "Anyone
fancy himsdlf a beating abullet?!

The heckler in the audience muscled hisway to the front. He was a swarthy man of muscular build, and
his dark eyeslooked belligerently into Graypate's. "While thereslife theré's hope. If we bedt it, weliveto
come back, when it's safe to come back, if ever—and you know it. So I'm calling your bluff, see?'
Squaring his shoulders, he began to walk off.

Graypate's gun dready was hafway up when hefelt the touch of Pander'stentacle on hisarm. He
lowered the weapon, called after the escapee.

"I'm going into that cut-off section and the Devil isgoing with me. Were running into things, not away
from them. | never did like running away." Severd of the audience fidgeted, murmuring gpprovd. He
went on, "Well seefor oursavesjust what'swrong. We mightn't be ableto put it right, but well find out
what's the matter."

The walker paused, turned, eyed him, eyed Fander, and said, "Y ou can't do that."
"Why not?'

"Youll get it yourself—and aheck of alot of use you'll be dead and stinking.”
"What, and meimmune?’ cracked Graypate grinning.

"The Devil will getit," hedged the other.



Graypate was about to retort, "What do you care?' but dtered it dightly in response to Pander's
contacting thoughts. He said, more softly, Do you care?'

It caught the other off-balance. He fumbled embarrassedly within his own mind, avoided looking at the
Martian, said lamely, "I don't see reason for any guy to take risks."

"He'staking them, because he cares,” Graypate gave back. "And I'm taking them because I'm too old
and usdessto giveadarn.”

With that, he stepped down, marched stubbornly toward the isolated section, Fander dithering by his
Sde, tentacle in hand. The one who wished to flee stayed put, staring after them. The crowd shuffled
uneadily, seemed in two minds whether to accept the situation and stick around, or whether to rush
Graypate and Fander and drag them away. Speedy and Blacky made to follow the pair but were
ordered off.

No adult sickened; nobody died. Children in the affected sector went one after another through the same
routine of feverishness, high temperature, and spots, until the epidemic of meades had died out; Not until
amonth after thelast case had been cured by something within its own congtitution did Graypate and
Fander emerge.

The innocuous course and eventua disappearance of this suspected plague gave the pendulum of
confidence apush, swinging it farther. Morale boosted itsalf almost to the verge of arrogance. More deds
appeared, more mechanics serviced them, more pilots rode them. More people flowed in; more
oddments of past knowledge came with them.

Humanity was off to aflying start with the salvaged seeds of past wisdom and the urgeto do. The
tormented ones of Earth were not primitive savages, but surviving organisms of a grestness nine-tenths
destroyed but <till remembered, each contributing his mite of know-how to restore at least some of those
things which had been boiled away in atomic fires.

When, in the twentieth year, Redhead duplicated the premasticator, there were eight thousand stone
houses stand-big around the hill. A community hal seventy timesthe size of ahouse, with agreet green
dome of copper, reared itsalf upon the eastward fringe. A dam held the lake to the north. A hospita was
going up in thewest. The nuances and energies and talents of fifty races had built thistown and were il
building it. Among them were ten Polynesians and four 1celanders and one lean, dusky child who was the
last of the Seminoles.

Farms spread wide. One thousand heads of Indian corn rescued from a sheltered valey in the Andes had
grown to ten thousand acres. Water buffaloes and goats had been brought from afar to servein lieu of
the horses and sheep that would never be seen again—and no man knew why one species survived while
another did not. The horses had died; the water buffalos lived. The canines hunted in ferocious packs; the
felines had departed from existence. The small herbs, some tubers, and afew seedy things could be
rescued and cultivated for hungry bellies; but there were no flowersfor the hungry mind. Humanity
carried on, making do with what was available. No more than that could be done.

Pander was a back-number. He had nothing left for which to live but his songs and the affection of the
others. In everything but his harp and his songs the Terrans were way ahead of him. He could do no
more than give of his own affection in return for theirs and wait with the patience of onewhosework is
done. .

At theend of that year they buried Graypate. He died in his deep, passing with the undramatic casuaness
of onewho ain't much use at speechifying. They put him to rest on aknoll behind the community hall, and
Pander played his mourning song, and Precious Jewe, who was Speedy's wife, planted the grave with



sweet herbs.

In the spring of the following year Pander summoned Speedy and Blacky and Redhead. He was coiled
on acouch, blue and shivering. They held hands so that his touch would speak to them smultaneoudy.

"I am about to undergo my amafa.”

He had great difficulty in putting it over in understandabl e thought-forms, for this was something beyond
their Earthly experience.

"It isan unavoidable change of age during which my kind must deep undisturbed.” They reacted asif the
casud reference to hiskind was astrange and startling revelation, anew aspect previoudy unthought-of.
He continued, "'l must be left done until this hibernation has run its natura course.”

"For how long, Devil ?* asked Speedy, with anxiety.
"It may gtretch from four of your monthsto afull year, or—"

"Or what?" Speedy did not wait for areassuring reply. His agile mind was swift to sense the spice of
danger lying far back in the Martian'sthoughts. "Or it may never end?"

"It may never," admitted Pander, ructantly. He shivered again, drew histentacles around himself. The
brilliance of his bluenesswasfading visbly. "The possbility issmdl, but it isthere.

Speedy's eyes widened and his bresth was taken in a short gasp. His mind was striving to readjust itself
and accept the appdling idea that Pander might not be afixture, permanent, established for dl time.
Blacky and Redhead were equally aghast.

"We Martians do not last forever,” Pander pointed out, gently. "All are mortd, here and there. He who
aurvives his amafa has many happy yearsto follow, but some do not survive. Itisatria that must be
faced as everything from beginning to end must be faced.”

"But—"

"Our numbersare not large,” Pander went on. "We breed dowly and some of us die hafway through the
norma span. By cosmic standards we are aweak and foolish people much in need of the support of the
clever and the strong. Y ou are clever and strong. Whenever my people visit you again, or any other il
stranger people come, aways remember that you are clever and strong.”

"Weare strong," echoed Speedy, dreamily. His gaze swung around to take in the thousands of roofs, the
copper dome, the thing of beauty on the hill. "We are strong.”

A prolonged shudder went through the ropy, bee-eyed creature on the couch.

"I do not wish to beleft here, anidle deeper in the midst of life, posing like abad example to the young. |
would rather rest within the little cave where first we made friends and grew to know and understand
each other. Wall it up and fix adoor for me. Forbid anyone to touch me or let the light of day fall upon
me until such timeas| emerge of my own accord.” Pander stirred duggishly, hislimbs uncoiling with
noticeable lack of snuousness. "l regret | must ask you to carry me there. Please forgive me; | have left it
alittlelate and cannot.... cannot... makeit by mysdf.”

Their faceswere pictures of darm, their minds bells of sorrow. Running for poles, they made adtretcher,
edged him onto it, bore him to the cave. A long procession was following by thetime they reached it. As
they settled him comfortably and began to wall up the entrance, the crowd watched in the same solemn



slence with which they had looked upon hisverse,

Hewasdready atightly rolled bal of dull blueness, with filmed eyes, when they fitted the door and
closed it, leaving him to darkness and dumber. Next day atiny, brown-skinned man with eight children,
al hugging dolls, cameto the door. While the youngsters stared huge-eyed at the door, he fixed uponit a
two-word name in metd |etters, taking great pains over his salf-imposed task and making anest job of it.

The Martian vessdl came from the stratosphere with the dow, atdly fdl of agrounding balloon. Behind
the trangparent band its bluish, nightmarish crew were assembled and looking with grest, multifaceted
eyes at the upper surface of the clouds. The scene resembled a pink-tinged snowfield beneath which the
planet still remained concedled.

Captain Rdina could fed this as atense, exciting moment even though hisvessd had not the honor to be
the first with such an approach. One Captain Skhiva, now long retired, had done it many years before.
Neverthdless, this second venture retained its own exploratory thrill.

Someone stationed athird of the way around the vessdl's belly came writhing at top pace toward him as
their drop brought them near to the pinkish clouds. The oncomer's sgnaling tentacle wasjiggling at a
seldom-used rate,

"Captain, we have just seen an object swoop across the horizon."

"What sort of an object?”

"It looked like agigantic load-ded.”

"It couldn't have been."

"No, Captain, of course not—buit that is exactly what it appeared to be."

"Whereisit now?" demanded Rdina, gazing toward the side from which the other had come.
"It dived into the mists below.”

"Y ou must have been mistaken. Long-standing anticipation can encourage the strangest delusions.” He
stopped amoment as the observation band became shrouded in the vapor of acloud. Musingly, he
watched the gray wall of fog dide upward as hisvessa continued its descent. "That old report says
definitely that there is nothing but desolation and wild animds. Thereis no intelligent life except somefool
of aminor poet whom Skhivaleft behind, and twelve to one he's dead by now. The animas may have
egtenhim.”

"Eaten him? Eaten meat?" exclaimed the other, thoroughly revolted.

"Anything ispossible" assured Rdina, pleased with the extreme to which hisimagination could be
gretched. "Except aload-ded. That wasplain silly.”

At which point he had no choice but to let the subject drop for the smple and compelling reason that the
ship came out of the base of the cloud, and the ded in question was floating alongside. It could be seenin
complete detail, and even their own instruments were responding to the powerful output of its numerous
flotation-grids.

The twenty Martians aboard the sphere sat staring bee-eyed at this enormous thing which was half the
size of their own vessd, and the forty humans on the ded stared back with equd intentness. Ship and ded
continued to descend side by side, while both crews studied each other with dumb fascination which



perssted until smultaneoudy they touched ground.

It was not until hefelt thedight jolt of landing that Captain Rdinarecovered sufficiently to look €l sewhere.
He saw the houses, the green-domed building, the thing of beauty poised upon its hill, the many hundreds
of Earth-people streaming out of their town and toward hisvessd.

None of these queer, two-legged life forms, he noted, betrayed dightest sign of revulsion or fear. They
galoped to the tryst with abumptious self-confidence which would gtill be evident any placetitle other
Sde of the cosmos.

It shook him alittle, and he kept saying to himsdf, again and again, "They're not scared—why should you
be? They're not scared—why should you be?’

Hewent out personally to meet the first of them, suppressing his own apprehensions and ignoring the fact
that many of them bore wegpons. The leading Earthmen, a big-built, spade-bearded two-legger, grasped
his tentacle as to the manner born.

There came apicture of swiftly moving limbs. "My nameis Speedy.”

The ship emptied itsdf within ten minutes. No Martian would stay inside who was freeto smell new air.
Their firgt vigt, in adithering bunch, wasto the thing of beauty. Rdina stood quietly looking at it, hiscrew
clustered in a haf-circle around him, the Earth-folk asilent audience behind.

It was agreat rock statue of afemale of Earth. She was broad-shouldered, full-bosomed, wide-hipped,
and wore voluminous skirts that came right down to her heavy-soled shoes. Her back was alittle bent,
her head alittle bowed, and her face was hidden in her hands, deep in her toilworn hands. Rdinatried in
vain to gain some glimpse of the tired features behind those hiding hands. He looked at her along while
before his eyes lowered to read the script beneath, ignoring the Earth-lettering, running easily over the
flowing Martian curlicues

Weep, my country, for your sons asleep,

The ashes of your homes, your tottering towers.
Weep, my country, O, my country, weep!

For birdsthat cannot sing, for vanished flowers,
The end of everything,

The silenced hours.

Weep! my country.

Therewas no sgnature. Rdinamulled it through many minutes while the others remained passive. Then he
turned to Speedy, pointed to the Martian script.

"Who wrote this?"
"One of your people. Heis dead."

"Ah!" said Rdina. "That songbird of Skhivas. | have forgotten hisname. | doubt whether many remember
it. Hewas only avery smal poet. How did he die?!

"He ordered usto enclose him for some long and urgent deep he must have, and—"



"Theamafa,” put in Rdina, comprehendingly. "And then?"

"We did as he asked. He warned usthat he might never come out.” Speedy gazed at the sky,
unconscious that Rdinawas picking up his sorrowful thoughts. *He has been there nearly two years and
has not emerged.” The eyes came down to Rdina "1 don't know whether you can understand me, but he
wasoneof us."

"| think I understand.” Rdinawas thoughtful. He asked, "How long isthis period you cal nearly two
years?'

They managed to work it out between them, trandating it from Terran to Martian time-terms.

"Itislong,” pronounced Rdina. "Much longer than the usua amafa, but not unique. Occasiondly, for no
known reason, someone takes even longer. Besides, Earth is Earth and MarsisMars." He became swift,
energetic as he called to one of his crew. "Physician Traith, we have a prolonged-amafa case. Get your
oils and essences and come with me." When the other had returned, he said to Speedy, "Take usto
where he deegps.”

Reaching the door to the walled-up cave, Rdina paused to look at the names fixed upon it in neat but
incomprehensible |etters. They read: DEAR DEVIL.

"What do those mean?" asked Physician Traith, pointing.

"Do not disturb,” guessed Rdina carelessy. Pushing open the door, he let the other enter first, closed it
behind him to keep dl others outsde.

They regppeared an hour later. Thetotal population of the city had congregated outside the cave to see
the Martians. Rdinawondered why they had not permitted his crew to satisfy their natural curiosity, Snce
it was unlikely that they would be more interested in other things—such asthe fate of one small poet. Ten
thousand eyes were upon them as they came into the sunlight and fastened the cave's door. Rdinamade
contact with Speedy, gave him the news.

Stretching himsdlf in thelight asif reaching toward the sun, Speedy shouted in avoice of tremendous
gladnesswhich al could hear.

"Hewill be out again within twenty days.”

At that, amild form of madness seemed to overcome the two-leggers. They made pleasure-grimaces,
piercing mouth-noises, and some went so far as to beat each other.

Twenty Martiansfdt likejoining Fander that same night. The Martian condtitution is peculiarly susceptible
to emotion.

THE BEST POLICY
By Randd| Garrett

When human beings begin to encounter strangersin the universe, conflict is likely to erupt.
Earthmen, by and large, are an aggressive sort of people, and it would not be surprising to run
into a race of equally aggressive, militaristic creatures Out There. This could produce a nasty
crash as one culture meets the other in a head-on impact.

However, one feature of alien beingsistheir alienness. They are not likely to think the way we do.
This story suggests, in a deliciously deadpan way, how a suitably clever human can befuddie and



bambooze his extraterrestrial captors simply by telling the truth. Randall Garrett, who wroteiit, is
a bearded, booming-voiced man who now makes his home in Texas and who has spent
considerable time studying the art of creating confusion without exactly lying. His high-spirited
stories have been appearing in science fiction's leading magaznes since 1944, with some time out
for service with the United States Marine Corps.

Thagobar Larnimisculus Verf, Borgax of Fenigwisnok, had along name and an important title, and he
was proud of both. Thetitlewasroughly trandatable as"High-Sheriff-Admiral of Fenigwisnok," and
Fenigwisnok was arich and important planet in the Da Empire. Title and name looked very impressive
together on documents, of which there were agrest many to be signed.

Thagobar himsalf was a prime example of hisrace, arace of power and pride. Liketheterrestria turtles,
he had both an exo- and an endoskel eton, dthough that was his closest resemblance to the chelonia. He
was humanoid in genera shape, looking something like a cross between amedievd knight in full armor
and ahusky football player clad for the gridiron. His overall color was smilar to that of awell-boiled
lobster, fading to adarker purple at thejoints of his exoskeleton. His clothing was sparse, consisting only
of an abbreviated kilt embroidered with fanciful designs and emblazoned with aswirl of glittering gems.
The emblem of hisrank was engraved in gold on his plastron and again on his cargpace, so that he would
be recognizable both coming and going.

All indl, he made quite an impressivefigure, in spite of hisfivefeet two in height.

As commander of hisown spaceship, the Verf, it was his duty to search out and explore planets which
could be colonized by hisrace, the Dd. Thishe had done diligently for many years, following exactly his
Generd Orders as agood commander should.

And it had paid off. He had found some nice planetsin histime, and this one wasthe juiciest of thelot.

Gazing at the magniscreen, he rubbed his padmstogether in satisfaction. His ship was swinging smoothly
inan orbit high above a newly-discovered planet, and the magni screen was focused on the landscape
below. No Da ship had ever been in this part of the galaxy before, and it was comforting to have
discovered a colonizable planet so quickly.

"A magnificent planet!" he said. "A wonderful planet! Look &t that green! And the blue of those seas!” He
turned to Lieutenant Pelquesh. "What do you think? Isntt it fine?"

"It certainly is, Y our Splendor,” said Pelquesh. ™Y ou should receive another citation for thisone."

Thagobar started to say something, then suddenly cut it short. His hands flew out to the controls and
dapped at switch plates; the ship's engines squea ed with power asthey brought the ship to adead stop
in relation to the planet below. In the magniscreen, the landscape became stationary.

He twisted the screen's magnification control up, and the scene beneath the ship balooned outward,
spilling off the edges as the surface came closer.

"Therel" he said. "Pelquesh, what isthat?'

It was apurely rhetorica question. The wavering currents of two hundred odd miles of atmosphere
caused the image to shimmer uncertainly, but there was no doubt that it was a city of some kind.
Lieutenant Pelquesh said as much.

"Plaguetakeit!" Thagobar snarled. "An occupied planet! Only inteligent beings build cities.”
"That's s0," agreed Pelquesh.



Neither of them knew what to do. Only afew timesin thelong history of the Da had other races been
found—and under the rule of the Empire, they had dl dowly become extinct. Besides, none of them had

been very intdligent, anyway.

"Well haveto ask General Orders,” Thagobar said at last. He went over to another screen, turned it on,
and began diding code numbersinto it.

Deep in the bowels of the huge ship, the Genera Orders robot came duggishly to Me. Initsvast memory
lay ten thousand years of accumulated and ordered facts, ten thousand years of the experiences of the
Empire, ten thousand years of the final decisions on every subject ever considered by Thagobar's race. It
was more than an encyclopedia—it was away of life.

Inahighly logica way, the robot sorted through its memory until it came to the information requested by
Thagobar; then it relayed the data to the screen.

"Hm-m-m," said Thagobar. "Y es. Genera Order 333,953,-216-A-j, Chapter MMCMXLDC,
Paragraph 402. 'First discovery of an intelligent or semi-intelligent species shall be followed by the taking
of aspecimen selected at random. No contact shal be made until the specimen has been examined
according to Psychology Directive 659-B, Section 888,077-q, at the direction of the Chief Psychologist.
The datawill be correlated by Genera Orders. If contact has already been made inadvertently, refer to
GO 472,678-R-s, Ch. MMMCCX, Par. 553. Specimens shall be taken according to...""

Hefinished reading off the General Order and then turned to the lieutenant. "'Pelquesh, you get a
spaceboat ready to pick up aspecimen. I'll notify psychologist Zandoplith to be ready for it."

Ed Magruder took a deep breath of soring air and closed his eyes. It was beautiful; it wasfilled with
spicy aromas and tangy scents that, though aien, were somehow homelike—more homelike than Earth.

Hewasatdl, lanky man, al elbows and knees, with nondescript brown hair and bright hazel eyesthat
tended to crinkle with suppressed laughter.

He exhded the breath and opened his eyes. The city was still awake, but darkness was coming fast. He
liked hisevening strall, but it wasn't safe to be out after dark on New Hawaii, even yet. There werellittle
night thingsthat fluttered softly inthe air, giving little warning of their poisonous bite, and there were ill
some of thelarger predatorsin the neighborhood. He started walking back toward New Hilo, thelittle
city that marked man'sfirst foothold on the new planet.

Magruder was abiologist. In the past ten years, he had prowled over hdf adozen planets, collecting
gpecimens, dissecting them with precision, and entering the resultsin his notebooks. Slowly, bit by bit, he
was putting together a pattern—a pattern of lifeitsalf. His predecessors siretched in along line, clear
back to Karl von Linne, but none of them had realized what was missing in their work. They had had
only onetypeof lifeto ded with—terrestrid life. And al terredtrid lifeis, after al, homogenous.

But, of al the planets he'd seen, he liked New Hawaii best. It wasthe only planet besides Earth where a
man could walk around without a protective suit of some kind—at least, it was the only one discovered
ofar.

Heheard afaint swishing inthe ar over his head and glanced up quickly. The night things shouldn't be out
thisearly!

And then he saw that it wasn't anight thing; it was ametdlic-looking globe of some kind, and—

Therewas afaint greenish glow that suddenly flashed from a spot on the side of the globe, and al went



blank for Ed Magruder.

Thagobar Verf watched dispassionately as Lieutenant Pelquesh brought the unconscious specimen into
the biologicd testing section. It was a queer-looking specimen; a soft-skinned, duglike parody of abeing,
with apale, pinkish-tan complexion and arepulsive, fungoidal growth on its head and various other arees.

The biologists took the specimen and started to work on it. They took nips of skin and samples of blood
and various dectrica readings from the muscles and nerves.

Zandoplith, the Chief Psychologist, stood by the commander, watching the various operations.

It was Standard Procedure for the biologists; they went about it asif they would with any other specimen
that had been picked up. But Zandoplith was going to have to do ajob he had never done before. He
was going to have to work with the mind of an intelligent being.

He wasn't worried, of course; it was al down in the Handbook, every bit of Proper Procedure. There
was nothing at al to worry about.

Aswith al other specimens, it was Zandoplith'sjob to discover the Basic Reaction Pattern. Any given
organism could react only in acertain very large, but finite number of ways, and these ways could be
reduced to a Basic Pattern. All that was necessary to destroy arace of creatures wasto get their Basic
Pattern and then give them a problem that couldn't be solved by using thet pattern. It was al very smple,
and it was al down in the Handbook.

Thagobar turned his head from the operating table to ook at Zandoplith. "Do you think it reglly will be
possibleto teach it our language?!

"The rudiments, Y our Splendor,” said the psychologist. "Oursis, after al, avery complex language. WEll
givehimadl of it, of course, but it is doubtful whether he can assmilate more than asmdl portion of it.

Our languageisbuilt upon logic, just asthought is built upon logic. Some of the lower animas are cgpable
of the rudiments of logic, but most are unableto grasp it."”

"Very wdl; well do the best we can. |, myself, will questioniit.”
Zandoplith looked alittle startled. "But, Y our Splendor! The questions are dl detailed in the Handbook! "

Thagobar Verf scowled. "1 can read aswell asyou, Zandoplith. Sincethisisthe first semi-intelligent life
discovered in the past thousand years or so, | think the commander should be the one to do the
questioning.”

"Asyou say, Y our Splendor,” the psychologist agreed.

Ed Magruder was placed in the Language Tank when the biologists got through with him. Projectors of
light were fastened over his eyes so that they focused directly on hisretinas; sound units were inserted
into his ears; various el ectrodes were fastened here and there; atiny network of wireswas attached to his
skull. Then aspecid serum which the biologists had produced was injected into his bloodstream. It was
al very efficient and very smoothly done. Then the Tank was closed, and aswitch was thrown.

Magruder felt himself swim dizzily up out of the blackness. He saw odd-looking, lobster-colored things
moving around while noises whispered and gurgled into hisears.

Gradudly, he began to orient himsalf. He was being taught to associate sounds with actions and things.

Ed Magruder sat in alittle four-by-six room, naked as ajaybird, looking through atransparent wall a a



sextette of the aliens he had seen so much of lately.

Of course, it wasn't these particular bogeys he'd been watching, but they looked so familiar that it was
hard to believe they were herein the flesh. He had no idea how long held been learning the language; with
no exterior references, hewas|ost.

Wi, he thought, I've picked up agood many specimens, and here | am, a specimen mysdlf. He thought
of the treetment he'd given his own specimens and shuddered alittle.

Oh, well. Here he was;, might aswell put on agood show—stiff upper lip, chin up, and dl that sort.

One of the creatureswalked up to an array of buttons and pressed one. Immediately, Magruder could
hear sounds from the room on the Other side of the transparent wall.

Thagobar Verf looked at the specimen and then at the question sheet in his hand. " Our psychologists
have taught you our language, have they not?' he asked coldly.

The specimen bobbled hishead up and down. "Y up. And that'swhat | cdl real force-feeding, too."
"Very wdl; | have some questionsto ask; you will answer them truthfully.”
"Why, sure,” Magruder said agreeably. "Fire avay."

"We cantdl if you arelying," Thagobar continued. "It will do you no good to tell us untruths.
Now—what isyour name?"

"Theophilus Q. Hassenpfeffer,” Magruder said blandly.

Zandoplith looked at a quivering needle and then shook his head dowly as helooked up at Thagobar.
"Thatisalie" said Thagobar.

The specimen nodded. "It sureis. That's quite amachine you've got there."

"Itisgood that you appreciate the superiority of our instruments,” Thagobar said grimly. "Now—your
name"

"Edwin Peter &. John Magruder.”

Psychologist Zandoplith watched the needle and nodded.
"Excellent," said Thagobar. "Now, Edwin—"
"Edisgood enough,” said Magruder.

Thagobar blinked. "Good enough for what?"

"For cdling me”

Thagobar turned to the psychol ogist and mumbled something. Zandoplith mumbled back. Thagobar
spoke to the specimen.

"Isyour name Ed?'

"Strictly speaking, no," said Magruder.



"Thenwhy should | cal you that?'
"Why not? Everyone el se does," Magruder informed him.

Thagobar consulted further with Zandoplith and findly said: "We will come back to that point later.
Now... uh... Ed, what do you cal your home planet?"

"Earth.”

"Good. And what doesyour race cdl itsdf?!

"Homo sapiens.”

"And the ggnificance of that, if any?’

Magruder considered. "It'sjust aname," he said, after amoment.

The needle waggled.

"Another lie" said Thagobar.

Magruder grinned. "Just testing. Thet redlly is awhizzer of amachine

Thagobar's throat and face darkened alittle as his copper-bearing blue blood surged to the surfacein
suppressed anger. Y ou said that once,” he reminded blackly.

"I know. Wdll, if you redly want to know, Homo sapiens means ‘wise man.™

Actudly, he hadn't said "wise man"; the language of the Dd didn't quite have that exact concept, so
Magruder had to do the best he could. Trandated back into English, it would have come out something
like"beingswith vast powers of mind."

When Thagobar heard this, his eyes opened alittle wider, and he turned his head to look at Zandoplith.
The psychologist spread his horny hands; the needle hadn't moved.

"Y ou seem to have high opinions of yoursalves," said Thagobar, looking back at Magruder.
"That's possible,” agreed the Earthman.

Thagobar shrugged, looked back at hislist, and the questioning went on. Some of the questions didn't
make too much sense to Magruder; others were obvioudy psychological testing.

But one thing was quite clear, the lie detector wasindeed quite awhizzer. If Magruder told the exact
truth, it didn't indicate. But if helied just theleast tiny bit, the needle on the machine hit the ceiling—and,
eventually, so did Thagobar.

Magruder had gotten away with hisfirst few lies—they were unimportant, anyway—but findly, Thagobar
sad: "You havelied enough, Ed."

He pressed a button, and a nerve-shattering wave of pain swept over the Earthman. When it findly
faded, Magruder found his belly musclestied in knots, hisfists and teeth clenched, and tears running
down his cheeks. Then nausea overtook him, and helost the contents of his stomach.

Thagobar Verf turned distastefully away. "Put him back in his cell and clean up the interrogation chamber.
Ishe badly hurt?'



Zandoplith had aready checked hisinstruments. "I think not, Y our Splendor; it is probably only dight
shock and nothing more. However, we will haveto retest him in the next session anyhow. Well know
then."

Magruder sat on the edge of a shelflike thing that doubled as alow table and a high bed. It wasn't the
most comfortable seat in the world, but it was dl he had in the room; the floor was even harder.

It had been severd hours since he had been brought here, and he till didn't fed good. That stinking
machine had hurt! He clenched hisfigts; he could still feel the knot in his somach and—

And then he redlized that the knot in his ssomach hadn't been caused by the machine; he had thrown that
off along time back.

The knot was caused by atowering, thundering-greet, ice-cold rage.

He thought about it for aminute and then broke out laughing. Here hewas, like astupid fool, so angry
that he was making himsdf sick! And that wasn't going to do him or the colony any good.

It was obvious that the aiens were up to no good, to say the least. The colony at New Hilo numbered six
thousand souls—the only humans on New Hawaii, except for a couple of bush expeditions. If thisship
tried to take over the planet, there wouldn't be adevil of alot the colonists could do about it. And what if
the dliensfound Earth itsef? He had no ideawhat kind of armament this spaceship carried nor how big it
was—but it seemed to have plenty of room insdeit.

He knew it was up to him. He was going to have to do something, somehow. What? Could he get out of
his cell and try to smash the ship?

Nope. A naked man inside abare cell was about as hel pless as a human being can get. What, then?
Magruder lay on hisback and thought about it for along time.

Presently, a panel opened in the door and a red-violet face appeared on the other side of a transparent
sguarein the door.

"Y ou are doubtless hungry,” it said solemnly. "An andysis of your bodily processes has indicated what
you need in the way of sustenance. Here."

The quart-size mug that did out of anicheinthewal had an odd aroma drifting up from it. Magruder
picked it up and looked inside. It was a grayish-tan, semitranducent liquid about the consistency of thin
gravy. He touched the surface with hisfinger and then touched the finger with histongue. Its pdate
apped was definitely on the negative side of zero.

He could guess what it contained: ascore, more or less, of various amino acids, adozen vitamins, a
handful of carbohydrates, and afew percent of other necessities. A sort of pseudo-protoplasmic soup;
an overbaanced medl.

He wondered whether it contained anything that would do him harm, decided it probably didn'. If the
alienswanted to dope him, they didn't need to resort to subterfuge, and besides, this was probably the
gunk they had fed him while he was learning the language.

Pretending to himsdf that it was beef stew, he drank it down. Maybe he could think better on afull
stomach. And, asit turned out, he wasright.

Lessthan an hour later, he was back in the interrogation chamber. Thistune, he was resolved to keep



Thagobar's finger off that little button.

After al, he reasoned to himself, I might want to lie to someone, when and if | get out of this. Therésno
point in getting a conditioned reflex againd it.

And theway the machine had hurt him, there was a strong possibility that he just might get conditioned if
he took very many joltslike that.

He had aplan. It was highly nebulous—little more than aprinciple, redly, and it was highly flexible. He
would smply have to take what came, depend on luck, and hope for the best.

He sat down in the chair and waited for thewall to become trangparent again. He had thought there might
be away to get out as hewasled from his cell to the interrogation chamber, but he didn't fed like
tackling six heavily armored diensdl a once. He wasn't even sure he could do much with just one of
them. Where do you dug a guy whose nervous system you know nothing about, and whose body is
plated like aboiler?

The wall became transparent, and the alien was standing on the other side of it. Magruder wondered
whether it was the same being who had questioned him before, and after looking at the design on the
plastron, decided that it was.

Heleaned back in his chair, folded hisarms, and waited for the first question.

Thagobar Verf wasavery troubled Da. He had very carefully checked the psychological datawith
General Orders after the psychologists had correlated it according to the Handbook. He definitely did
not like the looks of hisresults.

Genera Orders merdly said: "No race of thistype has ever been found in the galaxy before. In this case,
the commander will act according to GO 234,511,006-R-g, Ch. MMCDX, Par. 666."

After looking up the reference, he had consulted with Zandoplith. "What do you think of it?" he asked.
"And why doesn't your science have any answers?’

"Science, Y our Splendor,” said Zandoplith, "isaprocess of obtaining and correlating data. We haven't
enough data yet, true, but well get it. We absolutely must not panic at this point; we must be objective,
purely objective." He handed Thagobar another printed sheet. "These are the next questions to be asked,
according to the Handbook of Psychology."”

Thagobar felt a sense of relief. General Orders had said that in a case like this, the authority of action was
al dependent on his own decision; it was nice to know that the scientist knew what he was doing, and
had authority to back it.

He cut off thewall polarizer and faced the specimen on the other side.

"Y ou will answer the next severa questionsin the negative," Thagobar said. "It doesn't matter what the
real and truthful answer may be, you will say No; isthat perfectly clear?!

"No," sad Magruder.

Thagobar frowned. The instructions seemed perfectly lucid to him; what was the matter with the
specimen? Was he possibly more stupid than they had &t first believed?

"Heslying," said Zandoplith.



It took Thagobar the better part of half aminute to realize what had happened, and when he did, hisface
became unpleasantly dark. But there was nothing €l se he could do; the specimen had obeyed orders.

His Splendor took adeep bregth, held it for amoment, eased it out, and began reading the questionsin a
mild voice.

"Isyour name Edwin?'

"No."

"Do you live on the planet benesth us?
"No."

"Do you have Sx eyes?'

"No."

After five minutes of that sort of thing, Zandoplith said: "That's enough, Y our Splendor; it checksout; his
nervous system wasn't affected by the pain. Y ou may proceed to the next lig.”

"From now on, you will answer truthfully,” Thagobar said. "Otherwise, you will be punished again. Is that
clear?'

"Perfectly clear,” said Magruder.

Although his voice sounded perfectly calm, Magruder, on the other sde of the transparent wall, felt just a
trifle shaky. He would have to think quickly and carefully from now on. He didn't believe hed careto
take too much timein answering, ether.

"How many Homo sapiens are there?"

"Severd hillions.” Therewere actudly about four hillions, but the Da equivadent of "severd” wasvagudy
representative of numberslarger than five, athough not necessarily so.

"Don't you know the actua number?"
"No," said Magruder. Not right down to the man, | don't.
The needle didn't quiver. Naturaly not—he wastdlling the truth, wasn't he?

"All of your people surely aren't on Earth, then?" Thagobar asked, deviating dightly from the script. "In
only onecity?'

With a sudden flash of pure joy, Magruder saw the beautifully monstrous mistake the alien had made. He
had not suspected until now that Earthmen had devel oped space travel. Therefore, when he had asked
the name of Magruder's home planet, the answer held gotten was "Earth.” But the alien had been thinking
of New Hawaii! Wheeee!

"Oh, no," saild Magruder truthfully. "We have, only afew thousand down there." Meaning, of course,
New Hawaii, which was "down there."

"Then most of your people have deserted Earth?”

"Deserted Earth?' Magruder sounded scanddized. "Heavensto Betsy, no! We have merely colonized,;



we'red| under one centra government.”
"How many are therein each colony?' Thagobar had completely abandoned the script now.

"I don't know exactly,” Magruder told him, "but not one of our colonized planets has any more occupants
onit than Earth.”

Thagobar looked flabbergasted and flicked off the sound transmisson to the prisoner with aswift
movement of hisfinger.

Zandoplith looked pained. "Y ou are not reading the questions from the Handbook," he complained.
"I know, | know. But did you hear what he said?"

"I heard it." Zandoplith's voice sounded morose.

"It wasn't true, wasit?'

Zandoplith drew himsdlf up to hisfull fivefeet one. ™Y our Splendor, you have taken it upon yoursdlf to
deviate from the Handbook, but I will not permit you to question the operation of the Redlity Detector.
Redity istruth, and therefore truth isredity; the Detector hasn't erred Shce—since ever !"

"I know," Thagobar said hagtily. "But do you redlize the implications of what he said? There are afew
thousand people on the home planet; al the colonies have less. And yet, there are several billion of his
racel That meansthey have occupied around ten million planetd™

"| redizeit sounds queer," admitted Zandoplith, "but the Detector never lies” Then he redlized whom he
was addressing and added, "Y our Splendor.”

But Thagobar hadn't noticed the breach of etiquette. "That's perfectly true. But, asyou said, there's
something queer here. We must investigate further.”

Magruder had dready redized that his mathematics was off kilter; he was thinking at high speed.

Thagobar's voice said: "According to our estimates, there are not that many habitable planetsin the
gaaxy. How do you account, then, for your statement?*

With aquick shift of viewpoint, Magruder thought of Mars, so many light-years away. There had been a
scientific outpost on Marsfor along time, but it was adevil of along way from being a habitable planet.

"My people,”" he said judicioudy, "are capable of living on planets with surface conditions which vary
widdy from those of Earth.”

Before Thagobar could ask anything else, another thought occurred to the Earthman. The thousand-inch
telescope on Luna had discovered, spectroscopically, the existence of large planetsin the Andromeda
Nebula. "In addition," he continued blandly, "we have found planetsin other galaxies than this"

Therel That ought to confuse them!

Again the sound was cut off, and Magruder could see the two diensin hot discussion. When the sound
came back again, Thagobar had shifted to another tack.

"How many spaceships do you have?'

Magruder thought that one over for along second. There were about adozen interstellar shipsin the



Earth flest—not nearly enough to colonize ten million planets. Hewasin ajam!
No! Wait! A supply ship cameto New Hawaii ever sx months. But there were no ships on New Hawaii.

"Spaceships?' Magruder looked innocent. "Why, we have no spaceships.”

Thagobar Verf shut off the sound again, and thistime, he made the wall opaque, too. "No spaceships?
No spaceships?Helied... | hope?'

Zandoplith shook his head dolefully. " Absolute truth.”
" But—but—but—"
"Remember what he said hisrace called themselves?' the psychologist asked softly.

Thagobar blinked very dowly. When he spoke, his voice was ahoarse whisper. " Beings with minds of
vast power "

"Exactly," said Zandoplith.

Magruder sat in the interrogation chamber for along time without hearing or seeing athing. Had they
made sense out of his statements? Were they beginning to redize what he was doing? He wanted to
chew hisnals, bite hislips, and tear his hah-; instead, he forced himslf to outward calm. Therewasa
long way to go yet.

When thewall suddenly became transparent once more, he managed to keep from jumping.

"Isit true," asked Thagobar, "that your race has the ability to move through space by means of mental
power done?’

For amoment, Magruder was stunned. It was beyond hiswildest expectations. But herallied quickly.
How does a man walk? he thought.

"Itistrue that by usng menta forcesto control physical energy,” he said carefully, "we are able to move
from place to place without the aid of spaceships or other such machines.”

Immediately, the wdl blanked again.

Thagobar turned around dowly and looked at Zandoplith. Zandoplith's face looked a dirty crimson; the
hedthy violet had faded.

"l guessyou'd best call inthe officers,” he said dowly; "weve got amonster on our hands.”

It took three minutes for the twenty officers of the huge Verf to assemble in the Psychology Room. When
they arrived, Thagobar asked them to relax and then outlined the Situation.

"Now," hesaid, "are there any suggestions?'
They were definitdy not relaxed now. They looked as tense as bowstrings.
Lieutenant Pelquesh wasthefirst to speak. "What are the Genera Orders, Y our Splendor?”

"The Genera Orders," Thagobar said, "are that we are to protect our ship and our race, if necessary.
The methods for doing so are left up to the commander's discretion.”



There was arather awkward silence. Then alight seemed to come over Lieutenant Pelquesh'sface,
"Y our Splendor, we could smply drop an annihilation bomb on the planet.”

Thagobar shook his head. "'I've dready thought of that. If they can move themsalves through space by
means of thought aone, they would escape, and their race would surdly take vengeance for the
vaporization of one of their planets.”

Gloom descended.
"Wait aminute," said Pelquesh. "If he can do that, why hasn't he escaped from us?'

Magruder watched the wall become transparent. The room was filled with diens now. The big cheese,
Thagobar, was at the pickup.

"Wearecurious," he said, "to know why, if you can go anywhere a will, you have stayed here. Why
don't you escape?’

Morefast thinking. "It isnot polite,” Magruder said, "for aguest to leave hishost until the business at
hand isfinished."

"Even dfter we... ah... disciplined you?'
"Small discomforts can be overlooked, especialy when the hogst isacting in abysmd ignorance.”

There was awhispered question from one of Thagobar's underlings and a smattering of discussion, and
then:

"Areweto presume, then, that you bear usnoill will?'

"Some," admitted Magruder candidly. "It is only because of your presumptuous behavior toward me,
however, that | personaly am piqued. | can assure you that my race asawhole bearsno ill will whatever
toward your race as awhole or any member of it."

Play it up big, Magruder, hetold himsdlf. You've got 'em rocking—I hope.
More discussion on the other sde of thewall.
"You say," said Thagobar, "that your race holds noiill will toward us; how do you know?"

"| can say this," Magruder told him; "1 know—beyond any shadow of a doubt—exactly what every
person of my race thinks of you at this very moment.

"In addition, let me point out that | have not been harmed as yet; they would have no reason to be angry.
After dl, you haven't been destroyed yet.”

Off went the sound. More heated discussion. On went the sound.

"It has been suggested,” said Thagobar, "that, in pite of appearances, it wasintended that we pick you,
and you aone, asaspecimen. It is suggested that you were sent to meet us.”

Oh, brother! This onewould have to be handled with very plush gloves.

"l am but avery humble member of my race,” Magruder said as a prelude—mostly to gain time. But
wait! Hewas an extraterrestria biologist, wasn't he? "However," he continued with dignity, "my
professon isthat of meeting dlien beings. | was, | must admit, gppointed to the job."



Thagobar seemed to grow tenser. "That, in turn, suggests that you knew we were coming.”

Magruder thought for asecond. It had been predicted for centuries that mankind would eventua ly meet
anintdligent dienrace.

"We have known you were coming for along time," he said quite camly.

Thagobar was visibly agitated now. "In that case, you must know where our raceis located in the galaxy;
you must know where our home baseis."

Another tough one. Magruder looked through thewall a. Thagobar and his men standing nervoudly on
the other sde of it. "I know whereyou are," he said, "and | know exactly where every one of your
fdlowsis"

There was sudden congternation on the other side of the wall, but Thagobar held his ground.
"What is our location then?"

For asecond, Magruder thought they'd pulled the rug out from under him at last. And then he saw that
there was a per feet explanation. He'd been thinking of dodging so long that he almost hadn't seen the
honest answer.

Helooked a Thagobar pityingly. "Communication by voiceis so inadequate. Our coordinate system
would be completely unintelligible to you, and you did not teach me yoursif you will recdl.” Which was
perfectly true; the Da would have been foolish to teach their coordinate system to a specimen—the clues
might have led to their home base. Besides, General Ordersforbadeit.

More conversation on the other side.
Thagobar again: "'If you are in telepathic communication with your fellows, can you read our minds?'

Magruder looked at him supercilioudy. "I have principles, as does my race; we do not enter any mind
uninvited.”

"Do therest of your people know the location of our bases, then?' Thagobar asked plaintively.

Magruder's voice was placid. "l assure you, Thagobar Verf, that every one of my people, on every
planet belonging to our race, knows as much about your home base and itslocation as| do.”

Magruder was beginning to get tired of the on-and-off sound system, but he resigned himsdlf to wait
while the diens argued among themselves.

"It has been pointed out,” Thagobar said, after afew minutes, "that it is very odd that your race has never
contacted us before. Oursisavery old and powerful race, and we have taken planets throughout afull
half of the galaxy, and yet, your race has never been seen nor heard of before."”

"We haveapolicy," said Magruder, "of not disclosing our presence to another race until it isto our
advantage to do so0. Besides, we have no quarrel with your race, and we have never had any desireto
take your homes away from you. Only if arace becomesfoolishly and insanely belligerent do wetrouble
oursalves to show them our power."

It was along speech—maybe too long. Had he stuck dtrictly to the truth? A glance at Zandoplith told
him; the chief psychologist had kept his beady black eyes on the needle dl through the long proceedings,
and kept looking more and more worried as the instrument indicated asteady flow of truth.



Thagobar |ooked positively apprehensive. As Magruder had become accustomed to the diens, it had
become more and more automeatic to read their expressions. After dl, he held one great advantage: they
had made the mistake of teaching him their language. He knew them, and they didn't know him.

Thagobar said: "Other races, then, have been... uh... punished by yours?

"Not inmy lifetime," Magruder told him. He thought of Homo neanderthalensis and said: Therewasa
race, before my time, which defied us. It no longer exigts.”

"Not inyour lifetime? How old are you?"

"L ook into your magniscreen at the planet below,” said the Earthman in asolemn tone. "When | was
born, not asingle one of the plants you see existed on Earth. The continents of Earth were nothing like
that; the seas were entirely different.

"The Earth on which | was born had extensive ice caps; look below you, and you will see none. And yet,
we have done nothing to change the planet you see; any changes that have taken place have come by the
long process of geologic evolution.”

"Gleek!" It was aqueer sound that came from Thagobar's throat just before a switch cut off thewall and
the sound again.

Just like watching a movie on an old film, Magruder thought. No sound half the time, and it breaks
every so often.

Thewadl never became trangparent again. Instead, after about half an hour, it did up silently to disclose
the entire officer's corp of the Verf standing at rigid attention.

Only Thagobar Larnimisculus Verf, Borgax of Fenigwisnok, stood at ease, and even so, his face seemed
less purple than usudl.

"Edwin Peter &. John Magruder,” he intoned, "as commander of this vessal, Noble of the Grand Empire,
and representtive of the Emperor himsalf, we wish to extend to you our most cordial hospitality.

"Laboring under the delusion that you represented alower form of life, we have trested you
ignominioudy, and for that we offer our degpest apologies.”

"Think nothing of it," said Magruder coolly. "The only thing that remainsisfor you to land your ship on
our planet so that your race and mine can arrange things to our mutual happiness.” Helooked at dl of
them. "Y ou may relax,” he added imperioudy. "And bring' me my clothes.

The human race wasn't out of the hole yet; Magruder was perfectly well aware of that. Just what should
be done with the ship and the diens when they landed, he wasn't quite sure; it would have to be left up to
the decision of the President of New Hawaii and the Government of Earth. But he didn't foresee any
great difficulties

Asthe Verf dropped toward the surface of New Hawali, its commander sidied over to Magruder and
sad, inatroubled voice: "Do you think your peoplewill like us?'

Magruder glanced at the lie detector. It was off.
"Like you? Why, they'll love you," he said.

Hewas sick and tired of being honest.



ALAREE
By Robert Silverberg

The German word "gestdt” means "shape” or "pattern,” but it also has the sense of "group” or
"formation." The science-fictional concept of the gestalt mind has frequently been examined—the
intelligence that includes more than one individual. On Earth, the rule of
one-body-one-intelligence seems to hold true, but who knows what we may find on other worlds?
We already know of some simple creatures, like the corals and sponges, that exist in colonies
numbering many individuals. Such Unkings are purely physical; the possibility exists, though, that
on another planet some higher form of life may have devel oped a colony of linked minds. What it
would be like to encounter such a formof lifeis considered in this story.

When our ship left its carefully planned trgectory and started to wobble through spacein dizzy circles, |
knew we shouldn't have passed up that opportunity for an overhauling on SpicalV. My menand | were
anxiousto get back to Earth, and a hasty check had assured usthat the Aaron Burr wasin tip-top
shape, so we had turned down the offer of an overhaul, which would have meant amonth's delay, and
St out Sraight for home.

As 0 often happens, what seemed like the most direct route home turned out to be the longest. We had
spent far too much time on this survey trip aready, and we were rgoicing in the prospect of an
immediate return to Earth when the ship started turning cartwheds.

Willendorf, computerman first class, came to me looking sheepish, afew minutes after 1'd noticed we
were off course.

"What isit, Gus?' | asked.

"The feed network's oscillating, Sir," he said, tugging at his unruly reddish-brown beard. "1t won't stop,

gr.
"IsKetteridge working on it?"

"I'vejust called him," Willendorf said. His stolid face reflected acute embarrassment. Willendorf always
took it personaly whenever one of the cybers went haywire, asif it were hisown fault. "Y ou know what
thismeans, don't you, Sir?"

| grinned. "Take alook at this, Willendorf," | said, shoving the trgjectory graphs toward him. | sketched
out with my stylus the confused circles we had been traveling in dl morning. "That'swhat your feed
network'sdoingto us,” | said. "And well keep on doing it until we get it fixed."

"What areyou going to do, Sr?'

| sensed hisimpatience with me. Willendorf was agood man, but his psych chartsindicated alatent
desirefor officer-hood. Deep down inside, he was sure he was at least as competent as | wasto run this
ship and probably a good deal more so.

"Send me Upper Navigating Technician Haey," | snapped. "We're going to haveto find aplanet in the
neighborhood and put down for repairs.”

It turned out there was an inggnificant solar system in the vicinity, conssting of asmall but hot white star
and asingle unexplored planet, Terra-sze, afew hundred million miles out. After Haey and | had
decided that that was the nearest port of refuge, | called ageneral mesting.



Quickly and positively | outlined our situation and explained what would have to be done. | sensed the
immediate disappointment, but, gratifyingly, the reaction wasfollowed by agenerd feding of resigned
pitching in. If we all worked, we'd get back to Earth, sooner or later. If we didn't, we'd spend the next
century flip-flopping amlesdy through space.

After the meeting, we set about the business of recovering control of the ship and putting it down for
repairs. The feed network, luckily, gave up the ghost about ninety minutes later; it meant we had to stoke
thefud by hand, but at least it stopped that accursed oscillating.

We got the ship going, and Haey, navigating by fed in away | never would have dreamed possible,
brought usinto the nearby solar system in hardly any time at dl. Findly we swung into our landing orbit
and made our looping way down to the surface of thelittle planet.

| studied my crew'sfaces carefully. We had spent agreat dedl of time together in space—much too
much, redlly, for comfort—and an incident like thismight very well sngp them dl if wedidn't get going
again soon enough. | could foresee disagreements, bickering, declaration of opinion where no opinion
was called for.

| was relieved to discover that the planet's air was breathable. A rather high nitrogen concentration, to be
sure—82 percent—but that left 17 percent for oxygen, plus some miscellaneousinerts, and it wouldn't be
too rough on the lungs. | decreed aone-hour free break before beginning repairs.

Remaining aboard ship, | gloomily surveyed the scrambled feed network and tried to formulate a
preliminary plan of action for getting the complex cybernetic insrument to function again, while my crew
went outside to relax.

Ten minutes after | had opened thelock and let them out, | heard someone clanking around in the aft
supplies cabin. "Who'sthere?' | yelled.

"Me" grunted aheavy voicethat could only be Willendorf’s. "'I'm looking for the thought-converter, ar.”

| ran hastily through the corridor, flipped up the latch on the supplies cabin, and confronted him. "What
do you want the converter for?' | snapped.

"Found an dien, Sr," he said laconicaly. My eyeswidened. The survey chart had said nothing about
inteligent extraterrestridsin thislimb of the gdaxy, but then again this planet hadn't been explored yet.

| gestured toward the rear cabinet. "The converter helmetsareinthere” | said. "I'll be out in alittle while.
Make sure you follow technique in making contact.”

"Of course, sir." Willendorf took the converter helmet and went out, leaving me standing there. | waited a
few minutes, then climbed the catwalk to the air lock and peered out.

They weredl clustered around asmdl dien being, who looked wesk and inconsequentia in the midst of
thecircle. | smiled a the Sght. The dien was roughly humanoid in shape, with the usua complement of
arms and legs, and a pae green complexion that blended well with the muted violet coloring of hisworld.
He was wearing the thought-converter somewhat lopsidedly, and | saw asmall, green, furry ear
protruding from theleft Sde. Willendorf wastaking to him.

Then someone saw me standing at the open air lock, and | heard Haley yell to me, "Come on down,
Chief!"

They wereringed around the dlien in atight circle. | shouldered my way into their midst. Willendorf
turned to me. "Medt Alareg, Sr," hesad. "Alareg, thisis our commander.”



"We are pleased to meet you," the alien said gravely. The converter automaticaly turned histhoughtsinto
English, but maintained the trace of his oddly inflected accent. ™Y ou have been saying that you are from
the skies."

"Hisgrammar's pretty shaky," Willendorf interposed. "He keeps referring to any of us as* you'—even
you, who just got here."

"Odd," | said. "The converter's supposed to conform to the rules of grammar.” | turned to the dien, who
seemed perfectly at ease among us. "My nameis Bryson,” | said. "Thisis Willendorf, over here.”

Thedien wrinkled his soft-skinned forehead in momentary confusion. "We are Alaree" he said again.
"We?Y ou and who el se?'

"Weandweese" Alaree said blandly. | stared at him for amoment, then gave up. The complexities of
an dien mind are often too much for amere Terran to fathom.

"You arewelcometo our world," Alaree said after afew moments of silence.
"Thanks," | said. "Thanks."

| turned away, leaving the alien with my men. They had twenty-sx minutes|eft of the bresk 1'd given
them, after which we would have to get back to the serious business of repairing the ship. Making friends
with floppy-eared diens was one thing; getting back to Earth was another.

The planet wasawarm, friendly sort of place, with rolling fields and acres of pleasant-looking purple
vegetation. We had landed in aclearing at the edge of afair-sized copse. Great broad-beamed trees shot
up al around us.

Alareereturned to visit us every day, until he became dmost amascot of the crew. | liked thelittledien
mysdlf and spent sometimewith him, although | found his conversation generaly incomprehensible. No
doubt he had the same trouble with us. The converter had only limited efficiency, after all.

Hewasthe only representative of his species who came. For dl we knew, he was the only one of his
kind on the whole planet. Therewas no sign of life esewhere, and, athough Willendorf led an
unauthorized scouting party during some free time on the third day, he failed to find avillage of any sort.
Where Alaree went every night, and how he had found usin thefirst place, remained mysteries.

Asfor thefeed network, progress was dow. Ketteridge, the technician in charge, had tracked down the
foul-up and was trying to repair it without building a completely new network.

Shortcuts again. Hetinkered away for four days, setting up atentative circuit, trying it out, watching it
Sputter and blow out, building another.

Therewas nothing | could do. But | sensed tension heightening among the crewmen. They were annoyed
at themsdlves, a each other, at me, at everything.

On thefifth day, Ketteridge and Willendorf finaly let their accumulated tenseness explode. They had
been working together on the network, but they quarreled, and K etteridge came storming into my cabin
immediately afterward.

"Sir, | demand to be dlowed to work on the network by myself. It's my specidty, and Willendorf's only
salingthingsup.”



"Get meWillendorf," | sad.

When Willendorf showed up | heard the whole story, decided quickly to let Ketteridge have hisway—it
was, after dl, his specidty—and calmed Willendorf down. Then, reaching casudly for some paperson
my desk, | dismissed both of them. | knew they'd cometo their sensesin aday or so.

| spent most of the next day sitting placidly in the sun, while K etteridge tinkered with the feed network
some more. | watched the faces of the men. They were starting to smolder. They wanted to get home,
and they weren't getting there. Besides, thiswas afairly dull planet, and even the novelty of Alaree wore
off after awhile. Thelittle dien had away of hanging around men who were busy scraping fuel deposits
out of the jet tubes, or something equaly unpleasant, and bothering them with al sorts of questions.

Thefollowing morning | waslying blissfully on the grass near the ship, talking to Alaree. Ketteridge came
to me, and by thetightness of hislips| knew hewasin trouble.

| brushed some antlike blue insects off my trousers and rose to a Sitting position, leaning againg the tall,
tough-barked tree behind me. "What's the matter, K etteridge? How's the feed network?'

He glanced uneasily at Alaree for amoment before speaking. "'I'm stuck, sir. I'll have to admit | was
wrong. | can't fix it by mysdf.”

| stood up and put my hand on his shoulder. "That's anoble thing to say, Ketteridge. It takesabig man
to admit he'sbeen afool. Will you work with Willendorf now?!

"If helll work with me, gr," Ketteridge said miserably.

"l think hewill," | said. Ketteridge saluted and turned away, and | felt a'burst of satisfaction. I'd met the
crigsintheonly way possible; if | had ordered them to cooperate, | would have gotten no place. The
psychologica dtuation no longer dlowed for unbending military discipline.

After Ketteridge had gone, Alaree, who had been slent all thistime, looked up a mein puzzlement. "We
do not understand,” he said.

"Not we," | corrected. "I. Y ou're only one person. \We means many people.”
"Weareonly one person?’ Alaree said tentatively.
"No. | am only one person. Get it?"

Heworried the thought around for afew moments; | could see his browless forehead contract in deep
concentration.

"Look," | said. "I'm one person. Ketteridge is another person. Willendorf is another. Each one of themiis
an independent individua—an .

"And together you make We?' Alaree asked brightly.
"Yesand no," | sad. "We is composed of many I's—but we till remain|."

Again he sank deep in concentration, and then he smiled, scratched the ear that protruded from one side
of the thought-helmet, and said, " We do not understand. But | do. Each of youis—isan |."

"Anindividud," | said.
"Anindividud," herepeated. "A complete person. And together, to fly your ship, you must become a We



"But only temporarily,” | said. "There till can be conflict between the parts. That's necessary, for
progress. | can dwaysthink of the rest of them as They "

"l... They," Alareerepeated dowly. "They." He nodded. "It isdifficult for meto gragp dl this. I... think
differently. But | am coming to understand, and | am worried.”

That was anew idea. Alaree worried? Could be, | reflected. | had no way of knowing. | knew so little
about Alaree—where on the planet he came from, what histriba life waslike, what sort of civilization he
hed, were all blanks.

"What kind of worries, Alaree?’
"Y ou would not understand,” he said solemnly and would say no more.

Toward afternoon, as golden shadows started to dant through the closely packed trees, | returned to the
ship. Willendorf and Ketteridge were aft, working over the feed network, and the whole crew had
gathered around to watch and offer suggestions. Even Alaree was there, looking absurdly comica in his
copper-dloy thought-converter helmet, stlanding on tiptoe and trying to see what was happening.

About an hour later, | spotted the dien Sitting by himsalf beneath the long-limbed tree that towered over
the ship. Hewas lost in thought. Evidently whatever his problem was, it wasredly eating him.

Toward evening, he made adecision. | had been watching him with agrest deal of concern, wondering
what was going on in that small but unfathomable mind. | saw him brighten, legp up suddenly, and cross
thefied, heading in my direction.

"Captan!”
"What isit, Alaree!

He waddled up and stared gravely a me. ™Y our ship will be ready to leave soon. What waswrong is
nearly right again.”

He paused, obvioudy uncertain of how to phrase his next statement, and | waited patiently. Finaly he
blurted out; "May | come back to your world with you?'

Automaticaly, the regulations flashed through my mind. | pride mysdlf on my knowledge of therules. And
| knew thisone.

ARTICLE 101A

No intelligent extraterrestrial lifeisto be transported fromits own world to any civilized world
under any reason whatsoever, without explicit beforehand clearance. The penalty for doing so is

Andit listed afine of more money than was ever dreamt of in my philosophy.
| shook my head. "Can't take you, Alaree. Thisisyour world, and you belong here."

A ripple of agony ran over hisface. Suddenly he ceased to be the cheerful, roly-poly cresture it was so
impossible to take serioudy, and became avery worried entity indeed. Y ou cannot understand,” he said.
"l no longer belong here."



No matter how hard he pleaded, | remained adamant. And when to no one's surprise Ketteridge and
Willendorf announced, aday later, that their pooled labors had succeeded in repairing the feed network,
| had to tell Alareethat we were going to leave—without him.

He nodded Htiffly, accepting the fact, and without aword stalked tragicaly away, into the purple tangle of
foliage that surrounded our clearing.

He returned awhile later, or so | thought. He was not wearing the thought-converter. That surprised me.
Alaree knew the helmet was a valuable item, and he had been cautioned to take good care of it.

| sent aman insdeto get another helmet for him. | put it on him—thistime tucking that wayward ear
underneath properly—and looked a him sternly. "Wherésthe other helmet, Alaree?’

"Wedo not haveit," he said.
"We? No more |7

"We" Alaree said. And as he spoke, the leaves parted and another dien—Alaregsvery
double—stepped out into the clearing.

Then | saw the hemet on the newcomer's head, and redlized that he was no double. He was Alaree, and
the other dien wasthe stranger!

"l seeyou're heredready," thedien | knew as Alaree said to the other. They were standing about ten
feet gpart, garing coldly at each other. | glanced at both of them quickly. They might have been identical
twins,

"Weare here" the sranger said. "We have cometo get you."

| took astep backward, sensing that some incomprehensible dramawas being played out here among
thesediens”

"What's going on, Alaree?" | asked.

"Weare having difficulties" both of them said, asone.
Both of them.

| turned to the second dien. "What's your name?"
"Alareg" hesad.

"Areyou al named that?' | demanded.

"WeareAlareg" Alaree Two said.

"They are Alaree,” Alaree Onesaid. "And | am Alaree. |."

At that moment there was a disturbance in the shrubbery, and haf a dozen more aiens stepped through
and confronted Alarees One and Two.

"Weare Alareg," Alaree Two repeated exasperatingly. He made a sweeping gesture that embraced dll
seven of the aiensto my left, but pointedly excluded Alaree One at my right.

"Are we—you coming with we—us?" Alaree Two demanded. | heard the Six others say something in



approximately the same tone of voice, but since they weren't wearing converters, their words were only
scrambled nonsense to me.

Alaree Onelooked a mein pain, then back at his seven fellows. | saw an expression of sheer terror in
the small creature's eyes. He turned to me.

"I must go with them," he said softly. He was quivering with fear.
Without afurther word, the eight marched silently away. | stood there, shaking my head in bewilderment.

We were scheduled to leave the next day. | said nothing to my crew about the bizarre incident of the
evening before, but noted "in my log that the native life of the planet would require careful sudy at some
futuretime.

Blast-off was dated for 1100. Asthe crew moved efficiently through the ship, securing things, packing,
preparing for departure, | sensed agenerd feding of jubilation. They were happy to be on their way
again, and | didn't blame them.

About half an hour before blast-off, Willendorf cameto me. "Sir, Alareg'sdown below," hesad. "He
wants to come up and see you. He looks very troubled, sir.”

| frowned. Probably the alien still wanted to go back with us. Well, it was crue to deny the request, but |
wasn't going to risk that fine. | intended to make that clear to him.

"Send himup,” | said.

A moment later Alaree came stumbling into my cabin. Before he could spesk | said, "l told you
before—I can't take you off this planet, Alaree. I'm sorry about it."

Helooked up pitiably and said, "Y ou mustn't leave me!" He was trembling uncontrollably.
"What'swrong, Alaree?" | asked.

He stared intensdly at me for along moment, mastering himsdlf, trying to arrange what he wanted to tell
me into acoherent argument. Findly he said, "They would not take me back. | am adone."

"Who wouldn't take you back, Alaree?'

"They. Last night, Alaree came for me, to take me back. They are a We—an entity, aoneness. You
cannot understand. When they saw what | had become, they cast me out.”

| shook my head dizzily. "What do you mean?'

"Y ou taught me... to becomean |," he said, moistening hislips. "Before, | was part of We—They. |
learned your ways from you, and now there is no room for me here. They have cut me off. When thefinal
break comes, | will not be able to stay on thisworld.”

Swest was pouring down his pae face, and he was breathing harder. "It will come any minute. They are
gathering strength for it. But | am |," he said triumphantly. He shook violently and gasped for breeth.

| understood now. They were all Alaree. It was one planet-wide, self-aware corporate entity, composed
of any number of individua cells. He had been one of them—but he had |earned independence.

Then he had returned to the group—but he carried with him the seeds of individuaism, the deadly,
contagious germ we Terrans spread everywhere. Individuaism would befata to such agroup mind; it



was cutting him loose to save itself. Just as diseased cells must be excised for the good of the entire
body. Alaree wasinexorably being cut off from hisfellowslest he destroy the bond that made them one.

| watched Him as he sobbed weakly on my acceleration cradle. "They... are... cutting... me... loose...
now!"

Hewrithed horribly for abrief moment, and then relaxed and sat up on the edge of the cradle. "It is
over," hesaid camly. "l am fully independent.”

| saw a stark aloneness reflected in hiseyes, and behind that agentle indictment of me for having done
thisto him. Thisworld, | redized, was no place for Earthmen. What had happened was our fault—mine
more than anyone e se's.

"Will you take mewith you?' he asked again. "If | stay here, Alaree will kill me."

| scowled wretchedly for amoment, fighting a brief battle within myself, and then | looked up. There was
only onething to do—and | was sure, once | explained on Earth, that | would not suffer for it.

| took hishand. It was cold and limp; whatever he had just been through, it must have been hell. "Yes" |
said softly. ™Y ou can come with us.”

And s0 Alaree joined the crew of the Aaron Burr . | told them about it just before blagt-off, and they
welcomed him aboard in traditiona manner.

We gave the sad-eyed little dien a cabin near the cargo hold, and he established himsdlf quite
comfortably. He had no persona possessions—"Itisnot Their custom,” he said—and promised that
he'd keep the cabin clean.

He had brought with him arough-edged, violet fruit that he said was his staple food. | turned it over to
Kechniefor synthesizing, and we blasted off.

Alaree wasright at home aboard the Burr. He spent much time with me—asking questions.

"Tell me about Earth," Alaree would ask. The dien wanted desperately to know what sort of aworld he
was going to.

Hewould listen gravely while | explained. | told him of cities and wars and spaceships, and he nodded
sagdly, trying to fit the conceptsinto amind only newly liberated from the gestalt. | knew he could
comprehend only afraction of what | was saying, but | enjoyed telling him. It made mefed asif Earth
were coming closer that much faster, smply to talk about it.

And he went around begging everyone, "Tell me about Earth.” They enjoyed telling him, too—for a
while

Then it began to get alittle tiresome. We had grown accustomed to Alareg's presence on the ship,
flopping around the corridors doing whatever menia job he had been assigned to. But—although | had
told the men why | had brought him with us, and though we al pitied the poor lonely creature and
admired hisstruggleto survive as an individua entity—we were dowly coming to the redization that
Alaree was something of anuisance aboard ship.

Especidly later, when he began to change.

Willendorf noticed it first, twelve days out from Alaregs planet. " Alareg's been acting pretty strange these
days, sr," hetold me.



"What'swrong?' | asked.
"Haven't you spotted it, Sir? He's been moping around like alost soul—very quiet and withdrawn, like."
"Isheesting wdl?'

Willendorf chuckled loudly. "I'll say heisl Kechnie made up some synthetics based on that piece of fruit
he brought with him, and he's been stuffing himsalf wildly. HeE's gained ten pounds since he came on ship.
No, it'snot lack of food!"

"l guessnot,” | said. "Keep an eye on him, will you? | fed responsiblefor hisbeing here, and | want him
to come through the voyage in good hedlth.”

After that, | began to observe Alaree more closaly mysdalf, and | detected the changein his persondity
too. Hewas no longer the cheerful, childlike being who ddighted in pouring out questionsin endless
profusion. Now he was moody, silent, dways brooding, and hard to approach.

On the sixteenth day out—and by now | was worried serioudy about him—anew manifestation
appeared. | wasin the hallway, heading from my cabin to the chartroom, when Alaree stepped out of an
acove. He reached up, grasped my uniform lapel, and, maintaining his sillence, drew my head down and
dared pleadingly into my eyes.

Too astonished to say anything, | returned his gaze for nearly thirty seconds. | peered into his transparent
pupils, wondering what he was up to. After agood while had passed, he released me, and | saw
something like atear trickle down his cheek.

"What'sthetrouble, Alareg?
He shook his head mournfully and shuffled away.

| got reports from the crewmen that day and next that he had been doing this regularly for the past
elghteen hours—waylaying crewman, staring long and deep at them asif trying to express some
unspeakable sadness, and walking away. He had approached amost everyone on the ship.

| wondered now how wiseit had been to dlow an extraterrestria, no matter how friendly, to enter the
ship. There was no tdlling what thislatest action meant.

| started to form atheory. | suspected what he was aiming at, and the redlization chilled me. But once |
reached my conclusion, there was nothing | could do but wait for confirmation.

On the nineteenth day, Alaree again met mein the corridor. Thistime our encounter was more brief. He
plucked me by the deeve, shook his head sadly and shrugged his shoulders, and walked away.

That night, he took to his cabin, and by morning he was dead. He had apparently died peacefully, in his
deep.

"l guesswell never understand him, poor fellow,” Willendorf said, after we had committed the body to
gpace. "Y ou think he had too much to eat, Sr?"

"No," | said. "It wasn't that. Hewaslondly, that'sal. He didn't belong here, among us.”
"But you said he had broken away from that group-mind,” Willendorf objected.

| shook my head. "Not redly. That group-mind arose out of some deep psychologica and physiologica
needs of those people. Y ou can't just declare your independence and be able to exist asan individua



from then on if you're part of that group-entity. Alaree had grasped the concept intellectudly, to some
extent, but he wasn't suited for life away from the corporate mind, no matter how much he wanted to be."

"He couldn't stand aone?"

"Not after his people had evolved that gestalt-setup. He learned independence from us" | said. "But he
couldn't livewith us, redlly. He needed to be part of awhole. He found out his mistake after he came
aboard and tried to remedy things."

| saw Willendorf pale. "What do you mean, Sir?"

"Y ou know what | mean. When he came up to us and stared soulfully into our eyes. He was trying to
form a new gestalt—out of us! Somehow he wastrying to link ustogether, the way his people had
been linked."

"He couldn't do it, though," Willendorf sad fervently.

"Of course not. Human beings don't have whatever need it is that forced those people to merge. He
found that out, after awhile, when hefailed to get anywhere with us."

"Hejust couldn't doit,” Willendorf repeated.

"No. And then heran out of strength,” | said somberly, fedling the heavy weight of my guilt. "Hewaslike
an organ removed from aliving body. It can exis for alittle while by itsdlf, but not indefinitely. Hefalled
to find anew source of life—and hedied.” | stared bitterly a my fingertips.

"What dowecal it in my medica report?’ asked Ship Surgeon Thomas, who had been silent up till then.
"How can we explain what he died from?"

"Cdl it—malnutrition,” | said.
LIFECYCLE
By Poul Anderson

Earthly life has devel oped many methods of reproducing itself. The amoeba is content to splitin
half; the hydra produces a bud that developsinto a new hydra; the small crustacean known as
daphnia lays eggs that do not need to be fertilized in order to bring forth young daphnias. Most
animals, though, rely on two sexes, female and male, one to produce eggs and the other to fertilize
them.

The variations within this scheme are great—take, for example, the case of the oyster, which is
male at one time of the year and female at another. Given such biological variations, it was
inevitable that science-fiction writers would begin to speculate about the unearthly aspects
reproduction might take among alien beings. Poul Anderson, a lanky chap of Viking descent who
livesin California, is better qualified to make scientific speculations than most of his colleagues.
He took a degree in physics at the University of Minnesota before turning to science fiction, and
keeps abreast of the latest technical developmentsin a way that gives his stories the solid ring of
authenticity.

In this example, he provides a convincing blend of science and imagination that yields insight into
awholly alien race. But because recent scientific research has given us a view of conditions on
Mercury different from the one that was accepted in 1957, when this story was written, Anderson
has added his own introduction to the story in the interest of maintaining accuracy.



AUTHOR'SNOTE

A science-fiction writer may, of course, speculate about things that science has not yet discovered. But
whenever he dedswith what is dready known, he should get hisfacts straight

That'swhat | tried to do in thisstory. The planet Mercury was depicted as accurately as possible by me,
according to the best available data and theories, as of 1957.

Thetroubleis, scientific "facts’ won't stay put. In the spring of 1965, radar and radio observations
indicated that Mercury does not eternally turn the same face toward the sun and that the dark
sde—evenin the course of avery long night—does not get especially cold.

So perhaps this story should not now be reprinted, or perhapsit should at least have been rewritten. But
information is<till coming in; we are not quite sure that the new data mean what we think they mean;
surely al our ideas are due for another upset or two before we get to Mercury and seefor ourselves. It is
not yet impossible that the older picture may turn out to have been right after dl. Be that asit may, theory
a the moment isin such agate of flux that one can't say with any confidence what Mercury, or any other
part of the universe, redlly islike.

Let thisolder story remain unchanged, then, asan intellectua exerciseif nothing else.
—Poul Anderson
"Well, dl right! I'll go to their temple mysdf!"

"Y ou must be crazy evento think of such atonteria,” said Juan Navarro. He sucked hard on his pipe,
decided it was finished, and knocked out the dottle. "They would tear you in pieces.”

"Quicker than starving to desth on this hellhound lump of rock."

"Very smal pieces.” Navarro sat down on aworkbench and swung hislegs. He was a Basque,
medium-sized, longheaded, dark-haired, with the mountaineer's bony independencein hisface. Hewas
aso abiologist of distinction, an amateur violinist, and ahungry man waiting to die. ™Y ou don't
understand, Joe. Those Dayside beings are not just another race. They are gods.”

Joe Kingsbury Thayendanegea, who was a stocky Mohawk from upper New Y ork State, paced the
caging space of the room, hands behind his back, and swore. If he had had atail, he would have lashed
it. He was the pilot and engineer, the only other Terrestrid on Mercury. When you dived thisfar down
into the sun's monstrous gravitationa well, you couldn't take abig crew aong.

"So what else can you think of 7' he chalenged. " Shall we draw straws and barbecue the loser?!

Antdla, the owl-faced Martian minerdogist, made a harsh cawing in his gray-feathered throat. "Best it be
me," he advised. 'Then no oneistechnicdly guilty of cannibaism.”

"Not much meet on that skinny little frame of yours, amigo,” said Navarro. "And a human body would
have so many other uses after one was finished with the organic parts. Make the vertebrae into
chessmen—theribsinto Venetian blinds for bay windows—yes, and the skullswould make digtinctive
mousetraps.”

Kingsbury shook heavy shoulders and thrust his beaky face forward. "What are we yattering about?' he
demanded. "Weve got aweek's dim rations |eft aboard this clunk. After that we start starving.”

"S0 you are going to the temple and confront the gods and convince them of the error of their ways. Kal™



Antdlaclicked hisshort, curved hill. "Or did you think to threasten them with our one solitary pistol?"

"I'm going to try and find out what the Twonks—or their gods, if you inss—have againg us," said
Kingsbury. "Heréstheidea: It's getting close to sunrise time, and ther€lll be a crowd of 'em at the temple.
I'll go out on Dayside and find me an empty Twonk shell and get into it. With luck, I'll pass unnoticed

long enough to—"

Antella's brass-colored eyeswidened. "The schemeisabold one," he admitted. "Asfar as| know, there
isgirict silence during the ceremonies, whatever they are. Y ou just might accomplishit.”

Navarro leered. "1 know exactly what you would accomplish, Joe. Do you remember that story you tell
me, oh, last year | think it was? About the tourist in the North forest, and the Canuck guide, and the
moosecall?'

"Y eah. 'Ze moose, she—' Hey! What do you mean?’
"Precisaly. That templeisabreeding place. They go there to breed.”

"How do you know? I've been tramping around arguing with the Twonks, and you've just sat here in the
lab."

Navarro shrugged. "What ese could | do but my research? | studied the biochemistry of Mercurian life. |
worked out the life cycle of afew plants and one insectoidd form.”

"They dl look likeinsects. But go on.”

"Thefirst expedition established no more than that Mercurian life has asilicate base," recapitul ated
Navarro. "Otherwise they were too busy staying dive and teaching English to the natives and making
maps. But they brought home specimens, which were analyzed. And one strange fact became evident:
Thaose specimens could not reproduce under Twilight Zone conditions. Y et they live here! And we see
the natives lay eggs, which hatch; and lower forms bring forth their own kind in various ways—"

"I know," grunted Kingsbury. "But why? | mean, what's so puzzling about their reproduction?’

"The cdlsaretotdly different, both physicaly and chemicaly, from protoplasmic life,” said Navarro. "But
there are anal ogues, there have to be. The basic processisthe same, meiosis and mitosis, governed by a
molecular 'blue-print' not unlike our chromosomes. However, though we know that such processes must
take place, the sllicate materiasinvolved are too stable to undergo them. The ordinary exothermic
reactionswhich fuel Mercurian life do not produce enough energy for the cell-duplication whichis
growth. Infact, adult Mercurians are even incapable of saf-repair; wounds do not hed, they must
depend on being so tough thet in thislow gravity they suffer few injuries.”

"So what happens?’

Navarro shrugged. "I do not know, except this much: that somehow, at breeding time, they must pick up
an extracharge of energy. Anadyzing smal animals, | have identified the compound which isformed to
store this energy and releaseit, by gradually breaking down, asthe organism grows. It isall used up at
maturity. But where isthe temperature necessary to build up this molecule? Only on Dayside.

"Now these gods are said to live, on Dayside and meet the Twonks of Twilight at the temple. Y ou know
the breeding ceremonies take place when libration has brought the temple into the sunlight.”

"Goon," sad Antdlathoughtfully.



"Pues, one of the plants, hasthislife cycle; it growsin the Twilight Zone, on the sunward side, and its
vines are phototropic. Eventually their growth and the libration bring them into the light. The spore-pods
burst and the spores are scattered into the air. A few are blown back into Twilight, and they are now
fertile; radiation hasformed the necessary compound. Or consider one of the small insectoids | studied. It
breeds herein the. usuad manner, then the femae crawls out into the light to lay her eggs. When they
hatch, the little ones scurry back to the shade, and some of them reach shelter before they fry. Wasteful,
of course, but even on this barren planet nature is a notorious spendthrift.”

"Wait aminute!" interrupted Kingsbury. Navarre liked to hear himsdlf talk, but there arelimits. "Areyou
implying that the Days de gods are merdly the sun? That because the Twonks have to have light when
they breed, they've built up asort of Apollo-cum-fertility cult?"

"Why not? There are races on Earth and Marswith smilar beliefs. To thisday, here and therein my own
Pyrenees, many women believe the wind can make them pregnant.” Navarro laughed. "It isagood
excuse anyhow, no?'

"But thereés Dayside lifetoo. Life that never comesinto Twilight.”

"Yes, yes, of course. Quite different from Twilight biology—after dl, it hasto live a atemperature of four
hundred degrees Centigrade. Possibly the Twonks regard some Dayside animd as a sort of fertility
totem. | am only saying this—that if the gods are actually the sun, you will have Satan's own time
persuading the sun to take back its edict that we must die.”

In the end, there was a decision. Navarro thought Kings-bury asuicidd idiot... but what choice was
there? They would go to the temple together, disguised, and find out what they could; if there were no
gods, but only some fanaticaly conservative priestess behind the desth sentence, a.20-caliber Magnum
automatic might make her see reason. Antdlawould stay behind to guard the ship; he couldn't take heat
aswedl asan Earthling.

The humans donned their spacesuits and went through the air lock. Navarro had the gun, Kingsbury
armed himsdlf with acrowbar; at last and worst, he thought savagely, held crack afew Mercurian
carapaces.

They stepped out into desolation. Behind them lay the Explorer, acrippled meta giant, no more to them
than ashdlter. In the end, perhaps, a coffin. There was no possibility of rescue from Earth—radio
communi cation was out, with the sun so close, and Mercury Expedition Two wasn't due back for six
months. Earth wouldn't even redize they werein troubletill they had dready died.

Toright and |€eft, the dry valley lifted into gaunt ocherous peaks againgt a dusky sky where afew hard
gars glittered. There were bushes scattered about, low things with blue metallic-looking leaves. A smal
animal bounded from them, its shell agleam in the wan light. The ground was daty rubble, flaked off in
departed ages when Mercury till had weather. Above the peaks to the left hung awhite glare, the
invisble sun. It would never be seen from here, but afew milesfurther west the planet'slibration would
lift it briefly and unendurably over the near horizon.

Therewas awind blowing; thewind is never quiet on Mercury, where one side is hot enough to melt lead
and the other closeto absolute zero. It sent aghostly whirl of dust devils acrossthe valey. There wasn't
much air—aman would have called it a soft vacuum and not fit to breathe at any density. Most of it had
long ago escaped into space or frozen on Darkside, but now vapor pressure had struck abalance, and
there was some carbon dioxide, nitrogen, ammonia, and inert gas free. Enough to blow fine dust up
againg the weak gravity and to form an ionosphere which made radio communication possible over the
horizon.



Kingsbury shuddered, remembering green forests and clear streams under the lordly sky of Earth. What
the devil had inspired him to come here? Money, he supposed. Earth needed fissionable ores, and
Mercury had them, and Expedition Two was sent to negotiate an agreement with the natives. The pay
was proportiond to the risk—but what useisal the money in the cosmos to a dead man?

"When | get home," said Navarro wistfully, "after the parades and banquets—yes, surely therewill be
parades, with dl the pretty girlsthrowing flowers and kisses at us—after that | shdl retireto my own
village and sit down before the tavern and order a bottle of the best Amontillado. Three dayslater | will
ask them to sweep the cobwebs off me. A week later | shall go home and deep.”

"I'll settlefor atdl cold beer in Gavagan's,” said Kingsbury. ™Y ou ought to let me take you pub crawling
in New Y ork sometime—bah!" His gauntleted hand made avicious gesture at the tumbled ruin of a
landscape. "What makes you think we ever will get home?”

"Nothing," said Navarro gently, "except that | will not permit mysdf to think otherwise."

They rounded atall red crag and saw how the valley broadened into cultivated fields, ironberry bushes
and flintgrain stalks. On the dusky edge of vision was the Mercurian hive, agiant dome of crushed rock
in which severd thousand natives dwelt There were hundreds of such barracks, scattered around the
Twilight Zone, with atemplefor every dozen or 0. Apparently there was no variation in language or
culture over the whole planet—understandabl e when the habitable areawas so small. And it was an open
question how much individua persondity aMercurian had, and how much of her belonged to the
hive-mind.

Close a hand was the hut which held their lives. It was a crude, roofless structure, four stonewalls and
an open, doorway. The first expedition had erected it with native help, to store supplies and tools—it
made the ship roomier. The Explorer's crew had used it amilarly, putting in most of their food and the
bulky ion-control rings from the reaction drive. Again the natives had lent awilling hand.

There were four guards outside the hut. They were armed only with spears and clubs. It would be easy
enough to shoot them down. But before anything could be transferred back to the ship, the entire hive
would come swarming, and there weren't that many bullets.

"Let'sgotak to them,” said Navarro.
"What'sthe use?" asked Kingsbury. "I've talked to those animated hulkstill my larynx needs aretread.”

"I have an idea—I want to check onit." Navarro's clumsy suit went skimming over the ashen ground.
Kingsbury followed with amumbled oath.

The nearest guard hefted her spear and swiveled antennae in their direction. Otherwise there was no
movement in her. She stood six feet tall, broad as a space-suited man, her exoskeleton shimmering blue,
her head featureless except for the glassy eyes. With four three-fingered arms, tightly curled ovipositor,
and diding joints of armor, she looked like anightmare insect. But she wasn't; adragonfly or a beetle was
man's brother beside this creature of slicone cdllsand silicate blood and shell of beryllium dloy.
Kingsbury thought of her asakind of robot—well, yes, shewas dive, but where did you draw theline
between the robot and the animal ?

Navarro stopped before her. She waited. None of her sisters moved. It was a disconcerting habit, never
to open conversation.

The Basque cleared histhroat. "I have come—oh, wait." With histeeth he switched hishemet radio to
the band the natives could sense. "1 wish to ask again why you deny us permission to use our own food.”



The answer crackled in their earphones. "It isthe command of the gods.”

Kingsbury stood listening to that nonhuman accent and speculating just what sort of religion these entities
did have. They had emotions—they must, being aive—but the degree of correspondence to human or
Martian feing was doubtful.

It wasn't strange that they communicated by organically generated FM radio pulses. The atmosphere
didn't carry enough sound to make ears worthwhile. But constant submergence in the thoughts of every
other Mercurian within ten miles... it must do something to the persondity. Make the society asawhole
more intelligent, perhaps—the natives had readily learned English from the first expedition, while men
hadn't yet made sense out of the native language. But there was probably little individual awareness. A
sort of ant mind—ants collectively did remarkable things but were hopelesswhen aone.

Navarro smiled, ameaningless automeatic grimace behind hisface plate. "Can you not tel my why the
gods have so decreed? Y ou were dl friendly enough when my race last visited you. What made the gods
changether minds?'

No answer. That probably meant the Twonk didn't know either.

"You could at least let us have back our control rings and enough food for the journey home. | assure
you, wewould leave a once."

"No." Thevoicewas dike empty of rancor and mercy. "It isrequired that you die. The next Strangersto
come will, then, not be forewarned, and we can dispose of them too. This land will be shunned.”

"If we get desperate enough, wewill start fighting you. Wewill kill many.”

"That [—we do not understand. We are letting you die thisway becauseit iseasiest. If you fight us, then
we shdl fight you and overwhem you with numbers; so why do you not die without making useless
trouble for yourselves?'

"That isn't in our nature."

"|—we do not know what you mean by 'nature.’ Every She, when she haslaid as many eggs as she can,
goes out to the sun and returns to those which you name gods. Degth is a correct termination when there
isno further usefor the organism.”

"Men think differently,” said Navarro. "Of course, asamore or lessgood Cathalic, | consider my body
only ahusk—but | gtill want to keep it aslong as possible.”

No reply, except for some crackling gibberish. The Mercurians were talking to each other. Weaker
overtones made Kingsbury suspect that severa Twonkswithin the hive were joining the discusson—or
the stream of consciousness, or whatever you wanted to cal the rumination of asemicollective mind.

"Look here, my friend," said Navarro. ™Y ou know our purposes. We want to get certain minerasfrom
you. Y ou have no use for them, and we would pay you well, in tools and machinery you cannot make for
yoursaves”

"It would be mutualy advantageous,” agreed the Twonk. "When the first ship came, we considered it an
excdllent idea. But since then the gods have told us your sort must not be dlowed tolive.”

"Por Diosl Why?'

"The godsdid not say."



"You servethese gods,” said Navarro harshly. "I believe you give them food—right? And tools and
anything else they want. Y ou obey their least whim. What do you gain from them?"

No answer.
"Can wetalk to these gods? Maybe we can persuade them—"

"Itisforbidden you to seethe Living Light." Another conference. "Perhaps you will agreeto die and stop
bothering usif wetel you the gods are needful to our life. They give us pure metal—"

"Most of which you makeinto tools for them,” snapped Navarro. "We could do the same for you."

"That isasmall thing. But the gods are needful to our life. It isthe godswho put lifeinto our eggs.
Without them no young would be hatched. It is thus necessary that we obey them.”

"Cut it out, Juan," snarled Kingsbury. "I've been through this rigmarole ahundred times. It'sno use.”

Navarro nodded absentmindedly and trudged off. They switched to adifferent radio band, one the
natives could not "hear," but said nothing for awhile.

"Hasit ever occurred to you," asked Navarro findly, "that nobody has ever seen amale Mercurian?”
"Sure. They're hermaphrodites.

"That was assumed by the first expedition. An assumption only, of course. They could not vivisect alive
Twonk—"

"| sure could!"

"—and the old ones dl go out on Daysideto die. The only chance for anatomica studieswould beto find
onewhich had met aviolent end herein Twilight, and there was dways too much eseto do.”

"Well, why shouldn't they be hermaphrodites? Oystersare.”

"At certain times of the year. But oystersare alow form of life. On Earth, Mars, and Venus, the higher
one goes on the evolutionary scale, the more sharp the ditinction between the sexes.™

"All right, maybether mdesare very amdl.”
"Aswith some fish? Possibly. But most improbable. All their eggs are about the same size, you know."
"Who cares?' snorted Kingsbury. "l just want to go home."

"| care. | have atidy mind. And, too, Earth needsthat uranium and thorium. We will never get it unless
we can circumvent thisreligion of theirs, either by persuading the godsor by... hm... destroying the cullt.
But to accomplish the latter, wewill first have to understand the creed.”

They came out on aroad of sorts, anarrow track in the shale, stamped out by thousands of years of feet.
There were nativesworking in the fields, and before the hive they could see smiths hammering cold iron
and copper into implements. A few young werein sight, unhumanly solemn at their play. None paid any
attention to the outworlders.

Navarro pointed to asmith. "It istrue what the Twonk said, that the gods supply their metal ?*

"Yes" sad Kingsbury. "At least, so I've been told, and | do think the Twonks are unableto tell alie.



Being radio-tel epathic, y'know, they couldn't lie to each other, so the ideawould never occur to them.”

"Hm... they do not havefire here, not in this deazy atmosphere. They must have been in acrude neolithic
stage until the gods started smeting ores for them. | imagine that could be done with mirrorsfocusing the
Daysde hest on—oh, amixture of crushed hematite and some reducing materia."

"Uh-huh. And the gods get the pick of whatever the Twonks make out of the metal." Kingsbury cleared
his throat to spit, remembered he wasin a space suit, and swallowed. "It's perfectly clear, Juan. There
aretwo intelligent races on Mercury. The Daysiders have set up in business as gods. They don't want
humans around because they're afraid well spoil their racket and make 'em work for aliving.”

"Obvioudy," said Navarro. "The problem is, how to convince the Twonks of this? To do that, we shdl
first have to sudy the nature of the Dayside beings.”

They mounted arazorback ridge and clapped down glarefilters. Before them was the sun.

It burned monstrous on the horizon, awhite fury that drowned the stars and legped back off the withered
land. Even here, with shadows lapping his feet and the refrigeration unit at full blast, Kingsbury felt how
the heet licked a him.

"God!" he whispered. "How far can we go into that blazing hell?'

"Not very far," said Navarro. "We shadl have to hope some Twonks died .close by. Come!™ He broke
into long low-gravity bounds, down the dope and out onto the plain.

Squinting through tormented eyes, Kingsbury made out a shimmering pool at the horizon. It spouted as
he watched... molten lead? With the speed he had and the sharp curvature of the surface, the sun was
risng visbly asheran.

Even heretherewaslife. A crystaline tree squatted near araw pinnacle, stiff and improbable. A small
thing with many legs scuttered away, shell too bright to look at. Basicaly, Daysidelife had the silicate
form of-Twilight, many of the compounds identical—a common ancestry abillion years ago, when
Mercury gill had water—but this life was adapted to a heat that made lead run liquid.

"This... road... goeson," panted Kingsbury. "Must be... agraveyard... somewhere..."

His skin was prickling now, as charged particles ate in through the armor. His underclothing waslimp
with swest. Histongue fdt like aswollen lump of wood.

Thiswasfarther into Dayside than men had ever gone before. Through the dizziness, he wondered how
even a Twonk could survivethetrip. Only, of course, they didn't. The natives had told the first expedition
that their old oneswent out into the sunlight to die. Theré'd be no oneto bury them, and the shellsweren't
voldile—

He stumbled over the first one before he knew it. When his gauntlets touched the ground, he yelled.
Navarro pulled him up again. Therewas adazzle in their hdmets, they squinted and gasped with dry
lungs and thought they heard their brains sizzling.

Dead Twonks, thousands of them, scattered around like broken machines, empty-eyed, but the light
demonic on their cargpaces. Kingsbury picked one up. Even in Mercurian gravity, it seemed to have
oddly little weight. Navarro took another. Its arms and legs flapped horribly as he ran back eastward.

They never remembered that running. After they had fallen on the dark side of the ridge, they must have
fainted, for the next memory was of stirring and adow awareness that they were embracing dead



Mercurians.

Kingsbury put hislipsto his canteen nozzle and sucked water up the hose. It was nearly scading, but he
had never drained so sweet adraught. Then helay and shuddered for another long while.

"Bueno," croaked his companion. "We madeit"

They sat up and regarded their loot. Both shells had plit open down the front, ong the line of weakness
wherethe ventra scutesjoined. They had expected to find the shriveled remnants of "organic" materid,
dried flesh and blackened tendons and collgpsed veins. But there was nothing.

The shdlswere empty.

It was along circuitous walk back to the ship. They didn't want any natives to see them. After that there
was awonderful time of deeping while Antellaworked.

They didn't stop to think about the implications until it wastoo late to think very much at dl. Sunrise
would occur at thetemplein afew hours, and it was quite aways from here.

Antella's claw-like hands gestured proudly at the shells. "See, | have hinged the front plates so you can
get inand out Y our radios are connected to the antennae, though how you expect to talk Mercurian if
anyone converses with you, | do not understand. This harnesswill support the shells around your suits.
Naturaly, you cannot use the lower arms, but | have wired them into alifelike pogtion.”

Kingsbury drew hard on acigarette. It might be the last one he ever smoked. "Nice work," he said.
"Now asfor the plan itsdf, well just haveto play by ear. Well get inside the temple with the others, see
what we can see, and hope to get out again undamaged. If necessary, welll shuck these disguises and
fight our way back here. Even in space suits, we can outrun any Twonk."

Navarro shook his head. "A most forlorn hope," he muttered. "And if we should succeed, do you redlize
how many xenologistiswill pour the vids of wrath on our heads for disrupting native culture?!

"That bothersmealot," snorted Kingsbury.

", of course, can claim to be carrying out the historic traditions of my own people,” said Navarro
blandly. "It was not the Saracens but the Basques who dew Roland at Roncesvales.”

"Why'd they do that?"

"They didn't like theway Charlemagne was throwing hisweight around. Unfortunately, you, my friend,
cannot say you are merely preserving your own culture. These Twonks have no scalpsto lift.”

"That'salaugh,” said Kingsbury, "my culturefor the past hundred years has been building skyscrapers
and bridges. Come on, let's shove."

It was aclumsy business getting into the shells, but once the plates were latched shut and the harness
adjusted, it was not too awkward a disguise. The heads could not be turned on then- necks when you
wore aspace hemet inside, but Antellahad filled the empty eye sockets with wide-angle lenses.
Kingsbury hoped he wouldn't be required to wink or move dl four arms, or waggle the ovipositor or
gpesk Mercurian; but otherwise, if he was careful, he ought to pass muster.

The humans | eft the ship and went down the valey, moving with the stiff native stride. Not till they were
past the hive did they speak. Kingsboury's belly muscles were taut, but none of the autochthones paid him
any specid heed. It was fortunate that the Mercurians were not given to idle gossip.



Presently he found himself on abroad, smoothly laid road. It ran straight northwest, through aforest of
gleaming barrel-shaped plants where the smdll wildlife of Twilight scuttled off into the dusk. Moreand
more natives joined them, tall solemn figures streaming in from side roads onto the highway. Many were
laden with gifts, iron tools and flashing gems and exquisitely wrought sone vessdls. Did the gods drink
molten lead out of those? There was no speech on the communication band, only the quiet pulse of
currents oscillating in nervesthat were sllver wires.

Ghostly journey, through adark chaotic wilderness of rock and crystalline forest, among aswarm of
creatures out of dreams. It shocked Kingsbury how small man and man's knowledge were in the
illimitable universe

He switched to the other band and said harshly, " Juan, maybe we are nuts. Even if we get away withiit,
what can we hope to do? Suppose one of these Twonks pulled asimilar stunt in your church—wouldn't
that just make you fighting mad?'

"Yes, of course," answered the other man. "Unless by such meansthe Twonk proved to methat my faith
was based on afraud. Naturaly, she would not be able to do so; but assuming for the sake of discussion
that she did, my philosophy would come crashing down about my ears. Then | should be quite ready to
ligento her."

"But God! How can we imagine these crittersthink like us?'

"They don't. But that isin our favor, because they are actually morelogical than we humans. They have
fredy admitted that the only reason they obey the godsisthat those are essentid to fertility.”

"Well... maybethe godsare!"

"Yes, yes, | an quite sure of it. But | am equally sure that thereis nothing supernatural about it. Suppose,
for ingtance, that adose of sunlight is necessary for reproduction. A class of priestesses may have
capitaized on thisfact—I am not sure how, given the Mercurian telepathy, but perhaps the priestesses
can think on adifferent band. Now if we can show that the sunlight doneisrequired, and the priestesses
are mere window dressing, then | am sure the Twonkswill get rid of them.”

Kingsbury grinned with scant mirth. "And we're supposed to find this out and prove it in one glimpse?"
"Thiswasorigindly your idea, amigo."
"Yeah. Pleasedont rubitin.”

They walked on, slent, thinking of Earth's remote loveliness. An hour passed. It grew hotter, and the
western blaze climbed into the sky until you could see the greet lens of zodiacal light just abovethe hills,
and more nativesjoined the procession until there were severd thousand pouring aong the road.
Kingsbury and Navarro stayed close together, near the middle of the crowd.

Black againg the blinding sky, they saw the temple. It stood on ahigh ridge, a columned building of red
granite, curioudy reminiscent of old Egyptian work. A flat roof covered the front half; the rear was open,
but walled off from sght.

The pilgrimage moved between basalt statues onto aflagged plaza before the temple. Thereit hated,
motionless as only a nonbreathing Mercurian can be. Kingsbury tuned back to the communication band
and heard that they were chanting—at least, he supposed the eerie whining rise-and-fall of radio pulses
was music. He kept his own mouth shut; no onein that entranced collectivity would redize he wasn't
joiningin.



A line of Mercurians emerged from the colonnade. They must be priestesses or servitors, for there were
geometric patterns daubed on their shells. They halted before the worshipers. Gravely, those who bore
gifts advanced, bowed down, and laid them at the feet of the clergy. The articles were picked up and
carried back into the temple.

Kingsbury swested and shivered in his spacesuit. What if the ritua included some fancy dance? He
hoped Navarro, who had the gun, could break out of his shell fast enough to use it. None of the natives
was armed, and a human was ameatch for any ten Mercurians, but there must be five thousand of them
around him.

The glare became asudden flame. Sunrise! The shadow of the templefell over the plaza, but Kingsbury
narrowed hiseyesto dits, and still his head ached.

Hewas dimly aware of the priestessesreturning. Their voicestwittered, and the chant ended. A hundred
Mercurians walked forth, up the stairs and into the doorway. Another hundred and another hundred. ..
They were not quite so impassive now. Kingsbury could see that those near him were trembling with
excitement.

Now hisand Navarro's line was on the move. He saw that one of the priestesses was leading them. They
entered between the pillars and went across aroom of mosaics and down ahall. At itsend were
passages leading to anumber of roofless courtsinto which the sunlight fell. His party took one.

The priestess stood aside, and the procession went onin.

Againg the radiance, Kingsbury could just see that there was a doorway on the western side and that
daises were built into the floor. The Twonks were settling themsalves on those, waiting. He switched to
the private band: " Juan, what happens now?"

"What do you think?" answered the Basque. His voice shook, but therewasawrynessinit. "Thisis
wherethey breed, isn't it?’

"If one of 'em makesapassa me, shdl | try to play dong?"

"| think thereis something againgt it in Leviticus—nor could you, ah, respond... We shal probably have
to runfor our lives. But they aredl lying down. Find yoursdf a couch!™

There was adtillnessthat stretched. The heat blasted and gnawed. Even the Twonks couldn't endure it
for very long at atime. Something would have to take place soon, unless—

"Juan! Maybe they're what-you-cdl-it, virgin birth. Maybe the sun fertilizes them.”

"No. Not parthenogenetic. It has not the evol utionary potentidity to produce intelligent life—it does not
give variant zygotes. Sunlight is necessary but not sufficient, | think. And | till cannot believe they aretrue
hermaphrodites. Somewhere there must be males.”

Almogt, Kingsbury jerked. It was atremendous effort to hold himsdlf rigid, to wait in the shimmering,
dazzling devil-dance of light asdl the nativeswere waiting. "I've got it! The gods—they arethe maed”

"That is clear enough,” said Navarro impatiently. "I deduced it hours ago. But if the caseisso simple, |
am not hopeful. The maes can il claim to be adifferent, superior order of life, asthey indeed dready
do. We shall need amore fundamenta discovery to upset this male-worshiping cult.”

Navarro's voice snapped off. Flame stood in the doorway.



No... thetdl lizardlike forms, in burnished coppery scales, wreathed in silvery vapor—they glowed,
walking dragons, but they did not burn. They advanced, through the doorway and into the courtyard.
Their beaks gaped, and the small dark eyes held sun sparks, and the tails lashed their taloned feet. More
and more of them, stalking in, one to a Twonk, and approaching with hands held ouit.

Themdesof Mercury... Daysdelife, charged with the energy from the sun which made new life
possible, swesating out pure quicksiiver to cool them so they wouldn't fry their mates. Wasit any wonder
they were thought divine?

But it wasn't possible! Mde and fema e had to come from the same race, evolving together—they
couldn't have arisen separately, onein the hell of dayside and onein the endless purgatoria dusk of
Twilight. The same mothers had to bear them; and yet, and yet, Twonk eggs only brought forth
Tworks...

Then—

The knowledge bit home as a dragon neared Kingsbury. The mae was hestating, the lean head wove
back and forth... Analien smel? A subtle wrongness of posture?

The Mohawk sat up and yelled. The dragon spouted mercury vapor and crouched. Teeth made to shear
through rock flashed in the open mouth.

"Juan, I'vegot it! | know what they are! Let's get back!"

Navarro was on hisfeet, fumbling at the belly of hisdisguise. Latches clicked free, and he scrambled out
of it. The nearest dragon legped. Navarro's gun bucked. The maefell with ahole blown through him. So
much for theimmorta gods, the heavenly showmen. Kingsbury was out of hisown shell now. A femade
lunged a him. He got her around the waist and pitched her into the mob. Whirling, he dugged hisway
toward the door, Navarro covering his back.

The dragons snapped at them but didn't dare attack. There was amoment of fury, then the humans were
out on the plaza. They began running.

"Now we've got to beat them back to the ship,” panted Kingsbury.

"Morethan that,” said Navarro. "We must reach safety before they come near enough to call the hive and
have usintercepted. | wonder if we can.”

"A man might try," said Kingsbury.

Theforward port showed some thousands of armed Mercurian femaes. They ringed in the ship, waiting,
too rationa to batter with usaless clubs at the hull and too angry to depart. There were more of them
arriving every minute.

"I wonder—" Antella peered out. He spoke coolly, but hisfeathers stood erect with tension. "I wonder if
they can do worse to us than they have dready done. We will starve no faster besieged in here than
walking fredy around.”

"They can get to usif they want towork at it," said Kings-bury. "And | think they do. They could rig up
somekind of battering ram—"

Navarro lighted his pipe and puffed hard. "It is our task to persuade them otherwise," he said. "Do you
beievethey will ligen?'



Kingsbury went over to the ship'sradio and sat down and operated the controls with nervousfingers.
"Let's hope 0. It's our only chance. Do you want to talk to "em?"

"Go ahead. Y ou are better with the English language than I. 1 will perhaps put in an oar.”
Kingsbury switched on the speaker and brought hislipsto the microphone. "Hello, out there," he said.

Hisvoice cut through the seething of Mercurian tones. It was weird how they snapped off dl at once.
English, clear and grammatica and subtly distorted, answered him:

"What do you wish to say? Y ou have violated the temple. The gods order that you must die.”

"The godswould say that," replied Kingsbury. "But they are not gods at dl. They want to get rid of us
because we can tell you the truth. They've lied and cheated you for | don't know how many centuries.”

"Truth, lie, cheat. Those are words we do not know."

"Well... uh... truth isacorrect Satement, a statement of what isred. A lieisastatement which isnot
truth, but made on purpose, knowing it to befase. Cheatingis... wdll... curseit, | wishwehad a
dictionary dong! The gods have lied to you so you would do what they wanted. That's cheating.”

"Wethink we understand,” said the tonelessvoice. "It isanew concept to us, but apossible one. The
gods do not speak so we can hear them. They—" Conference, presumably recdling what the first
expedition had told about radio—"they use adifferent band. They communicate with us by gesturesonly.
So are you implying that they are not what they claim to be and have made life unnecessarily difficult for
U

"That'sit, pal." Kingsoury still didn't like the Twonks much, but he was grateful they were so quick onthe
uptake. "Having seen what goes on in the temple, we know what these salf-appointed gods are. They're
nothing but the males of your own species.”

"What does the word 'male' denote?"

"Wedl—" Kingsbury ground to ahdt. Precisaly how did you explainit in nickel words when Junior asked
where he came from? He gave Navarro a helpless |ook. The Basgue grinned, leaned over the
microphone, and gave asimple account.

The-femae collectivity thought about it for awhile, standing in burnished motionlessness, then said with
an unaccustomed downess. "That islogica. We have long observed that certain of the animals go through
the same motions of fertilization as we with the gods. But whether you wish to call them gods or males
makes no difference. They are il the great oneswho givelife

"They don't give any more life than you do,” snapped Kingsbury. "They need you just as much asyou
need them. Infact... they are yourselves!"

"That isanirrationd statement.” Was there adefensive overtone in the voice? " Our eggs bring forth only
femades, o it isreasonable to suppose that the gods are born directly of the sun. A Mercurian hatches
from an egg after the god-male has given life. She grows up and in her turn visits the god-males and
bringsforth eggs. At last, grown old, she goesto the sunlands and dies. Thereisno missing periodin
which she could become agod-male.”

"Oh, yeah?What about after she's gone sunsde?”’

Mercurian language gabbled at them.



Kingsbury spoke fast: "We went out there oursalves and found the shells of those you thought-had died.
But the shellswere empty! Y ou know you have muscles, nerves, guts, organs. Those ought toremainina
dried-out condition. But | repest, the shells were empty!”

"Then—But we have only your statement.”

"Y ou can check up onit. We can rebuild a space suit for one of you, furnish enough protection from the
sun for you to go out there awhile, long enough to see.”

"But what happens? What isthe sgnificance of the empty shdlls?'

"lsn't it obvious, you dunderheads? Y oure akind of larval stage. At the proper time, you go out into the
sun. Itsradiation changes you. Y ou're changed so much that al memory of your past state
disappears—your whole bodies have to be reconstructed, to live on Dayside. But when the processis
finished, you break out of the shell—and now you're male.

"You don't know that. The male comes out asif newly born—hatched, | mean. Probably hiskind meet
him and help him and teach him. The maes discovered the truth somehow... well, it was easy enough for
them, since they can watch the wholelife cycle. Instead of hel ping you femaes, as nature intended, they
st themsalves up as gods and lived off you, taking more than they gave. And when they learned about
us, they forbade you to have dealings with us—because they were afraid we'd learn the truth and expose
them.

"But they need you! All you haveto doisrefuseto vist the templesfor afew sunrises. Then see how fast
they cometo termd!™

For atime, then, the radio hissed and crackled with the thinking of many mindslinked into one. Antdlla
sat unmoving, Navarro fumbled with his pipe, Kingsbury gnawed hislips and drummed on theradio

pand.

Findly: "Thisisastonishing news. We must investigate. Y ou will provide one of uswith asuitin which to
inspect Daysde."

"Easy enough,” said Kingsbury. Histonejittered. "And if you find the shellsredlly are empty, asyou
will—whet then?"

"We shdl follow your advice. Y ou will be given admittance to your supplies, and we will discuss
arrangements for the mining of those oreswhich you desire.”

Navarro found himself uncontrollably shaking. "St. Nicholas, patron of wanderers," he whispered, "I will
build you ashrinefor this

"The maes may maketrouble,” warned Amdia
"If their natureisasyou claim," said the Twonk horde, "they will not be difficult to contral.”

Kingsbury, the American, wondered if he had planted the seeds of another matriarchy. Underneath dl the
rgoicing, hefet avague sense of guilt.

THE GENTLE VULTURES
By Isaac Aamov

Randall Garrett's story examined, from the viewpoint of the Earthmen, a possible encounter



between our species and hostile aliens. In the story that follows, Isaac Asimov handles the same
theme from the viewpoint of the aliens themselves. Suppose, he says, strangers from afar have
been watching us for years. Suppose, too, that they are the overlords of a galactic empire, eager
to add usto their dominion. How will they react, though, when they learn what sort of creatures
we Earthmen really are? To them, we are the aliens—and we are terribly, frighteningly alien.

Isaac Asimov, one of the science fiction's ablest practitioners, rarely deals with galactic matters
these days. The Boston-based Dr. Asimov, who taught biochemistry while writing such famed s-f
novels as The Currents of Space and The Caves of Stedl, now devotes himself to science fact with
equal success. Though jovial and even boisterousin the flesh, Asimov is scholarly behind the
typewriter, and he's won acclaim for such standard reference items as The Inteligent Man's Guide
to Science and Asmov's Biographica Encyclopedia of Science and Technology,

For fifteen years now, the Hurrians had maintained their base on the other side of the Moon.

It was unprecedented, unheard of. No Hurrian had dreamed it possible to be delayed so long. The
decontamination squads had been ready—ready and waiting for fifteen years, ready to swoop down
through the radioactive clouds and save what might be saved for the remnant of survivors. In return, of
course, for fair payment.

But fifteen times, the planet had revolved about its sun. During each revolution, the satellite had rotated
thirteen times about the primary. And in al that time the nuclear war had not come.

Nuclear bombs were exploded by the large-primate intelligences at various points on the planet's surface.
The planet's stratosphere had grown amazingly warm with radioactive refuse. But still no war.

Devi-en hoped ardently that he would be replaced. He was the fourth Captain-in-charge of this
colonizing expedition (if it could still be called so after fifteen years of suspended animation), and he was
quite content that there should be afifth. Now that the home world was sending an Archadminisirator to
make a persona survey of the situation, his replacement might come soon. Good!

He stood on the surface of the Moon, encased in his space suit, and thought of home, of Hurria. Hislong,
thin aams moved restlesdy with the thought, as though aching (through millions of years of ingtinct) for the
ancedird trees. He stood only three feet high. What could be seen of him through the glass-fronted head
plate was a black and wrinkled face with the fleshy, mobile nose dead-centered. The little tuft of fine
beard was apure whitein contrast. In the rear of the suit, just below center, was the bulge within which
the short and stuffy Human tail might rest comfortably.

Devi-en took his appearance for granted, of course, but waswell aware of the difference between the
Hurrians and dl the other intelligencesin the Galaxy. The Hurrians done were so smdl; they donewere
tailed; they aone were vegetarians, they aone had escaped the inevitable nuclear war that had ruined
every other known intelligent species.

He stood on thewalled plain that extended for so many milesthat the raised and circular rim (which on
Hurriawould have been called acrater, if it were smdler) wasinvisible beyond the horizon. Againg the
southern edge of the rim, where there was alway's some protection againgt the direct rays of the sun, a
city had grown. It had begun as atemporary camp, of course, but with the years, women had been
brought in, and children had been born. Now there were schools and €l aborate hydroponics
establishments, large water reservoirs, al that went with acity on an airlessworld.

It wasridiculous! All because one planet had nuclear weapons and would not fight a nuclear war.

The Archadministrator, who would be arriving soon, would undoubtedly ask, dmost at once, the same



question that Devi-en had asked himsalf awearisome number of times.
Why had there not been anuclear war?

Devi-en watched the hulking Mauvs preparing the ground now for the landing, smoothing out the
unevennesses and laying down the ceramic bed designed to absorb the hyper-atomic field-thrusts with
minimum discomfort to the passengers within the ship.

Even in their space suits, the Mauvs seemed to exude power, but it was the power of muscle only.
Beyond them wasthe little figure of aHurrian giving orders, and the docile Mauvs obeyed. Naturdly.

The Mauvian race, of dl the large-primate intelligences, paid their feesin the most unusua coin, aquota
of themsdlves, rather than of materia goods. It was asurprisingly useful tribute, better than sted,
auminum, or finedrugsin many ways.

Devi-en'srecalver duttered to life. "The shipissighted, Sr,” camethe report. "It will be landing within the
hour."

"Very good,” said Devi-en. "Have my car made ready to take meto the ship as soon aslanding is
initiated."

Hedid not fed that it was very good at al.

The Archadministrator came flanked by a persond retinue of five Mauvs. They entered the city with him,
two on each side, threefollowing. They helped him off with his space suit, then removed their own.

Their thinly haired bodies, their large, coarse-featured faces, their broad noses and flat cheekbones were
repulsive but not frightening. Though twice the height of the Hurrians and more than twice the breadth,
there was a blankness about their eyes, something completely submissive about the way they stood, with
their thick-anewed necks dightly bent, their bulging arms hanging listlesdly.

The Archadministrator dismissed them, and they trooped out. He did not really need their protection, of
course, but his position required aretinue of five, and that was that.

No businesswas discussed during the med or during the amost endlessritual of welcome. At atime that
might have been more appropriate for degping, the Archadminigtrator passed small fingersthrough his
tuft of beard and said, "How much longer must we wait for this planet, Captain?'

Hewas visbly advancing in age. The hah" on his upper amswas grizzled, and the tufts at the ebows
were dmost as white as his beard.

"| cannot say, your Height," said Devi-en, humbly. "They have not followed the path.”

‘That isobvious. The paint is, why have they not followed the path? It is clear to the Council that your
reports promise more than they deliver. Y ou talk of theories, but you give no details. Now we aretired
of dl thisback on Hurria. If you know of anything you have not told us, now isthetimeto talk of it.”

"The matter, your Height, ishard to prove. We have had no experience of spying on a people over such
an extended period. Until recently, we weren't watching for the right things. Each year we kept expecting
the nuclear war the year after, and it isonly in my time as Captain that we have taken to studying the
people moreintensively. It isat least one benefit of the long waiting time that we have learned some of
their principal languages.”

"Indeed? Without even landing on their planet?'



Devi-en explained. "A number of radio messages were recorded by those of our shipsthat penetrated
the planetary atmosphere on observation missions, particularly inthe early years. | set our linguigtics
computersto work on them, and for the last year | have been attempting to make sense out of it al.”

The Archadminigtrator stared. His bearing was such that any outright exclamation of surprise would have
been superfluous. "And have you learned anything of interest?"

"I may have, your Height, but what | have worked out is so strange and the underpinning of actua
evidenceis so uncertain that | dared not spesk of it officidly in my reports.”

The Archadministrator "understood. He said, stiffly, "Would you object to explaining your views
unoffiddly—tome."

"I would be glad to," said Devi-en, a once. "Theinhabitants of this planet are, of course, large-primatein
nature. And they are compstitive."

The other blew out his bresth in akind of relief and passed his-tongue quickly over hisnose. "I had a
queer notion," he muttered, "that they might not be competitive and that that might—But go on, go on.”

"They are compstitive," Devi-en assured him. "Much more so than one would expect on the average.”
"Then why doesn't everything e sefollow?'

"Upto apoint it does, your Height. After the usua long incubation period, they began to mechanize, and
after that, the usud large-primate killings became truly destructive warfare. At the conclusion of the most
recent large-scale war, nuclear weapons were devel oped and the war ended at once.”

The Archadministrator nodded. " And then?'

Devi-en said. "What should have happened was that a nuclear war ought to have begun shortly
afterward, and that in the course of the war, nuclear weapons would have developed quickly in
destructiveness, have been used neverthdessin typical large-primate fashion, and have quickly reduced
the population to starving remnantsin aruined world."

"Of course, but that didn't happen. Why not?"

Devi-en said, "Thereisone point. | believe these people, once mechanization started, developed a an
unusudly high rate”

"And if s0?' said the other. "Does that matter? They reached nuclear wegpons the more quickly.”

"True. But after the most recent general war, they continued to devel op nuclear weapons at an unusua
rate. That'sthe trouble. The deadly potential had increased before the nuclear war had a chance to dart,
and now it has reached a point where even large-primate intelligences dare not risk awar.”

The Archadministrator opened his smal black eyeswide. "But that isimpossible. | don't care how
technically taented these cregtures are. Military science advancesrapidly only during awar.”

"Perhapsthat is not true in the case of these particular creatures. But eveniif it were, it seemsthey are
having awar; not ared war, but awar."

"Not ared war, but awar," repeated the Archadministrator blankly. "What does that mean?”

"I'm not sure." Devi-en wiggled hisnosein exasperation. "Thisis where my attemptsto draw logic out of
the scattered materia we have picked up isleast satisfactory. This planet has something called a Cold



War. Whatever it is, it drivesthem furiousy onward in research, and yet it does not involve complete
nuclear destruction.”

The Archadminigrator sad, "'Impossible!™
Devi-en sad, "Thereisthe planet. Here we are. We have been waiting fifteen years.”

The Archadministrator'slong arms came up and crossed over his head and down again to the opposite
shoulders. "Then there is only one thing to do. The Council has considered the possibility thet the planet
may have achieved a stale mate, akind of uneasy peace that balances just short of anuclear war.
Something of the sort you describe though no one suggested the actual reasons you advance. But it's
something we can't dlow.”

"No, your Height?*

"No." He seemed dmost in pain. "The longer the stalemate continues, the greater the possbility that
large-primate individuals may discover the methods of interstellar travel. They will lesk out into the
Gdaxy infull competitive strength. Y ou see”?"

"Then?'

The Archadministrator hunched his head deeper into hisarms, as though not wishing to hear what he
himsaf must say. Hisvoice was alittle muffled. "I they are balanced precarioudy, we must pushthem a
little, Cgptain. We must push them.”

Devi-en's somach churned, and he suddenly tasted his dinner once more in the back of histhroat. ""Push
them, your Height?' He didn't want to understand.

But the Archadministrator put it bluntly: "We must help them start their nuclear war." He looked as
miserably sick as Devi-en felt. He whispered, "We must!”

Devi-en could scarcely speak. He said, in awhisper, "But how could such athing be done, your Height?"

"I don't know how. And do not ook at me so. It isnot my decision. It isthe decison of the Council.
Surely you understand what would happen to the Galaxy if alarge-primate intelligence were to enter
gpacein full strength without having been tamed by nuclear war."

Devi-en shuddered at the thought. All that competitiveness loosed on the Galaxy. He persisted, though.
"But how does one start a nuclear war? How isit done?’

"I don't know, | tell you. But there must be some way; perhaps a—a message we might send or a—a
crucia raingtorm we might start by cloud seeding. We could manage agreat ded with their weather
conditions—"

"How would that start anuclear war?' said Devi-en, unimpressed.

"Maybe it wouldn't. I mention such athing only as apossible example. But large primates would know.
After dl, they are the oneswho do start nuclear warsin actua fact. It isin their brain pattern to know.
That isthe decison the Council cameto.”

Devi-en fdt the soft noise histail made asit thumped dowly againgt the chair. Hetried to stop it and
faled. "What decison, your Height?"

"To trep alarge-primate from the planet's surface. To kidnap one."



"A wild one?'
"It'sthe only kind that exists at the moment on the planet. Of course, awild one.”
"And what do you expect himto tell us?'

"That doesn't matter, Captain. Aslong as he says enough about anything, mentalic analysiswill give usthe
answer.”

Devi-en withdrew his head as far as he could into the space between his shoulder blades. The skin just
under hisarmpits quivered with repulsion. A wild large-primate being! He tried to picture one, untouched
by the stunning aftermath of nuclear war, unatered by the civilizing influence of Human eugenic breeding.

The Archadministrator made no attempt to hide the fact that he shared the repulsion, but he said, "Y ou
will have to lead the trapping expedition, Captain. It isfor the good of the Galaxy."

Devi-en had seen the planet anumber of times before, but each time a ship swung about the Moon and
placed theworld in hisline of sght, awave of unbearable homes ckness swept him.

It was abeautiful planet, so like Hurriaitself in dimensions and characteristics but wilder and grander.
The sight of it, after the desolation of the Moon, waslike ablow.

How many other planetslike it were on Human master listings a this moment? he wondered. How many
other planets were there concerning which meticul ous observers had reported seasona changesin
gppearance that could be interpreted only as being caused by artificia cultivation of food plants? How
many timesin the future would aday come when the radioactivity in the stratosphere of one of these
planets would begin to climb, when colonizing squadrons would have to be sent out at once. Asthey
wereto this planet.

It was dmost pathetic, the confidence with which the Hurrians had proceeded at first. Devi-en could
have laughed, as he read through those initia reports, if he weren't trapped in this project himsalf now.
The Hurrian scout ships had moved close to gather geographica information, to locate population
centers. They were sighted, of course, but what did it matter? Any time, now, they thought, the final
exploson.

Any time... But useless years had passed, and the scout ships wondered if they ought not to be cautious.
They moved back.

Devi-en's ship was cautious now. All the crew was on edge because of the unpleasantness of the mission;
not al Devi-en's assurances that there was no harm intended to the large-primate could quite calm them.
Even so, they could not hurry matters. It had to be over afairly deserted and uncultivated tract of uneven
ground that they hovered. They stayed at a height of ten milesfor days, while the crew became edgier
and only the ever-stolid Mauvs maintained calm.

Then the scope showed them a creature, aone on the uneven ground, along staff in one hand, a pack
across the upper portion of his back.

They lowered sllently, supersonicdly. Devi-en himsdlf, skin crawling, was at the controls.

The creature was heard to say two definite things before he was taken, and they were the first comments
recorded for use in mentalic computing.

Thefirgt, when the large-primate caught sight of the ship almost upon him, was picked up by the direction
telemike. It was"My God! A flying saucer!”



Devi-en understood thefirst phrase. That was aterm for the Human ships that had grown common
among the large-primates those first careless years.

The second remark was made when the wild creature was brought in to the ship, struggling with amazing
strength, but helplessin theiron grip of the unperturbed Mauvs.

Devi-en, panting, with hisfleshly nose quivering dightly, advanced to receive him and the creature (whose
unpleasantly hairless face had become oily with some sort of fluid secretion) yelled, "Holy Toledo, a
monkey1"

Again, Devi-en understood the second part. It was the word for little-primate in one of the chief
languages of the plandt.

The wild creature was amost impossible to handle. He required infinite patience before he could be
gpoken to reasonably. At firgt, there was nothing but a series of crises. The creature realized dmost at
oncethat he was being taken off Earth, and what Devi-en thought might prove an exciting experience for
him proved nothing of the sort. He talked instead of his offspring and of alarge-primate femae.

They have wives and children, thought Devi-en compassionately, and, in their way, love them, for al they
arelarge-primates.

Then he had to be made to understand that the Mauvs who kept him under guard and who restrained him
when his violence made that necessary would not hurt him, that he was not to be damaged in any way.

Devi-en was sickened at the thought that one intelligent being might be damaged by another. It was very
difficult to discuss the subject, evenif only to admit the possibility long enough to deny it. The cregture
from the planet treated the very hesitation with great suspicion. It was the way the large-primates were.

On thefifth day, when, out of sheer exhaustion perhaps, the creature remained quiet over afairly
extended period, they talked in Devi-en's private quarters, and suddenly he grew angry again when the
Human first explained, matter-of-factly, that they were waiting for anuclear war.

"Waiting!" cried the creature. "What makes you so sure there will be one?!

Devi-en wasn't sure, of course, but he said, "Thereis always anuclear war. It isour purposeto help you
afterward."

"Hdp us afterward.” Hiswords grew incoherent. He waved hisarmsviolently, and the Mauvswho
flanked him had to restrain him gently once again and lead him away.

Devi-en sghed. The creature's remarks were building in quantity and perhaps mentalics could do
something with them. His own unaided mind could make nothing of it.

And meanwhile the creature was not thriving. His body was amost completely hairless, afact that
long-distance observation had not reveded owing to the artificid skinsworn by them. Thiswas either for
warmth or because of an ingtinctive repulsion on the part even of these particular large-primates
themsaves for hairless skin. It might be an interesting subject to take up. Mentalics computation could
make as much out of one set of remarks as another.

Strangely enough, the creature's face had begun to sprout hair; more in fact than the Human face had and
of adark color.

But still, the centrd fact was that he was not thriving. He had grown thinner because he was egting poorly
and if hewas kept too long, his hedth might suffer. Devi-en had no wish to fed responsible for that.



On the next day, the large-primate seemed quite cam. He talked amost eagerly, bringing the subject
around to nuclear warfare dmogt at once. It had aterrible attraction for the large-primate mind, Devi-en
thought. The creature said, "Y ou said nuclear wars aways happen. Does that mean there are other
people than yours and mine—and theirs?' He indicated the nearby Mauvs.

"There are thousands of intelligent pecies, living on thousands of worlds. Many thousands,” said
Devi-en.

"And they dl have nuclear wars?'

"All who have reached a certain stage of technology. All but us. We were different. We lacked
competitiveness. We had the cooperative ingtinct.”

"Y ou mean you know that nuclear wars will hgppen and you do nothing about it?"

"We do" said Devi-en, pained. "Of course, we do. Wetry to help. In the early history of my people,
when wefirst devel oped space travel, we did not understand large-primates. They repelled our attempts
at friendship, and we stopped trying. Then we found worldsin radioactive ruins. Findly, we found one
world actualy in the process of anuclear war. We were horrified but could do nothing. Slowly, we
learned. We are ready, now, at every world we discover to be at the nuclear stage. We are ready with
decontamination equipment and eugenic anadyzers."

"What are eugenic andyzers?'

Devi-en had manufactured the phrase by analogy with what he knew of the wild one'slanguage. Now he
sad, carefully, "We direct matings and sterilizationsto remove, asfar as possible, the competitive e ement
in the remnant of the survivors.”

For amoment, he thought the creature would grow violent again.

Instead, the other said in amonotone. ™Y ou make them docile, you mean, like these things?' Once again
he indicated the Mauvs.

"No. No. These are different. We smply make it possible for the remnants to be content with a peaceful,
nonexpanding, nonaggressive society under our guidance. Without this, they destroyed themselves, you
see, and without it, they would destroy themselves again.”

"What do you get out of it?"

Devi-en stared at the creature dubioudy. Wasit redly necessary to explain the basic pleasure of life? He
sad, "Don't you enjoy helping someone?’

"Come on. Besdesthat. What'sin it for you?"
"Of course, there are contributionsto Hurria"
IIHaII

"Payment for saving aspeciesisonly fair,” protested Devi-en, "and there are expenses to be covered.
The contribution is not much and is adjusted to the nature of the world. It may be an annua supply of
wood from aforested world; manganese sdlts from another. The world of these Mauvsispoor in
physica resources, and they themsalves offered to supply uswith anumber of individuasto use as
persond assgtants. They are extremey powerful even for large-primates, and we treat them painlessly
with anticerebra drugs..."



"To make zombies out of them!"

Devi-en guessed at the meaning of the noun and said, indignantly, "Not at al. Merdly to make them
content with then-role as personal servants and forgetful of their homes. We would not want them to be

unhappy. They areintdligent beingd”

"And what would you do with Earth if we had awar?’

"We have had fifteen yearsto decide that,” said Devi-en. ™Y our world isvery rich iniron and has
developed afine sted technology. Sted, | think, would be your contribution." He Sighed. "But the

contribution would not make up for our expensein this case, | think. We have overwaited now by ten
yearsét least.”

The large-primate said, "How many races do you tax in thisway?"
"I do not know the exact number. Certainly, more than athousand.”

"Then you'rethelittle landlords of the Galaxy, are you? A thousand worlds destroy themselvesin order
to contribute to your welfare. Y ou're something el se, too, you know.” Thewild one's voice wasrising,
growing shrill. "Yourevultures.”

"Vultures?' said Devi-en, trying to place the word.

"Carrion-eaters. Birds that wait for some poor creature to die of thirst in the desert and then come down
to eat the body."

Devi-en fdt himsdf turn fault and sick at the picture conjured up for him. He said, weakly, "No, no, we
help the species”

"Y ou wait for the war to happen like vultures. If you want to help, prevent thewar. Don't save the
remnants. Savethemdl.”

Devi-en'stail twitched with sudden excitement. "How do we prevent awar? Will you tell me that?' What
was prevention of war but the reverse of bringing about awar? Learn one process and surely the other
would be obvious.

But thewild onefdtered. He said, findly, "Get down there. Explain the Stuation.”

Devi-en fdlt keen disgppointment. That didn't help. Besides—He said, "Land among you? Quite
impossble.” Hisskin quivered in haf adozen places at the thought of mingling with the wild onesin their
untamed billions.

Perhaps the sick look on Devi-en's face was so pronounced and unmistakabl e that the wild one could
recognize it for what it was even acrossthe barrier of species. Hetried to fling himself at the Human and
had to be caught virtudly in midair by one of the Mauvs, who held him immobile with an effortless
congtriction of biceps.

Thewild one screamed. "No. Just St here and wait! VVulture! Vulture! Vulture!”

It was days before Devi-en could bring himself to see the wild one again. He was dmost brought to
disrespect of the Archadministrator when the analysis of the mental makeup of these wild oneswas
mede.

Devi-en sad, boldly, "Surely there is enough to give some solution to our question.”



The Archadminigtrator's nose quivered, and his pink tongue passed over it meditatively. "A solution of a
kind, perhaps. | can't trust this solution. We are facing avery unusual species. We know that already.
We cant afford to make mistakes. Onething, at |east—we have happened upon a highly intelligent one.
Unless—unless heisat hisrace's norm." The Archadministrator seemed upset a that thought.

Devi-en said, "The creature brought up the horrible picture of that—that bird—that—"
"Vulture," said the Archadminigtrator.

"It put our entire mission into such adistorted light. | have not been able to eat properly since or deep. In
fact, | amafraid | will haveto ask to be relieved—"

"Not before we have completed what we have set out to do,” said the Archadministrator firmly. "Do you
think | enjoy the picture of—of carrion-eat—Y ou must collect more data."

Devi-en nodded, findly. He understood, of course. The Archadministrator was no more anxious to cause
anuclear war than any Human would be. He was putting off the moment of decision aslong aspossible.

Devi-en steded himsdlf for one more interview with the wild one. It turned out to be acompletely
unbearable one, and the last.

Thewild one had a bruise across his cheek as though he had been ressting the Mauvs again. In fact, it
was certain he had. He had done so numerous times before, and the Mauvs, despite their most earnest
attempts to do no harm, could not help but bruise him on occasion. One would expect thewild oneto
see how intensely they tried not to hurt him and to quiet hisbehavior asaresult. Insteed, it was asthough
the conviction of safety spurred him on to additiona resistance.

These large-primate species were vicious, vicious, thought Devi-en sadly.

For over an hour, theinterview hovered over usdess small talk, and then the wild one said with sudden
belligerence, "How long did you say you things have been here?!

"Fifteen of your years," said Devi-en.

"That figures. Thefirst flying saucers were sghted just after World War [1. How much longer before the
nuclear war?'

With automatic truth, Devi-en said, "We wish we knew," and stopped suddenly.

Thewild onesad, "I thought nuclear war wasinevitable. Last time you said you overstayed ten years.
Y ou expected the war ten years ago, didn't you?"

Devi-ensaid, "I can't discussthis subject.”

"No?' Thewild one was screaming. "What are you going to do about it? How long will you wait? Why
not nudgeit alittle? Don't just wait, vulture. Start one."

Devi-en jumped to hisfeet. "What are you saying?'

"Why ese are you waiting, you duty—" He choked on acompletely incomprehensible expletive, then
continued, breathlessly, "Isn't that what vultures do when some poor miserable animal, or man, maybe, is
taking too long to die? They can't wait. They come swirling down and peck out his eyes. They walt till
he's helplessand just hurry him dong the last step.”

Devi-en ordered him away quickly and retired to his deeping room, where he was sick for hours. Nor



did he degp then or that night. The word "vulture” screamed in hisears, and that find picture danced
before hiseyes.

Devi-en said firmly, "Y our Height, | can speak with the wild one no more. If you need still more data, |
cannot hdp you.”

The Archadministrator looked haggard. "I know. Thisvulture business—very difficult to take. Y et you
notice the thought didn't affect him. Large-primates are immune to such things, hardened, caloused. It is
part of their way of thinking Horrible."

"| can get you no more data."

"It'sdl right. | understand. Besides, each additiond item only strengthens the preliminary answer; the
answer | thought was only provisond; that | hoped earnestly was only provisond." He buried hishead in
hisgrizzled arms. "We have away to sart their nuclear war for them.”

"Oh?What need be done?"
"It issomething very direct, very smple. It issomething | could never have thought of. Nor you.”
"What isit, your Height?' Hefelt an anticipatory dread.

"What keeps them at peace now isthat neither of two nearly equal sides darestake the responsbility of
garting awar. If one sde did, however, the other—well, let's be blunt about it—would retdiate in full."

Devi-en nodded.

The Archadministrator went on. "If asingle nuclear bomb fell on the territory of either of thetwo sides,
the victimswould a once assume the other side had launched it. They would fedl they could not wait for
further attacks. Retaliation in full would follow within hours; the other sdewould retaiate initsturn.
Within weeksit would be over.”

"But how do we make one of them drop that first bomb."

"Wedont, Captain. That isthe point. We drop the first bomb ourselves.”
"What?" Devi-en swayed.

"That isit. Compute alarge-primate's mind, and that answer thrugsitsdlf a you."
"But how can we?'

"We assemble abomb. That is easy enough. We send it down by ship and drop it over some inhabited
locdlity—"

"Inhabited?"
The Archadministrator looked away and said uneasily, "The effect islost otherwise."

"l see" said Devi-en. Hewas picturing vultures; he couldn't help it. He visualized them aslarge, scaed
birds (likethe small harmlessflying crestures on Hurria, but immensaly large), with rubber-skinned wings
and long razor-hills, circling down, pecking a dying eyes.

His hands covered his eyes. He said shakily, "Who will pilot the ship? Who will launch the bomb?"



The Archadministrator's voice was no stronger than Devi-en's. "' don't know."

"l wont," said' Devi-en. "l can't. Thereisno Human who can, a any price."

The Archadministrator rocked back and forth miserably. " Perhaps the Mauvs could be given orders—"
"Who could give them such orders?'

The Archadminigtrator sighed heavily. "I will cdl the Council. They have dl the data. Perhapsthey will
suggest something.”

So after alittle over fifteen years, the Hurrians were dismantling their base on the other side of the Moon.

Nothing had been accomplished. The large-primates of the planet had not had their nuclear war; they
might never have,

And despite dl the future horror that might bring, Devi-en wasin an agony of happiness. Therewasno
point in thinking of the future. For the present, he was getting away from thismost horrible of horrible
worlds.

He watched the Moon fall away and shrink to a spot of light, dong with the planet, and the sun of the
system itsdlf till the whole thing was|ost among the congtellations.

It was only then that he could fed anything but relief. It was only then that he felt afirgt tiny twinge of
it-might-have-been.

He said to the .Archadminigtrator, "It might dl have been well if we had been more patient. They might
yet have blundered into nuclear war."

The Archadminigtrator said, "Somehow | doubt it The mentalic analysis of—"

He stopped, and Devi-en understood the wild one had been replaced on his planet with minima harm.
The events of the past weeks had been blanked out of his mind. He had been placed near asmall,
inhabited locality not far from the spot where he had been first found. Hisfellows would assume he had
been logt. They would blame hisloss of weight, his bruises, his amnesia upon the hardships he had
undergone.

But the harm done by him...

If only they had not brought him up to the Moon in thefirst place. They might have reconciled themselves
to the thought of starting awar. They might somehow have thought of dropping abomb and worked out
some indirect, long-distance system for doing so.

It had been the wild one's word picture of the vulture that had stopped it dl. It had ruined Devi-en and
the Archadministrator. When al data was sent back to Hurria, the effect on the Council itself had been
notable. The order to dismantle the base had come quickly.

Devi-ensad, "l will never take part in colonization again.”

The Archadminigtrator said, mournfully, "None of usmay ever haveto. The wild ones of that planet will
emerge and with large-primates and large-primate thinking loose in the Galaxy, it will mean theend
of—of—"

Devi-en's nose twitched. The end of everything; of al the good Hurria had donein the Galaxy; dl the
good it might have continued to do in the future.



He said, "We ought to have dropped—" and did not finish.

What was the use of saying that? They couldn't have dropped the bomb for al the Galaxy. If they could
have, they would have been large-primate themsalvesin their manner of thinking, and there are worse
things than merely the end of everything.

Devi-en thought of the vultures.
STRANGER STATION
By Damon Knight

Damon Knight is a dlender, soft-spoken man with a deceptively mild smile. He seems gentle and
relaxed, but behind the tranquil exterior there seethes a fiercely active mind. Knight has served
sciencefiction as an editor of magazines and anthologies, as a feared and respected critic, asa
trandator from the French, and as a leader of writers conferences and organizations. When not
engaged in any of these activities, he writes a little of the stuff himself. His short storiesare
marked by graceful style, stunning execution, and a profound understanding of character.

All these virtues are on display in the present work—plus a chilling portrayal of a weird
relationship between man and nonman. Few stories have captured the sense of differentnessin an
alien being as awesomely well asthis one.

The clang of metd echoed hollowly down through the Station's many vaulted corridors and rooms. Paul
Wesson stood listening for amoment as the rolling echoes died avay. The maintenance rocket was gone,
heading back to Home; they had left him donein Stranger Station.

Stranger Station! The nameitsdlf quickened hisimagination. Wesson knew that both orbital stations had
been named a century ago by the then-British administration of the satellite service, "Home" because the
larger, inner station handled the traffic of Earth and its colonies; " Stranger" because the outer station was
designed specificdly for dedlings with foreigners—beings from outside the solar system. But even that
could not diminish the wonder of Stranger Station, whirling out here done in the dark—waiting for its
once-in-two-decades visitor. ..

One man, out of al Sol'shillions, had the task and privilege of enduring the dien's presence when it
came. The two races, according to Wesson's understanding of the subject, were so fundamentally
different that it was painful for them to meet. Well, he had volunteered for the job, and he thought he
could handle it—the rewards were big enough.

He had gone through al the tests, and againgt his own expectations he had been chosen. The
maintenance crew had brought him up as dead weight, drugged in asurvival hamper; they had kept him
the same way while they did their work and then had brought him back to consciousness. Now they
were gone. Hewas alone.

But not quite.

"Welcome to Stranger Station, Sergeant Wesson," said a pleasant voice. 'Thisisyour aphanetwork
speaking. I'm hereto protect and serve you in every way. If there's anything you want, just ask me." It
was aneutra voice, with akind of professond friendlinessinit, like that of agood schoolteacher or rec

SUperVisor.

Wesson had been warned, but he was sill shocked at the human quality of it. The apha networks
were-the last word in robot brains—computers, safety devices, persona servants, libraries, al wrapped



up in one, with something so closeto "persondity” and "freewill” that expertswere still arguing the
guestion. They were rare and fantagtically expensive; Wesson had never met one before.

"Thanks," he said now, to the empty air. "Uh—what do | call you, by theway?| can't keep saying, 'Hey,
aphanetwork.™

"One of your recent predecessors called me Aunt Nettie," was the response.

Wesson grimaced. Alphanetwork—Aunt Nettie. He hated puns; that wouldn't do. "The aunt partisal
right," hesaid. "Suppose| cdl you Aunt Jane. That was my mother's sister; you sound like her, alittle
bit."

"l am honored,” said the invisible mechanism palitdy. "Can | serve you any refreshments now?
Sandwiches? A drink?"

"Not just yet," said Wesson. | think I'll look the place over firgt."

Heturned away. That seemed to end the conversation as far as the network was concerned. A good
thing; it was dl right to haveit for company, speaking when spoken to, but if it got talketive. ..

The human part of the Station wasin four segments: bedroom, living room, dining room, bath. Theliving
room was comfortably large and pleasantly furnished in greens and tans, the only mechanical notein it
was the big instrument console in one corner. The other rooms, arranged in aring around the living room,
weretiny; just space enough for Wesson, anarrow encircling corridor, and the mechanisms that would
serve him. The whole place was spotlessy clean, gleaming and efficient in spite of its twenty-year layoff.

Thisisthe gravy part of the run, Wesson told himself. The month before the alien came—good food, no
work, and an apha network for conversation. "Aunt Jane, I'll have asmal stesk now," he said to the
network. "Medium rare, with hashed brown potatoes, onions and mushrooms, and aglass of lager. Cal
mewhenit'sready."

"Right," said the voice pleasantly. Out in the dining room, the autochef began to hum and cluck
sdlf-importantly. Wesson wandered over and inspected the instrument console. Air locks were sedled
and tight, said the dids, the air was cycling. The station wasin orbit and rotating on its axis with aforce at
the perimeter, where Wesson was, of one g. The interna temperature of this part of the Station was an
even 73°.

The other sde of the board told a different story; al the dials were dark and dead. Sector Two,
occupying avolume some el ghty-eight thousand tunes as greet asthis one, was not yet functioning.

Wesson had avivid menta image of the Station, from photographs and diagrams—a five-hundred-foot
Duraumin sphere, onto which the shallow thirty-foot disk of the human section had been stuck
gpparently as an afterthought. The whole cavity of the sphere, very nearly—except for ahoneycomb of
supply and maintenance rooms and the al-important, recently enlarged vats—was one cramped chamber
for thedien...

"Steak'sready!” said Aunt Jane.

The steak was good, bubbling crisp outside the way he liked it, tender and pink inside. "Aunt Jane," he
sad with hismouth full, "thisis pretty soft, isn't it?"

"The teak?" asked the voice, with afamily anxious note.

Wesson grinned. "Never mind,” he said. "Listen, Aunt Jane, you've been through this routine—how many



times? Were you indaled with the Station, or what?*
"l was not indalled with the Station,” said Aunt Jane primly. "I have assisted at three contacts.”

"Um. Cigarette," said Wesson, dapping his pockets. The autochef hummed for amoment, and popped a
pack of G. I.'sout of avent. Wesson lighted up. "All right,” he said, "you've been through thisthree times.
Therearealot of thingsyou can tell me, right?’

"Oh, yes, certainly. What would you like to know?"

Wesson smoked, leaning back reflectively, green eyes narrowed. "Firet," he said, "read me the Pigeon
report—you know, from the Brief History. | want to seeif | remember it right.”

"Chapter Two," said the voice promptly. "First contact with anon-Solar intelligence was made by
Commander Ralph C. Pigeon on July 1, 1987, during an emergency landing on Titan. Thefollowingisan
excerpt from hisofficid report:

""While searching for a possible cause for our mentd disturbance, we discovered what appeared to be a
gigantic congtruction of metal on the far sde of the ridge. Our distress grew stronger with the approach to
this congtruction, which was polyhedra and gpproximately five timesthe length of the Cologne.

""'Some of those present expressed awish to retire, but Lt. Acuff and mysdlf had a strong sense of being
caled or summoned in some indefinable way. Although our unessiness was not lessened, we therefore
agreed to go forward and keep radio contact with the rest of the party while they returned to the ship.

""We gained access to the dien congruction by way of alarge, irregular opening... Theinterna
temperature was minus seventy-five degrees Fahrenheit; the atmosphere appeared to consist of methane
and ammonia. .. Insde the second chamber, an dien creature was waiting for us. We fdt the distress,
which | have tried to describe, to amuch greater degree than before, and aso the sense of summoning or
pleading... We observed that the creature was exuding athick yellowish fluid from certain joints or pores
inits surface. Though disgusted, | managed to collect asample of this exudate, and it was later forwarded
for andyss...'

"The second contact was made ten yearslater by Commodore Crawford's famous Titan Expedition—"

"No, that's enough,” said Wesson. "1 just wanted the Pigeon quote.” He smoked, brooding. "It seems
kind of chopped off, doesn't it? Have you got alonger version in your memory banks anywhere?"

Therewasapause. "No," said Aunt Jane.

‘Therewas more-to it when | wasakid," Wesson complained nervoudly. "l read that book when | was
twelve, and | remember along description of the alien—that is, | remember its being there.” He swung
around. "Listen, Aunt Jane—you're asort of universal watchdog, that right? Y ou've got cameras and
mikesdl over the Station?"

"Yes" sad the network, sounding—was it Wesson'simagination?—faintly injured.
"Wdll, what about Sector Two? Y ou must have cameras up there, too, isn't that so?"
"Wes"

"All right, then you can tell me. What do the dienslook like?!

There was adefinite pause. "I'm sorry, | can't tell you that," said Aunt Jane.



"No," said Wesson, "I didn't think you could. Y ou've got orders not to, | guess, for the same reason
those history books have been cut since | was akid. Now, what would the reason be? Have you got any
idea, Aunt Jane?"

There was another pause. "Yes," the voice admitted.

"Wdl?'

"I'm sorry, | cant—"

"—tdl you that," Wesson repeated dong with it. "All right. At least we know where we stand.”

"Y es, Sergeant. Would you like some dessert?

"No dessert. One other thing. What happens to Station watchmen, like me, after their tour of duty?"

"They are upgraded to Class Seven, studentswith unlimited leisure, and recelve outright gifts of seven
thousand stellors, plusfree Class One housing..."

"Yeah, | know al that,” said Wesson, licking hisdry lips. "But heréswhat I'm asking you. The onesyou
know—uwhat kind of shape werethey in when they left here?"

"The usud human shape," said the voice brightly. "Why do you ask, Sergeant?”

Wesson made a discontented gesture. " Something | remember from abull session at the Academy. |
can't get it out of my head; | know it had something to do with the Station. Just a part of asentence: ...
blind as abat and white bristlesal over..." Now, would that be a description of the dien—or the
watchman when they came to take him away?"

Aunt Jane went into one of her heavy pauses. "All right, I'll save you thetrouble,” said Wesson. "Y oure
sorry, you can't tell methat.”

"l am sorry," said the robot sincerdly.

Asthe dow days passed into weeks, Wesson grew aware of the Station almost as aliving thing. He
could fed itsreslient meta ribsenclosing him, lightly bearing hisweight with itsown asit swvung. He
could fed the waiting emptiness"up there," and he sensed the dert e ectronic network that spread around
him everywhere, watching and probing, trying to anticipate his needs.

Aunt Jane was amode companion. She had arecord library of thousands of hours of music; she had
filmsto show him, and microprinted books that he could read on the scanner in the living room; or if he
preferred, she would read to him. She controlled the Station's three telescopes, and on request would
give him aview of Earth or the Moon or Home...

But there was no news. Aunt Jane would obligingly turn on the radio receiver if he asked her, but nothing
except static came out. That was the thing that weighed most heavily on Wesson, as time passed—the
knowledge that radio silence was being imposed on dl shipsin trangt, on the orbital stations, and on the
planet-to-gpace tranamitters. It was an enormous, amost a crippling handicap. Some information could
be transmitted over relatively short distances by photophone, but ordinarily the whole complex traffic of
the space lanes depended on radio.

But this coming aien contact was so ddlicate athing that even aradio voice, out here where the Earth
was only atiny disk twice the size of the Moon, might upset it. It was so precarious athing, Wesson
thought, that only one man could be dlowed in the Station while the dien was there, and to give that man



the company that would keep him sane, they had to ingtal an alpha network...

"Aunt Jane?'

The voice answered promptly, "Yes, Paul."

"This digtress that the books talk about—you wouldn't know what it is, would you?"

"No, Paul."

"Because robot brainsdon't fed it, right?"

"Right, Paul."

"So tell me this—why do they need aman here a al?Why can't they get dong with just you?'

A pause. "'l don't know, Paul." The voice sounded faintly wistful. Were those gradations of toneredlly in
it, Wesson wondered, or was hisimagination supplying them?

He got up from the living room couch and paced restlessly back and forth. "Let'shave alook at Earth,”
he said. Obediently, the viewing screen on the console glowed into life: there was the blue Earth,
swimming deep below him, initsfirst quarter, jewd bright. "Switch it off,” Wesson said.

"A littlemusic?' suggested the voice, and immediately began to play something soothing, full of
woodwinds.

"No," said Wesson. The music stopped.
Wesson's hands were trembling; he had acaged and frustrated fedling.

Thefitted suit wasin itslocker beside the air lock. Wesson had been topside in it once or twice; there
was nothing to see up there, just darkness and cold. But he had to get out of this squirrel cage. He took
the suit down and began to get into it.

"Paul," said Aunt Jane anxioudy, "are you feding nervous?'
"Yes" hesnarled.
‘Then don't go into Sector Two," said Aunt Jane.

"Don't tell mewhat to do, you hunk of tin!" said Wesson with sudden anger. He zipped up the front of his
suit with avicious mation.

Aunt Janewas silent.
Seething, Wesson finished his check-off and opened the lock door.

Theair lock, an upright tube barely large enough for one man, was the only passage between Sector One
and Sector Two. It was dso the only exit from Sector One; to get herein thefirst place, Wesson had
had to enter the big lock at the "south” pole of the sphere, and travel dl the way down inside, by drop
hole and catwalk. He had been drugged unconscious at the time, of course. When the time came, he
would go out the same way; neither the maintenance rocket nor the tanker had any space, or time, to
spare.

At the "north" pole, opposite, there was athird air lock, this one so hugeit could easily have held an



interplanetary freighter. But that was nobody's business—no human being's.

In the beam of Wesson's helmet lamp, the enormous centrd cavity of the Station was an inky gulf that
sent back only remote, mocking glimmers of light. The near walls sparkled with hoarfrost. Sector Two
was not yet pressurized; there was only adiffuse vapor that had leaked through the airsedl and had long
since frozen into the powdery deposit that lined the walls. The metal rang cold under his shod feet; the
vast emptiness of the chamber was the more depressing because it-was airless, unwarmed and unlit.
Alone, said hisfootsteps; alone...

Hewasthirty yards up the catwalk when his anxiety suddenly grew stronger. Wesson stopped in spite of
himself and turned clumsly, putting his back to the wall. The support of the solid wall was not enough.
The catwalk seemed threatening to tilt underfoot, dropping Mm into the lightless gulf.

Wesson recognized this drained fegling, this metdllic taste a the back of histongue. It wasfear.
The thought ticked through his head: They want me to be afraid. But why? Why now? Of what?

Equdly suddenly, he knew. The nameless pressure tightened, like agreat fist closing, and Wesson had
the gppalling sense of something so huge that it had no limitsat dl, descending, with aterrible endless
swift downess...

It wastime.
Hisfirs month was up.
Thedien was coming.

AsWesson turned, gasping, the whole huge structure of the Station around him seemed to dwindle to the
gzeof an ordinary room—and Wesson with it, o that he seemed to himsdlf like atiny insect, frantically
scuttling down the wallstoward safety.

Behind him as heran, the Station boomed.

Inthe slent rooms, dl thelights were burning dimly. Wesson lay ill, looking at the celling. Up there his
imagination formed a shifting, changing image of the dien—huge, shadowy, formlessy menacing.

Sweat had gathered in globules on hisbrow. He stared, unable to look away.

"That was why you didn't want me to go topside, huh, Aunt Jane?" he said hoarsdly.

"Y es. The nervousnessisthefirst sgn. But you gave me adirect order, Paul.”

"I know it," he said vagudly, dtill staring fixedly at the calling. "A funny thing... Aunt Jane?'
"Yes, Paul?'

"Youwon't tell mewhat it lookslike, right?'

"No, Paul."

"I don't want to know. Ix>rd, | don't want to know... Funny thing, Aunt Jane, part of meisjust pure
funk—I'm so scared I'm nothing but ajely.”

"I know," said the voice gently.



"—And part isreal cool and cam, asif it didn't matter. Crazy, the things you think about. Y ou know?"
"What things, Paul 7'

Hetried to laugh. "I'm remembering akids party | went to twenty, twenty-five years ago. | was—let's
see—I| wasnine. | remember, because that was the same year my father died.

"Wewereliving in Dalasthen, in arented mobile house, and there was afamily in the next tract with a
bunch of redheaded kids. They were always throwing parties; nobody liked them much, but everybody
awayswent."

"Tel me about the party, Paul."

He shifted on the couch. "This one—this one was a Halloween party. | remember the girls had on black
and orange dresses, and the boys mostly wore spirit costumes. | was about the youngest kid there, and |
felt kind of out of place. Then dl of asudden one of the redheadsjumps up in askull mask, hollering,
'‘C'mon, everybody get ready for hide-and-seek." And he grabs me, and says, "You beit," and before |
can even move, he shoves meinto adark closet. And | hear that door lock behind me.”

Hemoigtened hislips. "And then—you know, in the darkness—I fed something hit my face. Y ou know,
cold and clammy, like—I don't know—something deed. ..

"l just hunched up on the floor of that closet, waiting for that thing to touch me again. Y ou know? That
thing, cold and kind of gritty, hanging up there. Y ou know what it was? A cloth glove, full of ice and bran
cered. A joke. Boy, that was onejoke | never forgot... Aunt Jane?'

"Yes, Paul."

"Hey, I'll bet you a pha networks made great psychs, huh?1 could lie here and tell you anything, because
you'rejust amachine—right?"

"Right, Paul," said the network sorrowfully.

"Aunt Jane, Aunt Jane.... It'sno use kidding myself dong. | can fed that thing up there, just a couple of
yardsaway."

"I know you can, Paul.”
"| can't gand it, Aunt Jane."
"Y ou canif you think you can, Paul.”

He writhed on the couch. "It's—it's dirty, it'sclammy. My God, isit going to be like that for five months?
| can't, it'll kill me, Aunt Jane.!"

There was another thunderous boom, echoing down through the structural members of the Station.
"What'sthat?' Wesson gasped. " The other ship—casting off?*

"Yes. Now he'sdone, just asyou are."
"Not like me. He can't be feding what I'm fegling. Aunt Jane, you don't know..."

Up there, separated from him only by afew yards of metd, the dien's enormous, monstrous body hung.
It wasthat poised weight, asreal asif he could touch it, that weighed down his chest.



Wesson had been a space dweller for most of hisadult life and knew even in hisbonesthat, if an orbital
station ever collgpsed, the"under” part would not be crushed but would be hurled away by itsown
angular momentum. Thiswas not the oppressiveness of planetside buildings, where the looming mass
above you seemed dways threatening to fal. Thiswas something €lse, completely distinct, and
impossibleto argue away.

It was the scent of danger, hanging unseen up there in the dark, waiting, cold and heavy. It wasthe
recurrent nightmare of Wesson's childhood—the bloated unreal shape, no-color, no-size, that kept on
hideoudy falling toward hisface... It wasthe dead puppy he had pulled out of the creek, that summer in
Dakota—wet fur, limp head, cold, cold, cold...

With an effort, Wesson rolled over on the couch and lifted himself to one elbow. The pressurewas an
inggtent chill weight on his skull; the room seemed to dip and swing around himin dow, dizzy circdles.

Wesson felt hisjaw muscles contorting with the strain as he knelt, then stood erect. His back and legs
tightened; his mouth hung painfully open. He took one step, then another, timing them to hit the floor asit
came upright.

Theright side of the console, the one that had been dark, was lighted. Pressure in Sector Two, according
to theindicator, was about one and athird atmospheres. The air-lock indicator showed adightly higher
pressure of oxygen and argon; that was to keep any of the alien atmosphere from contaminating Sector
One, but it dso meant that the lock would no longer open from elther side. Wesson found that irrational ly
comforting.

"Lemme see Earth," he gasped.

The screen lighted up as he stared into it. "It'salong way down,” he said. A long, long way down to the
bottom of that well... He had spent ten featureless years as a servo tech in Home Station. Before that,
he'd wanted to be a pilot, but had washed out the first year—couldn't take the math. But he had never
once thought of going back to Earth.

Now, suddenly, after al these years, that tiny blue disk seemed infinitely desirable.
"Aunt Jane, Aunt Jane, it's beautiful," he mumbled.

Down there, he knew, it was spring; and in certain places, where the edge of darknessretreated, it was
morning—awatery blue morning like the sealight caught in an agate, amorning with smoke and mig iniit,
amorning of gtillness and promise. Down there, lost years and miles away, sometiny dot of awoman
was opening her microscopic door to listen to an atom's song. Logt, lost, and packed away in cotton
wool, like a specimen dide—one spring morning on Earth.

Black miles above, so far that sixty Earths could have been piled one on another to make apolefor his
perch, Wesson swung in hisendless circlewithin acircle. Y et, vast asthe gulf beneath him was, dll
this—Earth, Moon, orbital gations, ships; yes, the Sun and dl the rest of his planets, too—wasthe
merest sniff of space, to be pinched up between thumb and finger.

Beyond—there was the true gulf. In that deep night, galaxies lay sorawled aglitter, piercing a distance that
could only be named in a meaningless number, acry of dismay: O... O... O...

Crawling and fighting, blasting with energies too big for them, men had come asfar as Jupiter. But if a
man had been tall enough to lie with his bootstoasting in the Sun and his head freezing at Pluto, ill he
would have been too smdll for that overwhel ming emptiness. Here, not at Pluto, was the outermost limit
of man'sempire; here the Outside tunneled down to meet it, like the pinched waist of an hourglass,; here,



and only here, the two worlds came near enough to touch. Ours—and Theirs.

Down at the bottom of the board, now, the golden did s were faintly dight, the needlestrembling ever so
litleon ther pins.

Deepinthevats, the vats, the golden liquid wastrickling down: " Though disgusted, | took a sample of
the exudate, and it was forwarded for analysis..."

Space-cold fluid, trickling down the bitter walls of the tubes, forming little poolsin the cups of darkness;
goldenly agleam there, hdf dive. The golden ixir. One drop of the concentrate would arrest aging for
twenty years—keep your arteries soft, tonus good, eyes clear, hair pigmented, brain aert.

That was what the tests of Pigeon's sample had showed. That was the reason for the whole crazy history
of the "dien trading post"—first ahut on Titan, then later, when people understood more about the
problem, Stranger Station.

Once every twenty years, an aien would come down out of Somewhere, and St in the tiny cage we had
made for him, and make us rich beyond our dreams—rich with life—and gtill we did not know why.

Above him, Wesson imagined he could see that sensed body awallow in the glacid blackness, its bulk
passvey turning with the Station's spin, bleeding achill gold into the lips of the tubes—drip... drop...

Wesson held his head. The pressureinside made it hard to think; it felt asif his skull were about to fly
gpart. "Aunt Jane," he said.

"Yes, Paul." Thekindly, comforting voice, like anurse. The nurse who stands beside your cot while you
have painful, necessary things done to you. Efficient, trained friendliness.

"Aunt Jane," said Wesson, "do you know why they keep coming back?"
"No," said thevoice precisdy. "It isamydery.”

Wesson nodded. "'l had," he said, "an interview with Gower before | left Home. Y ou know Gower?
Chief of the Outer-world Bureau. Came up especidly to seeme.”

"Yes?' said Aunt Jane encouragingly.

"Said to me, "Wesson, you got to find out. Find out if we can count on them to keep up the supply. You
know? Therésfifty million more of us, he says,than when you were born. We need more of the Suff,
and we got to know if we can count on it. Because,' he says, 'you know what would happen if it
stopped? Do you know, Aunt Jane?’

"It would be," said the voice, "acatastrophe.”

"That'sright,” Wesson said respectfully. "It would. Like, he saysto me, What if the peoplein the Nefud
areawere cut off from the Jordan Vdley Authority? Why, thered be millions dying of thirst in aweek.

"'Or what if the freighters stopped coming to Moon Base? Why,' he says, ‘thered be thousands starving
and smothering to death.’

"He says, 'Where the water is, where you can get food and air, people are going to settle and get
married, you know? And havekids.

"He says, 'If the so-caled longevity serum stopped coming..." Says, 'Every twentieth adult in the Sol
family isdue for his shot thisyear." Says, 'Of those, dmost twenty percent are one hundred fifteen or



older.’ Says, 'The deathsin that group in thefirst year would be at least three times what the actuarial
tablescal for." Wesson raised astrained face.

"I'm thirty-four, you know?" he said. "That Gower, he made mefed like ababy."
Aunt Jane made a sympathetic noise.

"Drip, drip," said Wesson hysterically. The needles of thetall golden indicators wereinfinitesmally higher.
"Every twenty years we need more of the stuff, so somebody like me hasto come out and take it for five
lousy months. And one of them has to come out and sit there, and drip. Why, Aunt Jane? What for?
Why should it matter to them whether we live along time or not? Why do they keep on coming back?
What do they take away from here?’

But to these questions, Aunt Jane had no reply.

All day and every day, the lights burned cold and steady in the circular gray corridor around the rim of
Sector One. The hard gray flooring had been deeply scuffed in that circular path before Wesson ever
walked there—the corridor existed for that only, like atreadmill in asquirrel cage. It said "Walk," and
Wesson waked. A man would go crazy if he sat ill, with that squirming, indescribable pressure on his
head; and so Wesson paced off the miles, al day and every day, until he dropped like adead man in the
bed at night.

Hetalked, too, sometimesto himsdlf, sometimesto the listening apha network; sometimesit was difficult
to tell which. "Mosson arock," he muttered, pacing. "'Told him, wouldn't give twenty millsfor any shell...
Little pebbles down there, dl colors" He shuffled onin silence for awhile. Abruptly: *I don't see why
they couldn't have given meacat.”

Aunt Jane said nothing. After amoment Wesson went on, "Nearly everybody at Home has a cat, for
God's sake, or agoldfish or something. You'redl right, Aunt Jane, but | can't see you. My God, | mean
if they couldn't send aman awoman for company—what | mean, my God, | never liked cats." He
swung around the doorway into the bedroom, and absentmindedly dammed hisfist into the bloody place
onthewall.

"But a cat would have been something,” he said.
Aunt Janewas il slent.

"Don't pretend your fedingsare hurt. | know you, you're only amachine," said Wesson. "Listen, Aunt
Jane, | remember acereal package one time that had a horse and a cowboy on the side. There wasn't
much room, so about al you saw was their faces. It used to strike me funny how much they looked dike.
Two ears on thetop with hair in the middle. Two eyes. Nose. Mouth with teeth in it. | was thinking,
we're kind of distant cousins, aren't we, us and the horses. But compared to that thing up there—we're
brothers. Y ou know?'

"Yes" sad Aunt Jane quietly.

"So | keep asking mysalf, why couldn't they have sent ahorse or acat instead of aman?But | guessthe
answer is because only aman could take what I'm taking. God, only aman. Right?"

"Right," said Aunt Jane with deep sorrow.

Wesson stopped at the bedroom doorway again and shuddered, holding onto the frame. "Aunt Jane," he
sadinalow, clear voice, "you take pictures of him up there, don't you?'



"Yes, Paul."
"And you take pictures of me. And then what happens? After it'sal over, who looks at the pictures?’
"I don't know," said Aunt Jane humbly.

"Y ou don't know. But whoever looks at ‘em, it doesn't do any good. Right? We got to find out why,
why, why... And we never do find out, do we?'

"No," said Aunt Jane.

"But don't they figure that if the man whao's going through it could see him, he might be ableto tell
something? That other people couldn't? Doesn't that make sense?”

"That's out of my hands, Paul."

He sniggered. "That'sfunny. Oh, that'sfunny." He chortled in histhroat, reding around the circuit.
"Yes, that'sfunny,” said Aunt Jane.

"Aunt Jane, tell me what hgppensto the watchmen.”

"I can't tell you that, Paul."

He lurched into the living room, sat down before the console, beat on its smooth, cold meta with hisfids.
"What are you, somekind of monster? Isn't there any blood in your veins, or oil or anything?'

"Please, Paul—"

"Don't you see, dl | want to know, can they talk? Can they tdll anything after their tour isover?”’

"No, Paul.”

He stood upright, clutching the console for balance. "They can't? No, | figured. And you know why?"
"No."

"Up there," said Wesson obscurely. "Moss on therock."”

"Paul, what?'

"We get changed," said Wesson, sstumbling out of the room again. "We get changed. Like apiece of iron
next to amagnet. Can't help it. Y ou—nonmagnetic, | guess. Goesright through you, huh, Aunt Jane?
Y ou don't get changed. Y ou Stay here, wait for the next one."

"Yes" said Aunt Jane.

"Y ou know," said Wesson, pacing, "1 can tell how he'slying up there. Head that way, tail the other. Am
[ right?' - "Yes" sad Aunt Jane.

Wesson stopped. "Yes" hesaid intently. "So you can tell me what you see up there, can't you, Aunt
Jane?'

"No. Yes. Itisn't dlowed."

"Ligten, Aunt Jane, we'll die unlesswe can find out what makes those dienstick! Remember that."



Wesson leaned againgt the corridor wall, gazing up. "He's turning now—around thisway. Right?'
"es"

"Well, what eseis he doing? Come on, Aunt Jane, tell me!™

A pause. "Heistwitching his—"

What?"

"l don't know the words."

"My God, my God," said Wesson, clutching his head, "of course there aren't any words." Heraninto the
living room, clutched the console, and stared at the blank screen. He pounded the metal with hisfigt.
"Y ou've got to show me, Aunt Jane, come on and show me—show me!”

"Itisn't dlowed,” Aunt Jane protested.

"Youvegot todoit just the same, or welll die, Aunt Jane—millions of us, billions, and itll beyour faullt,
getit? Your fault, Aunt Jane!"

"Please," said the voice. Therewas a pause. The screen flickered to life, for an instant only. Wesson had
aglimpse of something massive and dark, but half transparent, like amagnified insect—atangle of
namelesslimbs, whiplikefilaments, claws, wings...

He clutched the edge of the console.

"Wasthat dl right?" Aunt Jane asked.

"Of course! What do you think, it'll kill meto look at it? Put it back, Aunt Jane, put it back!™
Reluctantly, the screen lighted again. Wesson stared and went on staring. He mumbled something.
"What?' said Aunt Jane.

"Life of my love, | loathe thee," said Wesson, staring. He roused himsdlf after amoment and turned
away. Theimage of the dien stayed with him as he went redling into the corridor again; he was not
surprised to find that it reminded him of dl the loathsome, crawling, creeping things the Earth wasfull of.
That explained why he was not supposed to see the dien, or even know what it looked like—because
that fed hishate. And it was dl right for him to be afraid of the dien, but he was not supposed to hate
it... Why not? Why not?

Hisfingers were shaking. He felt drained, steamed, dried up and withered. The one daily shower Aunt
Jane alowed him was no longer enough. Twenty minutes after bathing the acid swest dripped again from
his armpits, the cold sweat was beaded on his forehead, the hot sweat wasin his pams. Wesson felt asif
there were afurnace inside him, out of control, al the dampers drawn. He knew that, under stress,
something of the kind did happen to aman; the body's chemistry was dtered—more adrenalin, more
glycogen in the muscles, eyes brighter, digestion retarded. That was the trouble—he was burning himself
up, unableto fight the thing that tormented him, nor run fromit.

After another circuit, Wesson's steps faltered. He hesitated, and went into the living room. He leaned
over the console, staring. From the screen, the dien stared blindly up into space. Down in the dark side,
the golden indicators had climbed: the vats were more than two thirdsfilled.

Tofight or run ...



Sowly Wesson sank down in front of the console. He sat hunched, head bent, hands squeezed tight
between his knees, trying to hold onto the thought that had cometo him.

If the dlien felt apain as great as Wesson's—or greater—
Stress might dter the dlien's body chemistry, too.
Life of my love, | loathe thee.

Wesson pushed the Irrelevant thought aside. He stared at the screen, trying to envisage the dlien up there,
wincing in pain and distress—sweating a golden swest of horror...

After along time, he stood up and walked into the kitchen. He caught the table edge to keep hislegs
from carrying him on around the circuit. He sat down.

Humming fondly, the autochef did out atray of smal glasses—water, orangejuice, milk. Wesson put the
water glassto his giff lips, the water was cool and hurt histhroat. Then the juice, but he could drink only
alittle of it; then he spped the milk. Aunt Jane hummed gpprovingly.

Dehydrated. How long had it been since he had eaten or drunk? He looked at his hands. They werethin
bundles of sticks, ropy-veined, with hard yellow claws. He could see the bones of hisforearms under the
skin, and his heart's beating tirred the cloth a his chest. The pale hairs on hisarms and thighs—were
they blond or white?

Theblurred reflectionsin the metd trim of the dining room gave him no answers—only palefaceess
smears of gray. Wesson fdt light-headed and very week, asif he had just ended about of fever. He
fumbled over hisribs and shoulder bones. Hewasthin.

He sat in front of the autochef for afew minutes more, but no food came out. Evidently Aunt Jane did not
think he was ready for it, and perhaps she was right. Wor se for them than for us, hethought dizzily.
That’s why the Station's so far out, why radio silence, and only one man aboard. They couldn't
stand it at all, otherwise... Suddenly he could think of nothing but deep—the bottomless pit, layer after
layer of smothering velvet, numbing and soft. .. Hisleg muscles quivered and twitched when hetried to
walk, but he managed to get to the bedroom and fall on the mattress. The resilient block seemed to
dissolve under him. His bones were melting.

He woke with aclear head, very week, thinking cold and clear: When two alien cultures meet, the
stronger must transform the weaker with love or hate. "Wesson's Law," he said doud. He looked
automaticaly for pencil and paper, but there was none, and he redlized he would haveto tell Aunt Jane,
and let her remember it.

"| don't understand,” she said.

"Never mind, remember it anyway. Y ou're good at that, aren't you?"
"Yes Paul."

"All right—I want some breskfast."

He thought about Aunt Jane, so nearly human, sitting up herein her metal prison, leading one man after
another through the torments of hell—nursemaid, protector, torturer. They must have known that
something would haveto give... But the dphas were comparatively new; nobody understood them very
well. Perhapsthey redly thought that an absol ute prohibition could never be broken.



... the stronger must transform the weaker ...

I'm the stronger, he thought. And that's the way it's going to be. He stopped at the console, and the
screen was blank. He said angrily, "Aunt Jane!" And with aguilty Sart, the screen flickered into life.

Up there, the dien had rolled again in his pain. Now the great clustered eyes were staring directly into the
camerg; the coiled limbsthreshed in pain; the eyes were staring, asking, pleading...

"No," said Wesson, fedling his own pain like an iron cap, and he dammed his hand down on the manua
control. The screen went dark. He looked up, sweating, and saw the flora picture over the console.

Thethick semswere like .antennag, the leaves thoraxes, the buds like blind insect eyes. Thewhole
picture moved dightly, endlesdy, inadow waiting rhythm.

Wesson clutched the hard meta of the console and stared at the picture, with swesat cold on his brow,
until it turned into acam, meaningless arrangement of lines again. Then he went into the dining room,
shaking, and sat down.

After amoment he said, "Aunt Jane, doesit get worse?'
"No. From now on, it gets better.”

"How long?" he asked vagudly.

"Onemonth."

A month, getting "better"—that was the way it had aways been, with the watchman swamped and
drowned, his personality submerged. Wesson thought about the men who had gone before him—Class
Seven citizenship, with unlimited leisure, and Class One housing. Y es, sure—in asanatorium.

Hislips peded back from histeeth, and hisfists clenched hard. Not me! he thought.

He spread his hands on the cool meta to steady them. He said, "How much longer do they usudly stay
abletotak?"

"Y ou are dreedy talking longer than any of them..."

Then there was a blank. Wesson was vaguely aware, in snatches, of the corridor walls moving past and
the console glimpsed and of athunderous cloud of ideas that swirled around his head in a beating of
wings. The diens—what did they want? And what happened to the watchmen in Stranger Station?

The haze receded alittle, and he wasin the dining room again, staring vacantly at the table. Something
waswrong.

He ate ,afew spoonfuls of the gruel the autochef served him, then pushed it away; the stuff tasted faintly
unpleasant. The machine hummed anxioudy and thrust a poached egg a him, but Wesson got up from
thetable.

The Station was dl but silent. The resting rhythm of the household machines throbbed inthe walls,
unheard. The blue-lighted living room was spread out before him like an empty stage setting, and Wesson
dared asif he had never seen it before.

He lurched to the console and stared down at the pictured alien on the screen—heavy, heavy, asprawl
with pain in the darkness. The needles of the golden indicators were high, the enlarged vats amost full.
It's too much for him, Wesson thought with grim satisfaction. The peace that followed the pain had not



descended as it was supposed to; no, not thistime!

He glanced up at the painting over the console—heavy crustacean limbsthat swayed gracefully inthe
sea...

He shook hishead violently. | won't let it; | won't give in! He held the back of one hand closeto his
eyes. He saw the dozens of tiny cuneiform wrinkles stamped into the skin over the knuckles, the pae
hairs sprouting, the pink shiny flesh of recent scars. I'm human, he thought. But when helet hishand fall
onto the console, the bony fingers seemed to crouch like crustaceans legs, ready to scuttle.

Sweating, Wesson stared into the screen. Pictured there, the dien met hiseyes, and it was asif they
spoke to each other, mind to mind, an instantaneous communication that needed no words. Therewasa
piercing sweetnessto it, amelting, dissolving luxury of change into something that would no longer have
any pain... A pull, acdling.

Wesson graightened up dowly, carefully, asif he held some fragile thing in hismind that must not be
handled roughly, or it would disintegrate. He said hoarsdly, "Aunt Jane!"

She made some responsive noise.

Hesad, "Aunt Jane, I've got the answer! Thewholething! Listen, now wait—listen!" He paused a
moment to collect histhoughts. “When two alien cultures meet, the stronger must transform the
weaker with love or hate. Remember? Y ou said you didn't understand what that meant. I'll tell you
what it means. When these—monsters—met Pigeon a hundred years ago on Titan, they knew wed have
to meet again. They're spreading out, colonizing, and so are we. We haven't got interstellar flight yet, but
give us another hundred years, wéelll get it. We'll wind up out there, where they are. And they can't
stop us. Because they're not killers, Aunt Jane, it isn't in them. They're nicer than us. See, they'relikethe
missionaries, and we're the South Sea ldanders. They don't kill their enemies, oh, no—perish the

thought!”

Shewastrying to say something, to interrupt him, but he rushed on. "Listen! The longevity serum—that
was alucky accident. But they played it for al it'sworth. Sick and smooth. They come and give usthe
stuff free—they don't ask for athing in return. Why not? Listen.

"They come here, and the shock of that first contact makes them sweat out that golden gook we need.
Then, the last month or so, the pain always eases off. Why? Because the two minds, the human and dien,
they stop fighting each other. Something gives way, it goes soft, and there's a mixing together. And that's
where you get the human casualties of this operation—the bleary men that come out of here not even
able to talk human language anymore. Oh, | suppose they're happy—happier than | am!—because
they've got something big and wonderful insde 'em. Something that you and | can't even understand. But
if you took them and put them together again with the dienswho spent time here, they could all live
together —they're adapted.

"That'swhat they're aiming for!" He struck the console with hisfist. "Not now—»but ahundred, two
hundred years from now! When we start expanding out to the stars—when we go a-conquering—well
have aready been conquered! Not by weapons, Aunt Jane, not by hate—by love! Yes, love! Dirty,
stinking, low-down, sneaking love!"

Aunt Jane said something, along sentence, in ahigh, anxious voice.
"What?' said Wesson irritably. He couldn't understand aword.

Aunt Jane was dlent. "What, what?' Wesson demanded, pounding the console. "Have you got it through



your tin head or not? What?'
Aunt Jane said something el se, tonelesdy. Once more, Wesson could not make out asingle word.

He stood frozen. Warm tears started suddenly out of hiseyes. "Aunt Jane—" he said. He remembered,
You are already talking longer than any of them. Too late? Too late? He tensed, then whirled and
sprang to the closet where the paper books were kept. He opened the first one his hand struck.

The black |etters were dien squiggles on the page, little humped shapes, without meaning.

The tears were coming faster, he couldn't top them—tears of weariness, tears of frustration, tears of
hate. " Aunt Jane!" he roared.

But it was no good. The curtain of slence had come down over his head. He was one of the
vanguard—the conquered men, the ones who would get along with their strange brothers, out among the
diendas.

The console was not working anymore; nothing worked when he wanted it. Wesson squatted in the
shower stall, naked, with a soup bowl in his hands. Water droplets glistened on his hands and forearms;
the pale short hairswere just springing up, drying.

Thedlvery skin of reflection in the bowl gave him back nothing but a slhouette, a shadow man's outline.
He could not see hisface.

He dropped the bowl and went across the living room, shuffling the pale drifts of paper underfoot. The
black lines on the paper, when his eye happened to light on them, were worm shapes, crawling things,
conveying nothing. Herolled dightly in hiswalk; his eyeswere glazed. His head twitched, every now and
then, sketching a useless motion to avoid pain.

Oncethe bureau chief, Gower, cameto stand in hisway. "Youfool," he said, hisface contorted in anger,
"you were supposed to go on to the end, like the rest. Now look what you've done!™

"I found out, didn't 17" Wesson mumbled, and as he brushed the man aside like a cobweb, the pain
suddenly grew more intense. Wesson clasped his head in his hands with a grunt, and rocked to and fro a
moment, usalesdly, before he straightened and went on. The pain was coming in waves now, so tal that
at their peak hisvision dimmed out, violet, then gray.

It couldn't go on much longer. Something had to burst.

He paused at the bloody place and dapped the metal with his palm, making the sound ring dully up into
the frame of the Station: rroom... rroom...

Faintly an echo came back: boo-oom...

Wesson kept going, smiling afaint and meaningless smile. He was only marking tune now, waiting.
Something was about to happen.

The kitchen doorway sprouted a sudden silI and tripped him. Hefdl heavily, diding on thefloor, and lay
without moving beneath the dick gleam of the autochef.

The pressure was too grest—the autochef's clucking was swallowed up in the ringing pressure, and the
tal gray wdlsbuckled dowly in...

The Station lurched.



Wesson fdlt it through his chest, pams, knees, and elbows: the floor was plucked away for an instant and
then siwung back.

Thepainin hisskull relaxed itsgrip alittle. Wesson tried to get to hisfeet.

There was an dectric Slence in the Station. On the second try, he got up and leaned hisback against a
wadl. Cluck, said the autochef suddenly, hystericaly, and the vent popped open, but nothing came out.

He ligtened, straining to hear. What?

The Station bounced beneath him, making hisfeet jump like a puppet's, the wall dapped his back hard,
shuddered, and was dtill; but far off through the metal cage came along angry groan of metd, echoing,
diminishing, dying. Then slenceagain.

The Station held its breath. All the myriad clicking's and pulsesin the walls were suspended; in the empty
roomsthe lights burned with ayellow glare, and the air hung stagnant and sill. The consolelightsin the
living room glowed like witch fixes. Water in the dropped bowl, at the bottom of the shower sdl, shone
like quicksiIver, waiting.

Thethird shock came. Wesson found himself on his hands and knees, the jolt ill tingling in the bones of
his body, staring at the floor. The sound that filled the room ebbed away dowly and ran down into the
slences—aresonant metdlic sound, shuddering away now aong the girders and hull plates, rattling tinnily
into bolts and fittings, diminishing, noiseless, gone. The silence pressed down again.

Thefloor legped painfully under his body, one greet resonant blow that shook him from head to foot.

A muted echo of that blow came afew seconds later, asif the shock had traveled across the Station and
back.

The bed, Wesson thought, and scrambled on hands and knees through the doorway, dong a floor
curioudy tilted, until he reached the rubbery block.

Theroom burst visibly upward around him, squeezing the block flat. It dropped back asviolently, leaving
Wesson bouncing helplesdy on the mattress, hislimbsflying. It cameto rest, in along reluctant groan of
metd.

Wesson rolled up on one ebow, thinking incoherently, Air, the air lock. Another blow dammed him
down into the mattress, pinched hislungs shut, while the room danced grotesquely over his head.
Gasping for breath in the ringing silence, Wesson felt adow icy chill rolling toward him acrossthe
room—and there was a pungent smell intheair. Ammonia! he thought, and the odorless, smothering
methanewithit.

His cell was breached. The burst membrane was fata—the dien's atmosphere would kill bun.

Wesson surged to hisfeet. The next shock caught him off balance, dashed him to the floor. He arose
again, dazed and limping; hewas till thinking confusedly, The air lock—get out.

When he was halfway to the door, al the ceiling lights went out at once. The darknesswas like a blanket
around his head. It was bitter cold now in the room, and the pungent smell was sharper. Coughing,
Wesson hurried forward. The floor lurched under hisfeet.

Only the golden indicators burned now—full to the top, the deep vats brimming, golden-lipped, gravid, a
month before the time. Wesson shuddered.



Water spurted in the bathroom, hissing steadily on thettiles, rattling in the plastic bowl at the bottom of the
shower gdl. Thelight winked on and off again. In the dining room, he heard the autochef clucking and
sghing. Thefreezing wind blew harder; he was numb with cold to the hips. It seemed to Wesson abruptly
that he was not at the top of the sky at dl, but down, down at the bottom of the sea—trapped in this
stedl bubble, while the dark poured in.

The painin hishead was gone, asif it had never been there, and he understood what that meant: Up
there, the great body was hanging like butcher's carrion in the darkness. Its death struggles were over,
the damage done.

Wesson gathered a desperate breath, shouted, "Help me! The dien's dead! He kicked the Station
gpart—the methane's coming in! Get help, do you hear me? Do you hear me?'

Silence. In the smothering blackness, he remembered: She can't understand me anymore. Even if she's
alive.

He turned, making an anima noisein histhroat. He groped hisway on around the room, past the second
doorway. Behind the walls, something Was dripping with adow cold tinkle and splash, aforlorn night
sound. Small, hard, floating things rapped againgt his legs. Then he touched a smooth curve of meta—the
ar lock.

Eagerly he pushed his feeble weight against the door. It didn't move. Cold air was rushing out around the
door frame, athin knife-cold stream, but the door itself was jammed tight.

The suit! He should have thought of that before. If he just had some pure air to breathe and alittle
warmthin hisfingers... But the door of the suit locker would not move, ether. The ceilling must have
buckled.

And that was the end, he thought, bewildered. There were no more ways out. But there had to be... He
pounded on the door until hisarmswould not lift anymore; it did not move. Leaning agains the chill
metal, he saw asinglelight blink on overhead.

The room was awild place of black shadows and swimming shapes—the book leaves, fluttering and
darting inthe air stream. Schools of them beat wildly a thewalls, curling over, baffled, trying again;
others were swooping around the outer corridor, around and around; he could see them whirling past the
doorways, dreamlike, awhite drift of slent paper in the darkness.

The acrid smell was harsher in his nogtrils. Wesson choked, groping hisway to the console again. He
pounded it with his open hand, crying weakly—he wanted to see Earth.

But when the little square of brightness|eagped up, it was the dead body of the dien that Wesson saw.

It hung motionlessin the cavity of the Station, limbs dangling stiff and till, eyesdull. Thelast turn of the
screw had been too much for it. But Wesson had survived...

For afew minutes.

The dead dien face mocked him; awhigper of memory floated into hismind: We might have been
brothers... All a once Wesson passionately wanted to believe it—wanted to give in, turn back. That
passed. Wearily helet himsdlf sag into the bitter now, thinking with thin defiance, It's done—hate wins.
You'll have to stop this big giveaway—can't risk this happening again. And we'll hate you for that
—and when we get out to the stars—

The world was swvimming numbly away out of reach. Hefet thelast fit of coughing take hisbody, asif it



were happening to someone el se besides him.
The last fluttering leaves of paper cameto rest. There was along silence in the drowned room.
Then:

"Paul," said the voice of the mechanica woman brokenly; "Paul,” it said again, with the hopel essness of
logt, unknown, impossible love.

LOWER THAN ANGELS
By AlgisBudrys

When we meet the aliens, how will we communicate with them? A standard piece of s-f equipment
isgenerally offered as the answer: the "thought-converter." Most writers are content to haul the
thought-converter fromthe closet, put it on their characters heads, and let the conversation
commence. One of the special features of this story is the care with which its author has depicted
the communication problems that will be cropping up even when the handy thought-converter is
available. He examines a deeper problem, too: how, when we drop down from the heavens to visit
the inhabitants of other worlds, can we keep them from thinking of us as gods?

Algis Budrys, who has the general dimensions of an outstanding fullback and the story-telling
ability of a master, was born in Lithuania in the decade befor e the outbreak of the Second World
War and has spent most of hislife in the United States. Snce 1952 s-f readers have relished scores
of his short stories and such thoughtful, searching novels as Rogue Moon and Who?

Thiswas amost the end: Fred Imbry, standing tiredly at the jungl€'s edge, rel eased the anchoring field.
Streaming rain immediately began coming down on the parked sub-ship on the beach. The circle of sand
formerly included in the field now began to splotch, and the sea dashed awave againgt the landing jacks.
The frothing water ran up the beach and curled around Imbry's ankles. In amoment, the sand was as wet
asthough nothing had ever held that bit of seashore free.

Thewind was il at storm force. Under the boiling gray sky, the craft shivered from haf-buried landing
jacks to needle-nosed prow. Soggy fronds plastered themselves againgt the hull with sharp, liquid daps.

Imbry trudged across the sand, dopping through the water, wiping rain out of hisface. He opened the
sub-ship'sairlock hatch and stopped, turning for onelook back into the jungle.

His exhausted eyes were sunk deep into his face. He peered woodenly into the jungl€'s surging
undergrowth. But there was no sign of anyone's having followed him; they'd let him go. Turning back, he
hoisted himsdlf aboard the ship and shut the hatch behind him. He opened the inside hatch and went
through, leaving wet, sandy footprints across the deck.

Helay down in his piloting couch and began methodicaly checking off the board. When it showed green
al around, he energized his starting engines, waited a bit, and moved his power switch to Atmospheric.

The earsplitting shriek of the jet throats beat back the crash of the sea and the keening of thewind. The
jungletrees jerked away from the explosion of billowing air, and even the searecoiled. The ship danced
off the ground, and the landing jacks thumped up into their recesses. The sand poured out a shroud of
towering steam.

The throttles advanced, and Imbry ascended into Heaven on apillar of fire.
Almogt a the beginning, aweek earlier, Fred Imbry had been sitting in the Sainte Mari€'s briefing room



for thefirgt timein hislife, having been aboard the mother ship alittle less than two weeks. He sat*there
staring up at Lindenhoff, whose reputation had long ago made him one of Imbry's heroes, and hated the
carefully schooled way the Assignment Officer could creste the impression of ajudgment and capacity he
didn't have.

Around Imbry, the other contact crewmen were listening carefully, taking notes on their thigh pads as
Lindenhoffs pointer rapped the schematic diagram of the solar system they'd just moved into. Part of
Imbry's hatred was directed at them, too. Incompetents and cowards though most of them were, they till
knew Lindenhoff for what he was. They'd dl served under him for along time. They'd al been exposed
to hisdramatics. They joked about them. But now they were sitting and listening for al the world asif
Lindenhoff was what he pretended to be—the fearless, resourceful leader in command of the vas,
idedlistic enterprise that was embodied in the Sainte Marie. But then, the mother ship, too, and the
corporation that owned her, were just as rotten at the core.

Lindenhoff was abear of aman. He was dressed in iron-gray coverdls, squat, thick, powerful-looking,
he moved back and forth on the raised platform under the schematic. With the harsh overhead lighting,
his close-cropped skull looked almost bald; naked and strong, aturret set on the short, seamed pillar of
his neck. A thick white scar began over hisright eye, crushed down through the thick jut of his brow
ridge, the mashed arch of hisblunt nose, and ended on the staved-in cheekbone under hisleft eye.
Except for the scar, hisface was burned brown and leathery, and even hislipswere only adifferent
shade of brown. The bright gold color of his eyebrows and the yellow straw of hislashes came closeto
glowing' in contrast.

Hisvoice was pitched deep. He talked in short, rumbled sentences. Histhick arm jerked sharply each
time he moved the pointer.

"Coogan, youregoinginto V. You've studied the agrid surveys. No animd life. No vegetation. All
naked rock where it isn't water. Take Petrick with you and do amineralogica survey. You'vegot a
week. If you hit anything promising, I'll extend your schedule. Don't go drawing any wesgpons. No moren
it takesto keep you happy, anyhow. Jusek's going to need 'emon VI1."

Imbry's mouth twitched in disgust. The lighting. The platform on which Lindenhoff was shambling back
and forth, never sumbling even when he stepped back without looking behind him. The dimensions of
that platform must be clearly imprinted in hismind. Every step was planned, every gesture practiced. The
sunburn, laid down by abattery of lamps. The careful tailoring of the coveralsto make that ursine body
look taller.

Coogan and Petrick. The coward and the secret drunkard. Petrick had |eft a partner to die on a plague
world. Coogan had shot hisway out of a screaming herd of reptiles on histhird contact mission—and
had never gone completely unarmed, anywhere, in the ten years since.

The rest of them were no better. Ogin had certified a planet worthless. A year later, asmall scavenger
company had found afortunein wolfram not six miles away from his old campsite. Lindenhoff hadn't seen
fit to fire him. Kenton, the foul-minded pathological liar. Maguire, who hated everything that walked or
flew or crept, who ripped without pity at every world he contacted, and whose round face, with its
boyish smile, was dways broadcast dong with ablushingly modest interview whenever the Sainte
Mari€'s latest job of opening up anew solar system was covered by the news programs.

Most of those programs, Imbry'd found out in the short time he'd been aboard, were bought and paid for
by the Sainte Marie Development Corporation's public relations branch.

Histhin hands curled up into tight knots.



The mother ships and the men who worked out of them were the legends of this generation—uwith the
Sainte Marie foremost among them. Congtantly working outward, putting system after system insde the
known universe, they were the bright hungry wave of mankind reaching out to gather in the stars. The
men were the towering figures marching into the wilderness—the men who died unprotestingly in the
thousand trapslaid by the unknown darkness beyond the Edge; the men who best their way through the
jungles of the night, leaving broad roads behind them for civilization to follow.

He had come aboard this ship like aman fulfilling a dream—and found Coogan sitting in the crew lounge.

"Imbry, huh? Pull up achair. My name's Coogan.” He was whipcord |lean; awiry, broad-mouthed man
with atough, easy grin and live brown eyes. "TSN man?'

Imbry'd shaken his hand before he sat down. It felt alittle unred, actualy meeting aman held heard so
much about, and having him act asfriendly asthis.

"That'sright,” Imbry said, trying to sound as casua as he could under the circumstances. Except for
Lindenhoff and possibly Maguire, Coogan was the man he most admired. "My enlisment findly ran out
last week. | was arescue specidis.”

Coogan nodded. "We get some good boysthat way." He grinned and chuckled. "So Old Smiley dipped
you atria contract and hereyou are, huh?"

"Old Smiley?"

"Personnel manager. Glad hand, looks sincere, got distinguished white hair."
"Oh. Mr. Redstone.”

Coogan grinned. "Sure. Mr. Redstone. Well—think you'l like it here?!

Imbry nodded. "It lookslikeit," he said carefully. He realized he had to keep his enthusasm ruthlesdy
under control, or else gppear to be completely calow and juvenile. Even before he'd known what hed
do after he got out, he'd been counting the days until his TSN enlistment expired. Having the Corporation
offer him a contract on the day of his discharge had been atremendous unexpected bonus. If held been
sixteen instead of twenty-six, he would have said it was the greatest thing that could have happened to
him. Being twenty-sx, he said, "I figureit'sagood ded."

Coogan winked a him. ™Y ou're not just kiddin', friend. Were on our way out to a system that looks
pretty promising. Old Sainte Mari€'sin a position to declare another dividend if it pays off." He rubbed
his thumb and forefinger together. "And how | do enjoy those dividends! Do agood job, lad. Do a
bang-up job. Baby needs new shoes.”

"| don't follow you."

"Buddy, | got haf of my pay sunk into company stock. So do the rest of these guys. Couple years more,
and | can get off thisbarge, settle down, and just cash checks every quarter for therest of my life. And
laugh like afool every time | hear about you birds goin' out to earn me some more.”

Imbry hadn't known what to make of it, at first. HEd mumbled an answer of somekind. But, listening to
the other men talking—Petrick, with the alcohol puffing out on his breath; Kenton, making grandiose
plans, Maguire, sneering coldly; Jusek, snglemindedly sharpening his bush knife—he'd gradudly redlized
Coogan wasn't an exception in this crew of depraved, vicious fakes. Listening to them talk about the
Corporation itslf, held redlized, too, that the "pioneers of civilization™" line was something reserved for the
bought-and-paid-for write-ups only. He wasn't dewy-eyed. He didn't expect the Corporation to bein



businessfor its health. But neither had he expected it to be totally cynica and grasping, completely
indifferent to whether anyone ever settled the areasit skimmed of their firgt fruits.

Helearned, in ashatteringly short time, just what the contact crew men thought of each other, of the
Corporation, and of humanity. They carped at, gossped about, and despised each other. They took the
Corporation's stock as part of their pay, and exploited al the more ruthlessly for it. They jockeyed for
favored assgnments, brought back as" souvenirs' anything vauable and sufficiently portable on the
worldsthey visted, and cordidly hated the crews of al theriva mother ships. They werent
pioneers—they were looters, squabbling among themsalves for the biggest share, and they made Imbry’s
somach turn.

They were even worse than most of the TSN officers and men held known.

"Imbry."

Helooked up. Lindenhoff was standing, arms akimbo, under the schematic at the head of the briefing
room.

"Yes?' Imbry answered tightly.
"Youtakell. It'sarain-forest world. Humanoid inhabited.”
"I've studied the surveys.”

Lindenhoff's heavy mouth twitched. "1 hope so. Y ou're going aone. There's nothing the natives can do to
you that you won't be able to handle. Conversely, there's nothing much of any value on the planet. Youll
contact the natives and try to get them started on some kind of civilization. Y ou'll explain what the Terran
Unionis, and the advantages of trade. They ought to be able to grow some luxury agricultura products.
See how they'd respond toward devel oping atechnology. If Coogan turns up someindustria oreson |V,
they'd make agood market, in time. That's about the general idea. Nobody expects you to accomplish
much—just push ‘em in theright direction. Take two weeks. All straight?!

"Yes." Imbry fdt hisjawstightening. Something for nothing, again. First the Corporation developed a
market, then it sold it the ores it found on aneighboring world.

No, he wasn't angry about having been given an assgnment that couldn't go wrong and that wouldn't
matter much if it did. He was quite happy about it, because he intended to do aslittle for the Corporation
as he could.

"All right, that's about it, boys," Lindenhoff finished up. He stepped off the platform and the lights above
the schematic went out. "Y ou might aswell draw your equipment and get Sarted. The quicker it dl gets
done, the quicker well get pad.”

Coogan dapped him on the back asthey walked out on the flight deck. "Remember what | said,” he
chuckled. "If therésany ambition in the gooks at dl, shoveit hard. Me, I'm going to be looking mighty
hard for something to sdll 'em.”

"Yeah, surel" Imbry snapped,
Coogan looked at him wide-eyed. "What's egting you, boy?'

Imbry took a deep breath. "Y ou're eating me, Coogan. Y ou and the rest of the setup.” He stopped and
glared tensaly at Coogan. "'l sgned acontract. I'll do what I'm obligated to. But I'm getting off this ship
when | come back, and if | ever hear about you birdsagain, I'll spit on the sdewak when| do."



Coogan reddened. He took a step forward, then caught himself and dropped his hands. He shook his
head. "Imbry, I've been watching you go sour for the last week. All right, that's the bresks. Old Smiley
made amigtake. It's not the first time—and you could have fooled me, too, at first. What's your gripe?’

"What d'you think it is? How about Lindenhoff's giving you Petrick for apartner?”
Coogan shook his head again, perplexed. "I don't follow you. HEs ageologit, isn't he?!

Imbry stared a him in astonishment. Y ou don't follow me?* Coogan was the one who'd told him about
Petrick's drinking. He remembered the patronizing lift to Coogan's lip as he looked across the lounge at
the white-faced, muddy-eyed man walking unsteadily through the room.

"Let'smoveaong,” Lindenhoff said from behind them.

Imbry half turned. He looked down at the Assignment Officer in surprise. He hadn't heard the man
coming. Neither had Coogan. Coogan nodded quickly.

"Just going, Lindy." Throwing another baffled glance a Imbry, he trotted across the deck toward his
sub-ship, where Petrick was standing and waiting.

"Goon, son,” Lindenhoff said. ™Y ou're holding up the show.”
Imbry felt the knotted tension straining at histhroat. He snatched up his pack,

"All right," he said harshly. He strode over to his ship, skirting out of the way of thelittle trucks that were
humming back and forth around the ships, carrying supplies and maintenance crewmen. The flight deck
echoed back to the clangs of dammed access hatches, the crash of adropped wrench, and the soft whir
of truck motors. Maintenance men were running back and forth, completing final checks, and armorers
struggled with the heavy belts of ammunition being loaded into the guns on Jusek's ship. Inthe harsh glare
of work lights, Imbry climbed up through his hatch, dammed it shut, and got up into his control
compartment.

The ship was adightly converted modd of the standard TSN carrier scout.

He fingered the controls distastefully. Grimacing, he jacked in his communication leads and contacted the
tower for acheck. Then he set up hisflight plan in the ballistic compuiter, interlocked his AutoNav, and
sat back, waiting.

Lindenhoff and hisfearsome scar. Souvenir of danger on afrontier world? Badge of courage? Symbol of
intrepidness?

Actualy, hed gotten it when a piece of scaffolding fell on him during aproduction of A Midsummer
Night's Dream, well before he ever came aboard the Saint Marie.

Theflight deck cleared. Imbry set hisship'scirculators. The flight-deck alarm blasted into life.

The deck canopy did aside, and the flight deck's air billowed out into space. Imbry energized hismain
drive.

"Imbry clear for launch.”
"Check, Imbry. Launchin ten."

He counted down, braced back againgt his couch. The catapult rammed him up off the deck, and hefired
his engines. He rose high above the Sainte Marie, hovering, and then the ship nosed down and hetrailed



awake of fire across the spangled night, in toward the foreign sun.

Almost from poleto pole, World |1 was the deep, lush color of rain-forest vegetation. Only at the higher
latitudes was it interspersed with the surging brown-green of prairie grass and bush country, tapering into
something like atemperate ecology at the very "top" and "bottom" of the planet. Where there was no
land, there was the deeper, bluer, green of the sea. And on the sea, again, the green of idands.

Imbry balanced his ship on end, drifting dowly down. He wanted agood look and along look.

Histraining in the TSN had fitted him admirably for thisjob. Admirably enough so that he depended
more on his own observation than he did on the aerid survey results, which had been fed raw into a
computer and emerged as a digested judgment on the planet's ecology and population, and the probable
dtate and nature of its culture. The TSN gpplied thisjudgment from amilitary standpoint. The
Corporation gpplied it to contact work. Imbry's experience had never known it to go far wrong. But he
distrusted things mechanical, and so he hung in the sky for an hour or more, checking off
promising-looking Sites as they passed under him—and giving his bitterness and dislluson timeto
evaporate.

Down there was arace that had never heard of any people but itsdlf; arace to which large portions of
even its own planet must be unknown and enigmatic. A fairly happy race, probably. And if the
Corporation found no significance in that, Imbry did. He was going to be their first touch with the
incredible vastnessin which they floated, and whatever he could do to smooth the shock and make their
future easier, he meant to do, to the best of hisability. And if the Corporation had no fedings, hedid. If
there was no idealism aboard the Sainte Marie, therewas somein him.

Findly, he picked an area on the eastern shore of the principa continent and drifted down toward it,
dipping in over the swelling expanse of an idand-speckled ocean. Following the curve of achain of atolls
extending dmost completely acrossthe sea, helogt dtitude steadily, finding it possible now, with some of
thetension draining out of him, to enjoy the amost effortless drift through the quiet sky and the quick
responsiveness of his ship. It wasn't quite as held dreamed it, but it was good. The mother ship wasfar
away, and here on this world he was aone, coming down just above the tops of the breakers, now,
settling gently on abroad and gleaming beach.

The anchoring field switched on, and bored down until it found bedrock. The sand around the ship
pressed down in ashalow depression. Imbry turned away from the beach and began to walk into the
jungle, his detectors and pressor fieldstingling out to dl sides of him. Hewalked dowly in the direction of
avillage, wearing his suit with its built-in equipment, with his helmet dung back between his shoul der
blades.

Thejunglewastypica rain forest. There were treeswhich met the climatic conditions, and therefore
much resembled ordinary pams. The same was true of the thick undergrowth, and, from the sound of
them, of the avian fauna. The chatter in the treeswas not quite as harsh asthe Terrestria version, nor as
ghrill. From thelittle held seen, that seemed typica—adightly more leisurdly, dightly gentler world than
the Pacific belt of Earth. He walked dowly, as much from quiet enjoyment as from caution. Overhead,
the sky was awarm blue, with soft clouds hanging over the atolls at the horizon. The jungle ran with
bright color and deep, cool green. Imbry'sface lost its drawn-up tension, and hiswalk became relaxed.

Hefound atrall in avery short time, and began following it, trusting to his detectors and not looking
around except in sun-pie curiosity. And quite soon after that, his detector field pinged, and the pressor
pushed back againgt the right side of his chest. He turned it down, stopped, and looked in that direction.
Thefield was set for sentient life only, and he knew he was about to meet hisfirst native. He switched on
hislinguistic computer and walited.



The native, when he stepped out on thetrail, was almost humanoid enough to passfor a Terredtrid. His
earswere st a bit differently, and his musculature was not quite the same. It was dso impossibleto
estimate his age, for none of the usud Terredtria clues' were gpplicable. But those were the only
differences Imbry could see. His skin was dark enough so there was no mistaking him for a
Caucasan—if you gpplied human standards—but a greet dedl of that might be smple suntan. Hishair
was light brown, grew out of hisscalp in an ordinary fashion, and had been cut. He was wearing a short,
skirtlike garment, with aperfectly ordinary navel showing aboveit in aflat somach. The pattern of his
wrap-around was of the blocky type to which woven patterns are limited, and it was bright, in imitation
of theformsand colorsavailablein thejungle.

Helooked at Imbry silently out of intelligent black eyes, with atentative smile on hismouth. He was
carrying nothing in his open hands, and he seemed neither upset nor timid.

Imbry had to wait until he spoke first. The computer had to have something to work with. Meanwhile, he
smiled back. His TSN training had prepared him for Situations exactly like this. In exercises, hed
duplicated this Situation a dozen times, usualy with ET's much more fearsome and much less human. So
he merely smiled back, and there was no tension or misgiving in the amosphere at dl. Therewasonly an
odd, childlike shynesswhich, once broken, could only lead to an invitation to come over to the other
fdlow'shouse.

The native's smile broadened, and he raised one hand in greeting, breaking into soft, liquid speech that
seemed to run on and on without stopping, for many syllables at atime.

The native finished, and Imbry had to wait for histrandator to make up itsmind. Findly, it whispered in
hisear.

"Thisis necessarily arough computation. The communication is probably: Hello. Are you a god? (That's
an approximation. He means something between ancestor and deity.) I'm very glad to meet you."

Imbry shook his head at the native, hoping this culture didn't take that to mean "yes."
"No," he said to the computer, "I'm an explorer. And I'm glad to meet you.” He continued to smile.

The computer hummed softly. " Explorer isinapplicable asyet,” it told Imbry. It didn't have the
vocabulary built up.

The native waslooking curioudy at thelittle box of the computer sitting on Imbry's shoulder.’ His
jungle-trained ears were sharp, and he could obvioudy hear at least the sihilants asit whispered. His
curiogty wasfriendly and intelligent; he seemed intrigued.

"All right, try: I'mlike you. Hello," Imbry told the computer.
The trandator spoke to the native. He looked at Imbry in gentle unbelief and answered.

Thistime, it was easier. Thetrandator sank itsteeth into this new material, and after amuch shorter lag,
without qudification, gave Imbry the native's communication, in its colloquia English, somewhat flavored:

"Obvioudy, you're not like me very much. But well straighten that out later. Will you stay inmy village for
awhile?'

Imbry nodded, to register the significance of the gesture. "1'd be glad to. My name's Imbry. What's
yours?'

"Good. I'm Tylus. Will you walk with me? And who's thelittle ancestor on your shoulder?’



Imbry walked forward, and the native waited until they were afew feet apart and then began leading the
way down thetrail.

"That's not an ancestor,” Imbry tried to explain. "It'samachine that changes your speech into mine and
mineinto yours." But the trandator broke down completely at that. The best it could offer to do wasto
tell Tylusthat it was alever that talked. And your speech and my speech were concepts Tylussimply
did not have.

Indl conscience, Imbry had to cance that, so he contented himsalf with saying it was not an ancestor.
Tylusimmediately asked which of Imbry's respected ancestorsit would beif it were an ancestor, and it
was obviousthat the native regarded Imbry as being, in many respects, acharming liar. But it was aso
plain that charming liars were accorded due respect in Tyluss culture, so thetwo werefairly well
acquainted by the time they reached the outskirts of the village, and there was no longer any lagin
trandation a dl.

Thevillage was built to suit the environment. The roofs and walls of the light, one-room houseswere
made of woven frond mats tied down to aboxy frame. Every house had a porch for socidizing with
passersby and a cookfire out front. Most of the houses faced in on acircular village square, with abig,
communa cooking pit for specid events, and the entire village was set in under the trees just alittle away
from the shordline. There were severa canoes on the sand above high water, and at sometimethis
culture had devel oped the outrigger.

Therewas alarge amount of shouting back and forth going on among the villagers, and agood-sized
crowd had collected a the point where the trail opened out into the village clearing. But Tylus urged
Imbry forward, passing proudly through the crowd, and Imbry went with him, feeling somewhat
awkward about it, but not wanting to leave Tylus marching on done. The villagers moved asdeto let him
through, smiling, some of them grinning at Tyluss straight back and proudly carried head, none of them,
obvioudy, wanting to deprive their compatriot of his moment.

Tylus stopped when he and Imbry reached the big central cooking pit, turned around, and struck a pose
with one arm around Imbry's shoulders.

"Hey! Look! I've brought abig visitor!" Tylus shouted, grinning with pleasure.

The villagerslet out awhoop of feigned surprise, laughing and shouting congratul ationsto Tylus, and
cordia welcomesto Imbry.

"He says he'snot agod!" Tylus climaxed, giving Imbry abroad, sdelong look of grinning appreciation for
his ability to beridiculous. "He came out of abig Ihoni egg on the beach, and he's got a father-ghost who
gtson hisshoulder in alittle black pot and gives him advice!™

"Oh, that'singenioud" someonein the crowd commented in admiration.
"Look how fair heigl" one of the women exclaimed. "L ook how much handsomer than usheidl”
"Look how richly he'sdressed! Look at the jewels shining in hissilver belt!”

Imbry'strandator raced to give him representative crowd comments, and he grinned back at the crowd.
Hisrescue training had dways presupposed grim, hostile or at best noncommittal ETsthat would haveto
be persuaded into helping him locate the crashed personnel of the stricken ship. Now, thefirst time hed
put it to actua use, he found redlity giving theory abland smile, and he sighed and relaxed completely.
Once held disabused this village of its god-notionsin connection with him, hed be able to not only work
but be friendly with these people. Not that they weren't dready cordial.



Helooked around at the crowd, both to observeit and to give everybody alook at hissmile.

The crowd was composed, in nearly equa parts, of men and women very much like Tylus, with no
sgnificant variation except for age and sex characterigtics that ranged from the gppreciable to the only
anthropologically interesting. In lesser part, there were children, most of them alittle timid, some of them
awestruck, al of them naked.

An older man, wearing anecklace of carved wood in addition to hiswraparound, came forward through
the crowd. Imbry had to guess at his age, but he thought he had it fairly accurately. The native had white
hair, for onething, and adight thicknessto hiswaist. For another, he was rather obvioudy the village
head man, and that indicated age and the experienceit brought with it.

The head man raised hisarm in greeting, and Imbry replied.

"l am lano. Will you stay with usin our village?' Imbry nodded. "My name'sImbry. I'd liketo stay here
for awhile." lano broke into asmile. "Fine! Weredl very glad to meet you. | hope your journey can be
interrupted for along tune." He smiled. "Wéll, if you say you're not agod, who do you say you are?"
Therewasaripple of chuckling through the crowd.

"I'maman,” Imbry answered. The trandator had meanwhile worked out the proper wording for what he
wanted to say next. "I'm an explorer from another country.” Theloca word, of course, was not quite
"explorer"—it was travel er-from-other -places-for -the-enjoyment-of-it-and-to-see-what-1-can-find.
lano chuckled. Then, gravely, he asked: "Do you dwaystravel in an Thoni egg,

| mbry-who-says-he-is-|mbry?"

Imbry chuckled back in appreciation of 1ano's shrewdness. He was enjoying this, even if it was becoming
more and more difficult to gpproach the truth.

"That'sno Thoni egg,” he deprecated with abroad gesture to match. That'sonly my..." And herethe
trandator had to give up and render the word as canoe.

lano nodded with agravity so grave it was obvioudy no gravity at al. Tylus, sanding to one Sde, gave
Imbry alook of total admiration at this effort which overmaiched al his others.

"Ah. Y our canoe. And how does one balance a canoe shaped like an Ihoni egg?’

Imbry redized what the trand ator had had to do. HE'd been afraid of as much. He searched for the best
answer, and the best answer seemed to beto tell the truth and stick to it. These people were intelligent. If
he presented them with a consistent story and backed it up with as much proof as he could muster, they'd
eventually see that nothing so scrupuloudy sdalf-consistent could possibly be anything but the truth. "Well,"
he said dowly, wondering what the effect would be at firdt, "it'sa canoe that doesn't sail on water. It sails
inthesky."

There was a chorus of admiration through the crowd. As much of it seemed to be meant for lano asfor
Imbry. They gppeared to think Imbry had made adamaging admission in this contest.

lano smiled. "Isyour country in the sky?' Imbry struggled for some way of making it understandable.
"Yesand no," hesaid carefully. "It's necessary to travel through the sky to get to my country, but when
you get thereyou'rein aplace that's very much like here, in someways." lano smiled again. "Well, of
course. How esewould you be happy if there weren't placeslike thisto live, in the sky?!

He turned toward the other villagers. "He said hewasn't agod,” he declared quietly, his eyestwinkling.

Therewasaburst of chuckling, and now al the admiring glances werefor lano.



The head man turned back to Imbry. "Will you stay in my house for awhile? We will produce afeast
later inthe day.”

Imbry nodded gravely. "I'd be honored." The villagers were smiling at him gently asthey drifted away,
and Imbry got the feding that they were being polite and telling him that his discomfiture didn't redly
matter.

"Don't besad," Tyluswhispered. "lano’s aremarkably shrewd man. He could make anybody admit the
truth. I'm quite sure that when he dies, helll be some kind of god himsaif.”

Then he waved a hand in temporary farewe | and moved away, leaving Imbry aonewith the gravely
amiling lano.

Imbry sat on the porch with lano. Both of them looked out over the village square, sitting side by side. It
seemed to be the expected posture for conversation between a god and someone who was himsdlf a
likely candidate for asmilar position, and it certainly made for ease of quiet contemplation before each
new sentence was brought out into words.

Imbry was till wearing his suit. 1ano had politely suggested that he might be warm iniit, but Imbry had
explaned.

"It coolsme. That's only one of the thingsit does. For onething, if | took it off | wouldn't be ableto talk
to you. In my country we have different words." 1ano had thought about it for amoment. Then he said:
"Y our wrgparound must have powerful ancestorsliving init." He thought amoment more. "Am | rightin
supposing that thisisanew attribute you're trying out, and it hasn't grown up enough to go about without
advice?'

Imbry'd been glad of several minutesin which to think. Then held tried to explain.

"No," he said, "the suit” (perforce, the word was wr ap-ar ound-for-the-whole-body) "was made—was
built—by other men in my country. It was built to protect me and to make me able to travel anywhere
without being in any danger." But that was only just as much as repesting lano's theory back to himin
different form, and he redlized it after lano's polite silence had extended too long to be anything but an
ansver initsdf.

Hetried to explain the concept "machine.
"I'll teach you anew word for anew thing," he said. lano nodded attentively.

Imbry switched off the trandator, making sure lano saw the motion and understood the result. Then he
repeeted "maching” severa times, and, once lano had accustomed himsdlf to Imbry's new voice, which
up to now he'd only heard as an indistinct background murmur to the trand ator's speaker, the head man
picked it up quickly.

"Mahschin," he said at last, and Imbry switched histrandator back on. "Go on, Imbry."

"A machineisanumber of levers, working together. It isbuilt by perfectly ordinary artisans—not gods,
lano, but men like yourself and mysaf—who have agood ded of knowledge and skill. With one lever,
you can raise atree trunk. With many levers, shaped into paddles, men can push the tree trunk through
the water, after they have shaped it into a canoe.

"So amachineislike the many leversthat move the canoe. But usudly it doesn't need men to pushit. It
goeson by itself, because it—"



Here he had to stop for a minute. These people had no concept of storing energy and then releasing it to
provide motive power. lano waited, patient and polite.

"It hasalittle bit of fireinit," Imbry wasforced to say lamely. "Fire can be put in abox—in something

like two pots fastened tightly on top of each other—so that it can't get out. But it wants to get out—it
pushes againgt theingde of the two pots—so if you make ahole in the pots and put alever in theway,
the fire rushing out pushesthelever."

Helooked at lano, but couldn't make out whether he was being believed or not. Half the time, he had no
ideawhat kind of a mogt-but-sadly-not-quite concepts the trand ator might be subgtituting for the things
he was saying.

"A machine can be built to do dmost anything that would otherwise require alot of men. For instance, |
could have brought another man with me who was skilled at learning words that weren't his. Then |
wouldn't need the little black pot, which isamachine that learns words that aren't the same as mine. But
the machine doesit faster and in some way's better.”

He stopped, hoping lano had understood at least part of it.

After atime, lano nodded gravely. "That's very ingenious. It saves your ancestors the inconvenience of
coming with you and fatiguing themsdves. | had no idea such athing could be done. But of course, in
your country there are different kinds of fires than we have here."

Which was a perfectly sound description, Imbry had to admit, granting lano's viewpoint.

So now they'd been Sitting quietly for anumber of minutes, and Imbry had begun to redlize that he might
have to work for along time before he extricated himsdf from this embarrassment. Findly he said, "Well,
if you think I'm agod, what kind of agod do you think | am?" lano answered dowly. "Well, totdll you
thetruth, I don't know. Y ou might be an ancestor. Or you might be only aman who has made friends
with alot of hisancestors." Imbry felt aflash of hope, but 1ano went on: "Which, of course, would make
you agod. Or—" He paused, and Imbry, taking asideward look, caught lano looking at him cautioudly.
"Or you might be no ancestor and no man-god. Y ou might be one of the very-rea-gods. Y ou might be
the cloud god, or the jungle god, taking the attribute of aman. Or... you might be the god. Y ou might be
the-father-of-all-1honi "

Imbry took a deep breath. "Would you describe the Thoni to me, please,”" he said.

"Certainly." lano's voice and manner were ill cautious. "The Ihoni are animaswhich livein the seaor on
the beaches, asthey choose. They leave their eggs on the beaches, but they rear their young in the sea.
They arefishers, and they are very wise. Many of them are ancestors. He said it with unusual respect and
reverence.

Imbry sat quietly again. The god who was the-father-of-all-the-lhoni would not only be the father of
many ancestors, who were themselves minor gods, he would aso control the sea, everything pertaining to
the sea, the beaches, probably al the idands, and the fates of those whose lives were tied to the sea, who
were themselvesfishers, like the villagers. Imbry wondered how much geography the villagers knew.
They might consider that the land was always surrounded by ocean—that, as amatter of fact, the
universe cons sted of ocean encircling ardatively smal bit of land.

If lano thought that was who Imbry might be, then he might very well be thinking that hewasin the
presence of the greatest god therewas. A typica god, of course—there wasn't agod in the world who
didn't enjoy ajoke, afeast, and a good untruth-for-the-fun-of-everybody at least as much as anybody
else—but ill, though you might not expect too much of the household lares and penates, when it came



to Jupiter himsdif ...

Imbry couldnt let that go on. Almost anything might happen. He might leave areligion behind him that, in
afew generations of digtortion, might twist itsedf—and the entire culture—into something monstrous. He
might leave the way open for the next Corporation man to practice abrand of exploitation that would be
near to unimaginable.

Imbry remembered what the conqui stadores had donein Central and South America, and his hackles
rose.

"No!" he exploded violently, and lano recoiled alittle, startled. "No, I'm not agod. Not any kind. I'm a
man—a different kind of man, maybe, but just aman. The fact that | have afew machines doesn't prove
anything. Thefact that I know more about some things than you do doesn't prove anything. | come from
acountry where the people can keep records, so nothing's lost when a man who has some wisdom dies.
I've been taught out of those records, and I'm helped by machines built by other men who study other
records. But you think my people are any better than yours? Y ou think the men | have to work with are
good or brave or kind? No more than you. Less. Wekill each other, we take away from other people
what isn't ours, we lie—wetell untruths-for-unfair-advantage—we leave bad where we found
good—we'rejust men, were not anything like gods, and we never will bel"

lano had recovered his composure quickly. He nodded.

"No doubt," he said. "No doubt, to one god other gods are much like other men are to aman. Possibly
even gods have gods. But that isnot for usto say. We are men here, not in the country of the gods.
Thereisthejungle, the sky, and the sea. And those who know more places than that must be our gods.”
Helooked at Imbry with quick sympathy. "It's sad to know that even agod must be troubled.”

The odds were low that any of the food served at the feast could hurt him. Aside from the fact that the
ecology was closaly pardld to Earth's, Imbry's system was flooded with Antinfect from the precautionary
shot he'd gotten aboard the mother ship. But he couldn't afford to take the chance of getting sick. It might
help destroy the legend gathered around him, but it would aso leave him hel pless. He had too much to
do intoo short atimeto risk that. So he politely faked touching histongue to each of the dishes asit was
passed to him, and settled for asupper of rations out of his suit, grimacing as he heard someone whisper
behind him that the god had brought his own god-food with him, because the food of men could not
nourish himin thisattribute.

No matter what he did, he couldn't shake the faith of the villagers. It was obvious at aglance that he was
agod; therefore, ipso facto, everything he did was godlike.

He sat besde 1ano and hiswives, watching thefireroar in the communal pit and listening to the pounding
best of the musicians, but, even though the villagers were laughing happily and enjoying themsdlves
immensdly, he could not recapture the mood of easy relaxation he had borrowed from them and their
world this afternoon. The Sainte Marie pressed too close to him. When he left here, held never be able
to come back—and aravaged world would haunt him for the rest of hisMe.

"Hey! Imbry! Look what I've got to show you!"

Helooked up, and there was Tylus, coming toward him hand in hand with aquietly beautiful girl, and
holding ababy just into the toddling stage. The child was being haf led, half dragged, and seemed to be

enjoyingit.
Imbry smiled broadly. There was no getting away fromiit. Tylus enjoyed life so hugely that nobody near
him could quite escape the infection.



"Thisismy woman, Pia," Tylussaid with aproud grin, and the girl smiled shyly. "And this one hasn't got
hisnameye.”

He reached down and dapped the baby playfully, and the boy grinned from ear to ear.

Everyone around the fire chuckled. Imbry grinned despite himsalf and nodded gravely to Tylus. "I'm glad
to meet them." He smiled a Pia. " She must have been blind to pick you when she could have had so
much better." The girl blushed, and everyone burst into laughter, while Tylus postured in proud glee.
Imbry nodded toward the boy. "If he didn't look so much like hisfather, 1'd say he was afine one."

There was fresh laughter, and Imbry joined in it because he dmost desperately needed to; but after it
trailed away and Tylus and his family were gone back into their hut, after the fire died and the feast was
over, when Imbry lay on the mat in lano's house and the wind clashed the tree fronds while the surf
washed againgt the beach—then Imbry lay tightly awake.

Given time—given ayear or two—he might be able to break down the villagers idea about him. But he
doubted it. lano wasright. Evenif hethrew away his suit and left himself with no more equipment than
any of the villagers possessed, he knew too much. Earth and the Terran Union were his heritage, and that
was enough to make agod of any man among these people. If he so much asintroduced the whed into
this culture, he was doing something none of these people had conceived of in al their history.

And he had nothing like ayear. In two weeks tune, even using eidetic techniques, he could bardly build
up enough of avocabulary in their language to do without histrandator for smpler conversations. And,
again, it wouldn't make aparticle of difference whether he spoke their language or not. Wordswould
never convincethem.

But he had to get through to them somehow.

The cold fact wasthat during ahaf day'stalk, he hadn't gotten anyonein the village to take literaly even
the dightest thing he said. He was agod. Gods speak in alegories, or gods proclaim laws. Gods do not
speak man to man. And if they do, rest assured it is part of some divine plan, designed to meet
inscrutable ends by subtle means.

What wasit Lindenhoff hed told him?

"Y oull contact the natives and try to get them started on some kind of civilization. Y ou'll explain what the
Terran Union isand the advantages of trade. See how they'd respond toward devel oping atechnology.”

It couldn’t be done. Not by agod who might, at worst, be only ademigod, who might at best even be
the god, and who could not, under any circumstances, possibly be considered on a par with the other
travel ers-for-pleasure who occasiondlly turned up from over the sea but who were manifestly only other
men.

He wasn't supposed to be a stern god or an omnipotent god or a being above the flesh. That kind of
deity took amonothei st to appreciate him. He was ssmply supposed to be agod of these people—vain
and happily boastful at times, aliar at times, aglutton at times, adrunkard at times, timid &t times,
adventurous at times, ahero at times, and heir to other sins of the flesh at other times, but aways
powerful, dways above the people in wisdom of hisown kind, dwaysagod. Alwaysamute with a
whispering ancestor on his shoulder.

But if he left them now, they'd be lost. Someone else would come down, and be agod. Kenton, or Ogin
or Maguirethekiller. And when the new god redlized the Situation, he'd stop trying to make these people
into at least some kind of rudimentary market. They wouldn't even have that vaue to turn them into an



interest to be protected. Lindenhoff would think of something else to do with them, for the Corporation's
good. Turn them into alabor force for the mines Coogan would be opening up on IV, perhaps. Or else
endave them here. Have the god nudge them into becoming farmersfor the luxury market or introduce a
technology whether they understood it or not.

That might work. If the god and hisfellow gods found stonesfor them to dig and smelt into metal, and
showed them how to make machines, they might doit.

To please the god by following his advice. Not because they understood or wanted machines—or
needed them—but to fulfill the god'sinscrutable plan. They'd sicken with the bewilderment in their hearts
and lose their amilesin the smdter's heat. The canoes would rot on the beaches, and the fishing spears
would break. The houses would crumble on the ocean's edge until the seareached up and swept the
village dlean, and the Ihoni eggs would hatch out in the warming sun. The village would be gone, and its
people daving far away, lonesome for their ancestors.

He had to do it. Somehow, within these two weeks, he had to give them a chance of some kind.

It would be hislast chance, too. Twenty-six years of lifeand dl of it blunted. He wasfailing here, with the
taste of the Corporation bitter in his mouth. Hed found nothing in the TSN but brutal officersand cynica
men waiting for awar to start somewhere, so the promotions and bonuses would come, and meanwhile
making the best they could out of what police actions and minor skirmishes there were with week dien
races. Before that, school, and athousand time-markers and campus whedls for everyone who thought
that some day, if he was good enough, he'd have something to contribute to Mankind.

The god had to prove to be human after al. And the human could talk to these other men, asjust another
man, and then perhaps they might advance of themsdlves to the point where they could begin acivilization
that was part of them and part of some plan of theirs, instead of some god's. And someday these people,
too, would land their metal canoes on some foreign beach under aforeign sun.

He had to destroy himsdlf. He had to tear down his own facade.

Just before hefdl into hisfitful deep, he made hisdecison. At thefirst opportunity to be of help in some
way they would consder more than manlike, held fail. The legend would crumble, and he could bea
man.

Hefdl adeep, tense and perspiring, and the stars hung over the world, with the mother ship among them.
The chance came. He couldn't takeit.

Two days had gone by, and nothing had happened to change the situation. He spent two empty days
talking to lano and as many other villagers as he could, and the only knowledge they gained was an
ingght into the ways of gods, who proved, after al, to be very much like men, on their own grander
scale. One or two were plainly saddened by his obvious concern over something they, being
unfortunately only men, could not quite grasp. lano caught something of his mood and was upset by it
until hisface fell into a puzzled, concerned look that was strange to it. But it only left him and Imbry
further apart. There was no bridge between them.

Onthethird day, the seawasflat and oily, and the air lay dankly ill acrossthe village. Thetree fronds
hung down limply, and the clouds thickened gradually during the night, so mat Imbry woke up to the first
sunless day held seen. He got up as quietly as he could and left lano's house, walking dowly acrossthe
compound toward the sea. He stood on the beach, looking out across the glassy swells, thinking back to
the first hour in which hed hung above that ocean and dowly come down with the anticipation burning
out thedisgustin him.



Hethrew ashdll asfar out into the water as he could, and watched it skip once, skip twice, teeter in the
air, and knife into the water without a splash. Then he turned around and walked dowly back into the
village, where one or two women were beginning to light their cook-fires.

He greeted them listlessly, and they answered gravely, their easy smiles dying. He wandered over
towards Tyluss house. And heard Piacrying.

"Hdlo!"

Tylus came out of the house, and for the first time Imbry saw him looking strained, hislipswhite a the
corners. "Hdlo, Imbry," hesaid in atired voice.

"What'swrong, Tylus?"
Tylus shrugged. "The baby'sgoing to die.”
Imbry stared up & him. "Why?"

"He cut hisfoot yesterday morning. | put apoultice oniit. It didn't help. Hisfoot'sred today, and it hurts
him to touch it. It happens.”

"Oh, no, it doesn't. Not anymore. Let melook at him." Imbry came up the short ladder to Tylus's porch.
"It can't be anything | can't handle.”

Heknew the villagers attitude toward death. Culturaly, death was the natural result of growing old, or
being born wesk, and, sometimes, of having a child. Sometimes, too, a healthy person could' suddenly
get apaininthebely, liein agony for aday, and then die. Culturdly, it usualy madethevictim an
ancestor, and grief for more than a short time was something the villagers were too full of living to indulge
in. But sometimesit was harder to take; in thistropical climate, amoderately bad cut could infect like
wildfire, and then someone died who didn't seem to have been ready for it.

Tyluss eyeslighted up for amoment. Then they became gravely steadly.

"Y ou don't haveto if you don't want to, Imbry. Suppose some other god wants him? Suppose his
ancestors object to your stepping in? And—and besides—" Tylus dropped hiseyes. "I don't know.
Maybe you're not agod."

Imbry couldn't stop to argue. "I'd like to look at him anyway. No matter what might happen.”

The hopelessness drained out of Tylussface. He touched Imbry'sarm. "Come into my house," he said,
repesting the socid formulagratefully. "Pia Imbry's here to make the baby well!™

Imbry strode into the house, pulling his medkit out of his suit. Piaturned away from the baby's mat,
raising her drawn face. Then she jumped up and went to stand next to Tylus, clenching his hand.

The baby was moving hisarmsfeverishly, and his cheeks were flushed. But held learned, through the
night, not to move the bandaged foot.

Imbry cut the scrap of cloth away with his bandage shears, wincing at the puffy, white-lipped gash. He
snapped the pencil light out of its clip and took agood look into the wound.

It was dirty assin, packed with some kind of herb mixture that was hopelessy embedded in the tissues.
Cleaning it thoroughly was out of the question. Cursing softly, he did the best he could, not daring to try
the anesthetic syrette in the kit. He had no idea of what even ahuman child's dose might be.



He had to leave alot of the poulticein the wound. Working asfast as he could, he spilled an envelope of
antibiotics over the gash, dapped on afresh bandage, and then stood up. Antipyretics were out. The
boy'd have to have hisfever. There was one gamble he had to take, but he wasn't going to take any
more. He held up the ampule of Antinfect.

"Universd Antitoxin" was etched into the glass. Well, it had better be.

He broke the seal and stabbed the tip of his hyposprayer through the diaphragm. He retracted carefully.
It was athree cc ampule. About half of it ought to do. He watched the dia on the sprayer with fierce
concentration, inching the knob around until it read "1.5," and yanking thetip out.

Muittering a prayer, hefired the Antinfect into the boy'sleg. Then he Sighed, repacked hiskit, and turned
around.

"If I haven't killed him, hell bedl right." He gestured down at the bandage. "Theré's going to be alot of
stuff coming out of that wound. Let it come. Don't touch the bandage. I'll take another look at it in afew
hours. Meanwhile, let me know right away if helookslike he's getting worse" He smiled harshly. "And let
me know if he's getting better, too."

Piawaslooking at him with an awestruck expression on her face. Tylus glance clung to the medkit and
then traveled up to Imbry's eyes.

"Youareagod," hesaidin awhisper. "Y ou are more than agod. Y ou are the god of al other gods.”

"I know," Imbry growled. "For good and dl now, even if the boy dies. I'm agod now no matter what |
do." He strode out of the house and out across the village square, walking in short, vicious strides along
the beach until hewas out of sight of the village. He stood for along time, looking out across the gray
sea. And then, with a crooked twist to hislips and a beaten hopelessnessin his eyes, he walked back
into the village because there was nothing € se he could do.

Lord knew where the hurricane had been born. Somewhere down the chain of idands—or past
them—the mass of air had begun to whirl. Born out of the ocean, it spun over the water for hundreds of
miles, marching toward the coast.

The surf below the village sprang into life. 1t lashed aong the strand in frothing, growling columns, and
the Ihoni eggs washed out of their nests and rolled far down the dope of the beach before the waves
picked them up again and crushed them against the stones and shdlls.

The trees tore the edges of their fronds against each other, and the broken ends flew away on the wind.
Thebirdsin the jungle began to huddle tightly into themselves.

"Your canoe," lano said to Imbry asthey stood in front of the head man's house.
Imbry shook his heed. "It'll .stand.”

He watched the familiestaking their few essential belongings out of their houses and storing them ingde
the overturned canoes that had been brought high inland early in the afternoon.

"What about this storm?Isit liable to be bad?" 1ano shook his head noncommittally. " Therere two or
three bad ones every season.”

Imbry grunted and looked out over the village square. Even if the ssorm mashed the housesflat, they'd be
up again two days afterward. The seaand the jungle gave food, and the fronded trees gave shelter. He
saw no reason why these people wanted gods in the first place.



He saw acommotion at the door of Tyluss house. Tylus and Piastood in the doorway. Piawas holding
the baby.

"Look! Hey! Look!" Tylus shouted. The other villagers turned, surprised.

"Hey! Comelook at my baby! Comelook at the boy Imbry madewd|!" But Tylus himsdf didn't follow
his own advice. Asthe other villagers came running, forgetting the possessions piled beside the canoes,
he broke through them and ran across the square to Imbry and lano.

"He'sfinel He stopped crying! Hisleg isn't hot anymore, and we can touch it without hurting him!" Tylus
shouted, looking up a Imbry.

Imbry didn't know whether to laugh or cry. He smiled with an agonized twist of hismouth. "I thought |
told you not to touch that foot."

"But he's fine, Imbry! He's even laughing!" Tyluswas gesturing joyfully. " Imbry—"
"y e

"Imbry, | want agift."

"A gift?"

"Yes. | want you to give him your name. When his naming day comes, | want himto call himsdf The
Beloved of Imbry." My God, Imbry thought, I've doneit! I've saddled them with the legend of mysdlf. He
looked down at Tylus. "Areyou sure?’ he asked, feeling the words come out of histight throat.

"I would likeit very much,” Tylus answered with sudden quietness.
And there was nothing Imbry could say but, "All right. When hisnaming day comes, if you still want to."

Tylus nodded. Then, obvioudy, he redlized held run out of thingsto say and do. With Imbry the ancestor,
or Imbry the-man-with-many-power ful-ancestors; with Imbry the demigod, he could have found
something elseto talk about. But thiswas Imbry, the god of al gods, and that was different.

"Wedll... | haveto bewith Pia. Thank you.” He threw Imbry one more grateful smile and trotted back
across the square, to where the other villagers were clustered around Pia, talking excitedly and often
looking with shy smilesin Imbry'sdirection.

It was growing rapidly darker. Night was coming, and the hurricane was trudging westward with it.
Imbry looked at lano, with hiswraparound plastered against his body by the force of thewind and his
face in the darkness under the overhanging porch roof.

"What'll you do when the storm comes?' Imbry asked, lano gestured indefinitely. "Nothing, if it'salittle
one. If it'sbad, well get closeto the trees, on the sde away from thewind.”

"Do you think it lookslikeit'll get bad?' lano gestured in the same way. "Who knows?" he said, looking
at Imbry.

Imbry looked at him steadily. "I'm only aman. | can't make it better or worse. | can't tell you what it's
going to be. I'm only aman, no matter what Tylus and Piathink.” 1ano gestured again. "Thereare men. |
know that much because | am aman. There may be other men, who are our ancestors and our gods,
who in their turn have gods. And those gods may have greater gods. But | am aman, and | know what |
seeand what | am. Later, after | die and am an ancestor, | may know other men like mysdlf, and call



them men. But these people who are not yet ancestors—" He swept hisarm in agesture that encircled
the village. "—these people, will call meagod, if | chooseto visit them.

"To Tylus and Pia—and to many others—you arethe god of dl gods. To mysdlf... | don't know.
Perhaps | am too near to being an ancestor not to think there may be other gods above you. But," he
finished, "they are not my gods. They are yours. And to me you are more than aman.”

The hurricane came with the night, and the sea was coldly phosphorescent asit battered at the shore. The
wind screamed invisibly at the trees. The village square was scoured clean of sand and stones, and the
houses were groaning.

The villagers sat on the ground, resting then' backs againgt the thrashing trees.

Imbry couldn't accustom himsdlf to the constant sway. He stood motionless beside the tree that sheltered
lano, using his pressorsto brace himsdlf. He knew the villagers were looking at him through the darkness,
taking it as one more proof of what he was, but that made no difference any longer. He faced into the
storm, fedling the cold sting of the wind.

Lindenhoff would be overjoyed. And Maguire would grin coldly. Coogan would count his money, and
Petrick would drink a solitary toast to the helpless suckers he could make do anything he wanted.

And Imbry? He let the cold spray dash againgt hisface and didn't bother to wipe it off. Imbry was ready
to quit.

The universe was made the way it was, and there was no changing it, whether to suit hisideas of what
men should be or not. The legendary heroes of the human race—the brave, the brilliant, selfless men who
broke the congtant trail for the rest of Mankind to follow—must have been a very different breed from
what the stories said they were.

A house crashed over on thefar side of the village and crushed gpart. He heard awoman moan in brief
fear, but then her man must have quieted her, for there was no further sound from any of the dim figures
huddled againgt the trees around him.

The storm rose higher. For ahaf hour, Imbry listened to the houses tearing down, and felt the spray in his
face thicken until it waslike rain. The phosphorescent wall of surf crept higher on the beach, until he
could seeit plainly; atumbling, ghostly massin among the trees nearest the beach. The wind became a
solidwall, and he turned up the intensity on his pressors. He had no way of knowing whether the villagers
were making any sound or not.

Hefdt atug at hisleg, and bent down, turning off his pressors. lano waslooking up at him, hisface
distorted by thewind, his hair standing away from one side of his head. Imbry closed one arm around the
tree.

"What?' Imbry bellowed into the trand ator, and the trandator tried to bellow into lano's ear.
"It... very... very bad... very... ran... noran..."

Thetrandator struggled to get the message through to Imbry, but the wind toreit to tatters.
"Yes, it'sbad,” Imbry shouted. "What was that about rain?’

"Imbry... when... ran..."

Clearly and distinctly, he heard awoman scream. There was a second's degth for the wind. And then the



rain and the seacame in among the trees together.

White, furious water tore at hislegs and pushed around hiswaist. He gagged on salt. Coughing and
choking, hetried to see what was happening to the villagers.

But hewas cut off in afurious, pounding, duicing mass of water pouring out of the sky at last, blind and
isolated as hetried to find air to bresthe. Hefdt it washing into his suit, filling itslegs, weighing hisfeet
down. He closed his hdmet in apanic, spilling itswater down over his head, and as he snapped it tight
another wave raced through the trees to bresk far inland, and he lost hisfooting.

He tumbled over and over in the churning water, fumbling for his pressor controls. Finally he got to them
and snapped erect, with the field on full. The water broke againgt hisface plate, flew away, and he was
left stlanding in abubble of emptinessthat exactly outlined the field. Seawater waled it from the ground
to the height of hisface, and the rain roofed it from above.

Blind ingde hisbubble, he waited for the morning.

He awoketo adim light filtering through to him, and he looked up to see layer after layer of debris piled
atop hisbubble. It was ill raining, but the solid cloudburst was over. Therewas ill water on the
ground, but it was only afew inches deep. He collapsed hisfield, and the pulped sticks and chips of
wood fdl in ashower on him. He threw back his helmet and looked around.

The water had carried him into the jungle at the extreme edge of the clearing where the village had stood,
and from where he was he could see out to the heaving ocean.

The treeswere splintered and bent. They lay acrossthe clearing, pinning down afew dight bits of
wreckage. But dmogt dl traces of the village were gone. Where the canoes with their household
possessions had lain in an anchored row, there was nothing |eft.

Only asmall knot of villagers stood in the clearing. Imbry tried to count them; tried to compare them to
the size of the crowd that had welcomed him into the village, and stopped. He came dowly forward, and
the villagers shrank back. lano stepped out to meet him and, dowly, Tylus.

"lano, I'm sorry," Imbry said in adull voice, looking around the ravaged clearing again. If held had any
idea the hurricane could possibly be that bad, he would have called the mother ship for help. Lindenhoff
would havefired into the storm and disrupted it, to save his potentia daves.

"Why did this happen, Imbry?" lano demanded. "Why wasthis done to us?'
Imbry shook hishead. "I don't know. A storm... Nobody can blame anything." lano clenched hisfigts.

"I did not ask during the whole day beforehand, though | knew what would happen. | did .not even ask
in the beginning of the slorm. But when | knew the rain must come, when the sea growled and thewind
stopped, then, at lagt, | asked you to make the storm die. Imbry, you did nothing. Y ou made yourself
safe, and you did nothing. Why was this done?" lano's torso quivered with bunched muscles. Hiseyes
blazed. "If you were who we believed you to be, if you made Tyluss boy well, why did you do this? Why
did you send the storm?'

It wasthefinal irony: Apparently, if lano had accepted Imbry asaman, he would havetold himin
advance how bad the sorm waslikely to be...

Imbry shook hishead. "I'm not agod, 1ano," he repeated dully. Helooked at Tylus, who was standing
pale and bitter eyed behind lano.



"Arethey safe, Tylus?'

Tyluslooked slently over Imbry's shoulder, and Imbry turned his head to follow his glance. He saw the
paler shape crushed around the trunk of atree, one arm still gripping the boy.

"I must makeacanoe," Tylussaidin adead voice. "I'll go onalong
journey-to-leave-the-sadness-behind. I'll go where there aren't any godslike you."

"Tyllﬂ"
But lano clutched Imbry's arm, and he had to turn back toward the head man.

"Well dl haveto go. We can't ever stay here again.” The grip tightened on Imbry's arm, and the suit
automatically pressed it off. lano jerked hisarm away.

"The storm came because of you. It came to teach us something. We have learned it." 1ano stepped
back. "Y ou're not agreat god. Y ou tricked us. Y ou're a bad ancestor—you're sick—you have the touch
of death in your hand.”

"l never said | wasagod." Imbry'svoice was unsteady. "1 told you | was only aman.”

Tyluslooked at him out of his dead eyes. "How can you possibly be aman like us?If you're not agod,
then you're ademon.”

Imbry'sface twisted. "Y ou wouldn't listen to me. It's not my fault you expected something | couldn't
deliver. Isit my fault you couldn't let me bewhat | am?”

"Weknow what you are," Tylussaid.

There wasn't anything Imbry could tell him. He dowly turned away from the two natives and began the
long walk back to the sub-ship.

Hefinished checking the board and energized his sarting motors. He waited for aminute and threw in his
atmospheric drive.

Therumble of jet throats shook through the hull, and throbbed in the control compartment. The ship
broke free, and he retracted the landing jacks.

The throttles advanced, and Imbry fled into the ars.

He sat motionlessfor savera minutes. The memory of Tylus slifeless voice etched itself into the set of his
jaw and the backs of his eyes. It seemed impossible that it wouldn't be there forever.

There was another thing to do. He clicked on his communicator.
"ThisisImbry. Get me Lindenhoff."
"Check, Imbry. Stand by."

Helay in the piloting couch, waiting, and when the image of Lindenhoff's face built up on the screen, he
couldn't quite meet its eyes.

"Yegh, Imbry?"

Heforced himsdlf to look directly into the screen. "I'm on my way in, Lindenhoff. | ran into a problem.



I'm dictating afull report for thefiles, but | wanted to tell you firs—and | think I've got the answer.”
Lindenhoff grinned dowly. "Okay, Fred."

Lindenhoff waswaiting for him as he berthed the sub-ship aboard the Sainte Marie. Imbry climbed out
and looked quietly at the man.

Lindenhoff chuckled. "Y ou look exactly like one of our real veterans," he said. "A hot bath and a good
med'll take care of that." He chuckled again. "It will, too—it takes more than once around the track
before this bus ness starts getting you.”

"Soyou figureI'll be staying on," Imbry said, fedling tireder and older than he ever had in hislife. "How
do you know I didn't make area messof it, down there?’

Lindenhoff chuckled. ™Y ou made it back in one piece, didn't you? That's the criterion, Fred. | hate to say
S0, but it is. No mess can possibly beirretrievableif it doesn't kill the man who madeit. Besdes—you
don't know enough to tell whether you made any mistakes or not."

Imbry grunted, thinking Lindenhoff couldn't possibly know how much of anidiot hefdt like and how
much he had on his conscience.

"Wadll, let's get to thisreport of yours,” Lindenhoff said.

Imbry nodded dowly. They waked off the Sainte Mari€'s flight deck into the labyrinth of steel decks
below.

It was three seasons after the storm, and Tyluswas gill on hisjourney. One day he cameto anew idand
and ran his canoe up on the beach. Perhaps here he wouldn't find Piaand the namel ess boy waiting for
him in the pam groves.

Hewalked up the sand and triggered the darm without knowing it.

Aboard the mother ship, Imbry heard it go off and switched the tight-beam scanner on. The intercom
speaker over hishead broke into a crackle.

"Fred? Y ou got that one?”’

"Uh-huh, Lindy. Right here."

"Which setup isit?'

"Eighty-eight on the B grid. It'sthat atall right in the middle of the prevailing wind belt.”
"I've got to hand it to you, Fred. Thoselittle traps of yours are working like a charm.”

Imbry ran his hand over hisface. He knew what was going to happen to that innocent native, whoever he
was. He'd come out of it aman, ready to take on the job of helping his people climb upward, with alot
of hisold idess stripped away.

Imbry's mouth jerked sideways, in the habitual gesture that was etching adeep groovein the skin of his
fece.

But he wouldn't be happy while he waslearning. It was good for him—>but there was no way for him to
know that until he'd learned.



"How many thistime?' Lindenhoff asked. "Coogan tels methey could use alot of new recruitsin ahurry,
inthat city they're building up north.”

"Just one canoe," Imbry said, looking at the image on the scanner. "Small one, at that. Afraid it'sonly one
man, Lindy." He moved the picture alittle. "Y eah. Just one." He focused the controls.

"Itshim! Tylud Wevegot Tylud"

There was a short pause on the other end of the intercom circuit. Then Lindenhoff said: " Okay, okay.
Y ou'vefindly got your pet one. Now, don't muff thingsin the rush." He chuckled softly and switched off.

Imbry bent closer to the scanner, though there was no red necessity for it. From here on, the process
was automatic and asinevitable as an avaanche.

Lindenhoff had said it, that time last year when Imbry'd come back up from the planet: "Fred, therésa
priceto be paid for everything you learn about what's in the universe. It hasto hurt, or it isn't ared price.
There aren't any easy answers.”

Certainly, for any man who had to learn this particular answer, the price could go very” high. It was, in
essence, the same answer Imbry himself had learned. When he had joined the Corporation, he had
expected Lindenhoff, Coogan and the others to be gods—of asort. And of course they weren't, any
more than Imbry was. They were human, and had to do their job in human ways.

He had confused motive and method. Actualy, the Corporation’'s motives were not so different from his,
even though they were stated redligtically instead of idedligtically. To look at it another way, the
Corporation smply had a clearer—more sane—knowledge of what it was doing and why.

Imbry, finding himsdf considered agod by the natives, had redized his own gods were only men, after
al. What better way, then, to get the same natives started on the road to true civilization than to put them
in exactly the same position he had beenin?

Imbry watched the protoplasmic robots on the idand come hesitantly through the underbrush toward the
beach.

Ontheidand, Tylus stopped. There was a crackle in the shrubbery, and asmall, diffident figure stepped
out. Its expression was watchful but friendly. It looked rather much like aman, except for itssmal sze
and the shade of its kin. Itseyeswereintelligent. It looked trustful.

"Hdlo," Tylussad."I'm Tylus"

Thelittle native came forward. Othersfollowed it, some more timid than the first, some smiling cordidly.
They kept casting glances at the magic tree-pod which could carry aman over the sea

"Hello," thelittle native answered in a soft, liquid voice. "Are you an ancestor ghost or agod ghost?!
And Tylus began learning about Imbry.

BLIND LIGHTNING

By Harlan Ellison

The Budrys story depicts meek, peaceful alien beings, intelligent but simple. Now we meet a very
different sort of creature: a ravenous beast out of nightmare, rippling with strength, coursing with
barely repressed violence. Yet Harlan Ellison's Lad-nar and Algis Budrys Tylus both regard the



Earthmen who visit them as supernatural beings. They recognize in them the skills and powers of
superior civilizations. In this story, intelligence meets brute force in a conflict that is not quite a
conflict, and a strange, curiously touching relationship devel ops between man and monster on this
rugged lightning-blasted world.

Harlan Ellison has been a professional writer since 1955, and this was one of hisfirst published
stories. It reveals the power and intensity of imagination that has since carried himto a successful
career as an author of screenplays for television and motion pictures.

When Kettridge bent over to pick up the scurrying red lizard, the thing that had been waiting in shadows
struck.

Thething rose ninefeet on its powerfully muscled legs. It had an iridescent, glistening fur, and if
resembled agorillaand aBrahmabull and aKodiak bear and anumber of other Terran animals. But it
was none of these cregtures.

The comparison was as inaccurate and as brief as Kettridge'slast moment of horrified avareness. He
saw one of the thing's huge paws crashing down toward him. Then the brief moment ended, and
Kettridge lay unconscious.

Thought: Thisisthe prelude to the Time of Fast. In bulk this strangely formed one will equal many
cat litters. It is warm and does not |ose the Essence. When the Essence-Sealer screams from the
heavens, the strangely formed one will be many feastings for me. Safety and assured Essence are
mine.

O boon at last granted! To the Lord of the Heaven | turn all thought! Lad-nar's Essenceis yours at
Ending!

The huge creature bent sharply from the waist and scooped up the man in the form-fitting metallic suit. It
brushed in annoyance at the belt of tools around the human'swaist and |ooked over one massive
shoulder at the sky.

Even as Lad-nar watched, the rolling dark clouds split, and aforked brilliance stabbed down at the
jungle. Lad-nar squinted his eyes, unconscioudy lowering the thin secondary lids, and filtering out the
worst of thelight.

He shivered asthe roar screamed across the sky.

Off to hisleft another blast of lightning danted down, striking atowering blue plant with ashower of
gparks and adazzling flash. A ped of thunder followed it. The jungle smoked.

Thought: Many risings and settings of the Great Warmer it has taken this Time of Fast to build.
Now it will last for many more. The Great Warmer -will be hidden, and the cold will settle across
the land. Lad-nar must find his way to the Place of Fasting. This strangely formed one will be
many feastings.

He shoved the man under one furry arm, clasping his unconscious burden tightly. Lad-nar's eyeswere
frightened. He knew the time of Death and Forbidden Walking was a hand.

Heloped off toward the mountains.

Thefirg thing Kettridge saw when he awoke was the head of the creature. It was hanging terrifyingly
suspended by the light from the storm. The roar of the rain pelting down in driving sheets and the brilliant
white of the lightning heightened the dreadfulness of the huge creature's head. The wide, blunt nose had



three flaring nogtrils. The massive double-lidded eyes seemed to be lighted from within by fireswhich
blazed up in them like flickering twin comets. It had ahigh, hairy brow, and there were black half-moons
under its cheekbones.

It seemed to be snarling. Certainly its pointed teeth could not have been bared more maicioudly.

K ettridge was aman past the high tide of youth. He was not astrong man. At the beast's snort, he lost
consciousness for the second time.

Therefollowed a short stretch of half-dumber, confused, tormenting. Finally Kettridge blinked severd
times and raised himsdlf on hiselbows.

Lad-nar was il Stting with his powerfully muscled legs crossed—sitting just insde the mouth of the
small cave regarding K ettridge steadily.

"What—what are you?"' Kettridge groaned. "We weren't expecting anything so large. The survey said..."
Kettridge's voice quavered into silence.

Thought: What is this? The strangely formed one speaks in my head! He is not one with the cat
litters. They cannot speak! |s he a symbol, an omen—from the Lord of the Heaven?

What isit you ask, strangely formed one?

Kettridge felt the surge of thoughtsin hismind. Hefdt it smash againgt one nerve after another, diding
down in his head asthe questions reverberated like an echo from far away.

My God, thethingis telepathic! ... "Youreteepathic!" he murmured, hardly daring to believeit could be
true.

Thought: What does he mean? What do you bring to me, strangely formed one? What isit that you
say to me and that | hear as a Reading of the Essence? How do you speak? Are you fromthe Lord
of the Heaven?

Lad-nar'sthick, leathery lips had not moved. The fanged mouth had not even twisted in speech. But to
Kettridge it seemed that there must be athird being in the cave. A speaker who roared inhismind, ina
voice sharp and aert.

Thought: There is no one else here. Thisisthe Place of Fasting. Lad-nar has cleansed it of all
previous Fasting Ones. You do not answer. Thereisfear blended into your Essence, asit has
always been with the cat litters. Yet you are not one with them. Speak! Are you an omen?

Kettridge'slips began to tremble. He stared up in awe at the Sartlingly bright, double-lidded eyes,
suddenly redlizing that the creature was more than telepathic. It was two-way receptive. It could not only
direct thoughtsinto Kettridge's mind. It could just as easily pluck theideasfrom hisreding brain.

"l—I am from earth," whispered Kettridge, diding up againgt thewarm stonewall _of the cave.

Thought: The Heaven Home! | might have known. The Lord of the Heaven has sent you to me as
many feastings.

In the space of afew short seconds, as Lad-nar spoke deep in hismind, Kettridge received a complete
menta picture of the being'sincredible life. He had known there were living crestures on Blestone—many
anima odditiesin abarbaric hiding sate. But the preliminary survey had not prepared him for any life of
S0 complex anature. Obvioudy Lad-nar's race was dying off.



Kettridge tried to blank out his thoughts but was terrifyingly unsuccessful.
Thought: You cannot hide the speaking in my head.

K ettridge became frantic. He knew exactly what the thing planned to do. He had received a cold mental
image of the creature crouched mercilesdy above him, ripping hisright arm loose from its socket with a
cruel purposefulness. The picture was hideoudy clear.

Thought: You have seen the feasting. Yet you are not like ¢ the cat litters that squeal in fear every

moment that | feast on them. If you are not to eat, an omen from the Heaven Lord—what are you
?

Kettridge fdt histhroat musclestighten. His handsinsde the heet-res stance gloves clenched. Hefdt his
age sttlearound him like aheavy mantle.

"I'man dien ecologis,” he said, knowing he would not be understood.
Thought: That has no meaning for me.

"I'm from Earth. I'm from one of the other—" He stopped, drawing in his breath quickly and pulling the
resilient hood of the suit againgt his mouth with an effort. The being could not possibly know about the
other planets. It could not see asingle one of the stars. Only occasiondly could it see the sun. The dense
cloud blanket of Blestone hid space forever from its gaze.

Thought: Urth! The Heaven Home! | knew! | knew!

Therewas ajubilation, a soaring happiness in the thought—an emotion at once incongruous and
terrifying. But blending with it was ahumanness, a strange warmth.

Thought: Now | will sleep. Later | will feast.

With the single-minded smplicity of the aborigine, the cresture put from its mind thisrevelation of its
religion and obeyed the commands of its body. Tired from hunting, Lad-nar began to deep.

The thoughts dimmed and faded out of Kettridge's mind like dwindling smoke wraiths as the huge
creature dipped over onto its Sde and sprawled out in the gloom, completely blocking the open mouth of
the cave.

Kettridge's hand closed over the service revolver at hisbelt. It was reassuring to redlize that the charges
in the wegpon were powerful enough to stop agood-sized animal.

Grimly he looked at the nine feet of corded muscle and thick hidethat lay directly in his path. Then his
gaze swept the narrow confines of the cave. It wasjust possible that he could kill beforeit could rip him
to shreds. But did heredly want to kill Lad-nar?

The thought bothered him. He knew he had to kill—or be killed himself. And yet. . :
Outsde the lightning flamed and crashed dl around the cave. Thelong storm had begun.

Through the thin dit between the rocks and the creature K ettridge could see the sky darkening asthe
storm grew. Every moment there was anew cataclysm as streamers of fire flung themselves through the
ar.

Blestone's atmosphere was an uncomfortabl e-to-humans 150 degrees Fahrenheit, and the creature's
body heat was dmost certainly ashigh. The very nearness of the creature would have effectively ruined



the aging career of Benjamin Kettridge had not the Earthman'sinsulated suit protected him.
He hunched up smdl againgt thewall, uncomfortably aware of the rough stone through the suit.

He knew that the beam from the Jeremy Bentham was tuned to a suit-sensitive level, but he knew aso
that they wouldn't cometo pick him up until his search time expired. He wasn't the only ecologist from
the study ship on Blestone. But they were alow-pay outfit and secured the most for their money by
leaving the searchersin solitude for the full time.

Thefull tune had another Sx hoursto run.
In sx hours Lad-nar would amost certainly get hungry.

Kettridge ran the whole thing through hismind, sifting the facts, gauging the information, calculating the
outcome. It didn't look good. Not good at all.

He knew more about Lad-nar than the creature could have told him, though, and that at least wasa
factor in hisfavor. He knew about itsreligion, itstaboos, its—and here he felt histhroat go dry
agan—eating habits, itsleve of inteligence and culture. The being had kept nothing back, and Kettridge
had some astonishingly accurate data to draw upon.

Not quite what you signed up for, isit, Ben? Startled by his own menta speech, he answered himself
wesaxily, No, not at all.

K ettridge wondered what Lad-nar would think were heto tell the Blestonian he wasn't ablue-plate
specia, but awashed-out, run-down representative of acivilization that didn't give one hoot about
Lad-,nar or hisrdigion.

He'll probably chew me up and swallow me, thought Kettridge. A more bitterly ironic thought
followed: which is exactly what he'll do anyhow. It would take a powerful weapon to stop him.

It seemed so strange. Two days before he had been aboard the study-ship Jeremy Bentham, one year
out of Capita City, and now he wasthe main course at a Blestonian aborigine'sfeas.

The laughter wouldn't come.

It wouldn't come because K ettridge was old and tired, and knew how right it was that he should die
here, with dl hope cut off. Lad-nar was smply following his naturd ingincts. He was protecting himself.
Hewas surviving.

Which is more than you've been doing for the last ten years, Ben, hetold himsdf.

Benjamin Kettridge had long since stopped surviving. He knew it as clearly as he knew hewould die
here on this hot and steaming world far from the sight of men.

Think about it, Ben. Think it over. Now that it's finished and you tumble out of things at sixty-six
years of age. Think about the waste and the crying and the bit of conviction that could have saved
you. Think about it all.

Then the story unfurled on afleeting banner. It rolled out for Ben Kettridge therein atwilight universe. In
the course of afew minutes he had found life in that shadowy mind-world preferable to hisentire
previous existence.

He saw himsdlf again as a prominent scientist, engaged with others of hiskind on aproject of great



consequence to mankind. He recalled his own secret misgivings as he had boldly embarked on the
experiment.

He heard again the sonorous overtones and the pith and substance of histalk with Fennimore. He heard
it more clearly than the blast and rush of the thunder outside. ..

"Charles, | don't think we should do it thisway. If something were to happen—"

"Ben, nothing whatever can possibly happen—unless we become careless. The compound is safe, and
you know it. First we demongtrate its gpplicability. Then we let the dunderheads scream about it. After
they know itsworth, they'll bethefirst to acclamus.”

"But you don't seem to understand, Fenimore, There are too many random. factorsin the formulae.
Therésafundamentd flaw inthem. If | could only put my finger on it—"

"Get this, Ben. | don't like to pull seniority on you, but | have no choice. I'm not aharsh man, but thisisa
dream I've had for twenty years, and no unjustified timidity on your part isgoing to put it off. Wetest the
compound Thursday!"

And Fenimore's dream had overnight turned into a nightmare of twenty-five thousand dead, and hospitds
filled to overflowing with screaming patients.

The nightmare had reached out thready tentacles and dragged in Kettridge, too. In amanner of daysa
reputation built on years of dedicated work had been reduced to rubble. But he had not escaped the
inquests. What little reputation he had left had saved him—and afew others—from the gas chamber. But
lifewasa an end for him.

Ten years of struggling for mere surviva—no one would hire him even for the most menid of jobs—had
sunk Kettridge lower and lower. There was still acommon decency about him that prevented utter
disntegration, just asthere was an inner desire to continue living.

Kettridge never became—as did some of the others who escaped—a flophouse derdlict or asuicide. He
just became—anonymous.

Hisfortunes ebbed until there was nothing | eft except dashed wrists or the bottle.

Kettridge had been too old by then for either. And aways there had been the knowledge that he could
have stopped the project had he voiced his doubtsinstead of brooding in silence.

Findly the study-ship post had saved him. Ben Kettridge, using another name, had signed on for three
years. He had actually welcomed the cramp and the squa or of shipboard. Studying and catal oging under
the stars had enabled him to regain his salf-respect and to keep afirm grip on his sanity.

Ben Kettridge had become an alien ecologist. And now, one year out from Capita City, his sanity was
threatened again.

He wanted to scream desperately. Histhroat muscles drew up and tightened, and his mouth, insde the
flexible hood, opened until the corners stretched in pain.

The pictures had stopped. He had withdrawn in terror from the shadowed mind-world and was back in a
stone prison with ahungry aborigine for keeper.

Lad-nar sirred.



The huge furred body twisted, sighed softly, and sank back into deep again. Kettridge wondered
momentarily if the strength of his thoughts had disturbed the beast.

What a fantastic creature, thought Kettridge, It lives on a sworld where the heat will fry a human
and shiversin fear at lightning storms.

A strange compassion came over Kettridge. How very much like anative of Earth this dien cresture was.
Governed by its stcomach and will to survive, and dominated by areligion founded in fear and nurtured on
terror! Lightning the beast thought of as a Screamer from the Skies. The occasionally glimpsed sun was
the Grest Warmer.

K ettridge pondered on the smplicity and primitive common sense of Lad-nar'sreligion.

When the sorms gathered, when they finaly built up sufficient potentia to generate the lightning and
thunder, Lad-nar knew that the cold would set in. Cold was anathemato him. He knew that the cold
sapped him of strength, and that the lightning struck him down.

So hestole acat litter and hid himsdlf for weeks—until the gigantic storms abated. The high body heet-
of the creature dictated that it must have agreat dedl of food to keep it aive when the temperature went
down. When acat litter wasn't available, the logical dternative wasto kill and eat an alien ecologist.

Thiswas no stupid being, Kettridge reminded himself.

Itsreligion was a sound combination of anima wisdom and native observation. Thelightning killed. Don't
go abroad in the storms. The storms brought cold. Get food and stay dive.

It wasindeed strange how aterrifying Situation could bring aman to aredization of himsdif.
Hereis a chance, he thought. The words came unbidden.

Just four words. Here is a chance. An opportunity not only to survive—something he had long since
stopped doing conscioud y—but a chance to redeem himself, if only in hisown mind. Before him wasan
aborigine, amember of adying race, acowering cregture of the caves. Before him was a cregture afraid
towalk inthe sormsfor fear of the lightning, shackled by a primitive religion and doomed never to see

the sky.
In that split moment Ben Kettridge devised aplan to save Lad-nar's soul.

There are timeswhen men sum up their lives, take accounting, and find themsalves wanting. Lad-nar
suddenly became asymbol of al the people who had been lost in the Mass Desth.

Inthe mind of an old and tired man, many things are possible.

| must get out of here! Ben Kettridge told himself, over and over. But more than that, he knew that he
must save the poor hulk before him. And in saving the cresture he would save himself. Lad-nar had no
ideawhat a star was. Well, Ben Kettridge would tell him. Here was a chance!

Kettridge moved up flat againgt thewall, hisback straining with his effort to sink into the stone. Watching
the Blestonian come to wakefulness was an ordeal of pure horror.

The huge body tossed and heaved asit rose. It sat erect from the thin, pinched waist and raised the
massive wedge-shaped chest, the hideous head, the powerful neck and arms. A thin trickle of moisture
dripped from a corner of itsfanged mouth. It sat up and thought: Lad-nar hungers.



"Oh, God in Heaven, please let me havetime! Please alow methisone little thing!™

Kettridge found himself with his hands clasped on his chest, his face raised to the roof of the cave. For
thefirgt timein hislife hefdt tears of gpped on his cheeks.

Thought : You speak to the Lord of the Heaven. Lad-nar seemed awed. He watched, his huge, brilliant
eyes suddenly grown wide.

K ettridge thought &t the beast: Lad-nar! | come from the Lord of Heaven, | can show you how to
walk in the storms! | can show you how to—

The creature's roar deafened K ettridge. Accompanying it came amentd scream! Kettridge felt himsdlf
lifted off thefloor by the force of the blow to hismind and hurled violently back againgt the rocks.

The aborigine legped to hisfeet, threw his taloned hands upward, and bellowed in rage.

Thought: You speak that which is Forbidden! You say that which is Untrue. No human walks when
the Essence-Stealer speaksin the night. You are a fearful thing! Lad-nar is afraid!

"Heresy, I've spoken heresy!" Kettridge wanted to rip off the metal-plastic hood and tear histongue from
hismouth.

Thought: Yes, you have spoken that which is Unclean and Untrue!

Kettridge cowered in fear. The creature was truly enraged now. How could it be afraid when it stood
there so powerful and so massive?

Thought: Yes, Lad-nar isafraid! Afraid!

Then the waves of fear hit Kettridge. He felt his head begin to throb. The tender fiber of hismind was
being twisted and seared and buffeted. Burned and scarred forever with Lad-nar'sterrible al-consuming
fear.

Sop, stop, Lad-nar! | speak the truth! | will show you how to walk in the stormas| do.

He spoke then—softly, persuasively, trying to convince abeing that had never known any god but adeity
that howled and dashed in streamers of eectricity. He spoke of himself, and of his powers. He spoke of
them asthough hetruly believed in them. He built himsdlf aglory on two levels.

Slowly Lad-nar became calmer, and the waves of fear diminished to ripples. The awe and trembling
remained, but therewas adiver of beief in the creature's mind now.

Kettridge knew he must work on that.

"I come from the Heaven-Home, Lad-nar. | speak as amessenger from the sky. | am stronger than the
puny Essence-Stedler you fear!" Asif to punctuate hiswords, aflash of lightning struck just outsde the
cave, filling the hollow with fury and light.

Kettridge continued, speaking faster and faster, "I can walk abroad in the storm, and the Essence-Stealer
will not harm me. Let me go out, and | will show you, Lad-nar."

He was playing adangerous hand; at any moment the creature might legp. It might dare to venture upon a
leap, hoping that K ettridge was speaking falsely and preferring not to incur the wrath of agod he knew
to be dangerous.



Thought: Stop!

"Why, Lad-nar?1 can show you how to walk in the night, when the Essence-Stedler screams. | can show
you how to scream back at him and to laugh at him too."

Kettridge reminded himself that the creature was indeed clever. Not only did it fear the wrath of the Lord
of the Heaven and his screaming degth. 1t knew that if it let the man go, it would have nothing to eat
during the coming cold days.

"Let mego, Lad-nar. | will bring you back acat litter for your feasting. | will show you that | canwak in
the night, and | will bring you food. I will bring back acat litter, Lad-nar!"

Thought: If you are what you say, why do you speak to the Lord of the Heaven?
Kettridge bit hislip. He kept forgetting. ..

"Because | want the Lord of the Heaven to know that | am asgreat ashe," he said. "l want him to know
| am not afraid of him and that my prayersto him are only to convince himthat | am asgreat ashe.” It
was gibberish, but he hoped that if he kept talking the creature would shuck off the thoughts rather than
try to fathom them.

The Earthman knew he had one factor in hisfavor: Lad-nar had never before heard anyone spesk against
his own god and to do so with impunity immeasurably strengthened Kettridge' s hand.

Kettridge hit Lad-nar with the apped again, before the creature had time to wonder.

"I'll get you acat litter, Lad-nar. Let me go! Let me show you! Let me show you that you can walk in the
sormsas| do!"

Thought: You will go away.

There was a petulance, alittle child sound, to the objection, and Kettridge knew the first step had been
achieved.

"No, Lad-nar. Hereisarope." He drew athin cord of tough meta-plastic from his utility belt. His hand
brushed againgt his service revolver, and he laughed deep in his mind once more as he thought of how
usalessit had become.

Hewould not have used the gun in any case. Only by hiswits could he hope to win through to victory.
There was more a stake now than mere self-preservation.

"Hereisarope," he repeated, extending the coiled cord. "'l will tieit about myself. See—likethis. You
take the other end. If you hold it tightly | can't escape. It islong enough to enable me to go out and seek
acat litter, and to convince you that | can walk abroad.”

At firgt Lad-nar refused, eyeing the glistening, slvery cord with fear in hisheavily lidded eyes. But
K ettridge spoke on two levels, and soon the creature touched the cord.

It drew back its seven-taloned hand quickly. It tried again.
Thethird tuneit grasped the cord.
You have just lost your religion, Kettridge thought.

Lad-nar had "smelled" with hismind. He had sensed a cat Utter fairly closeto the cave. But he did not



know where the living food supply had taken refuge.

K ettridge emerged from the dark mouth of the cave into the roaring maelstrom of a Blestonian electrica
storm.

The sky was atumult of heavy black clouds, stedl and ebony and ripped duty cloth. The clouds revolved
in dark masses and were split gpart by the lightning. The very ah- was charged, and blast after blast
sheared away the atmospherein zigzagging streamers.

Kettridge stood there with the pelting rain washing over ward againgt the pull of the cord. He was forced
to shade his eyes againg the amost continuous glare of the lightning.

Hewasasmall, thin man, and had it not been for the cord he might easily have been swept away by the
winds and rain that sand-papered the rocky ledge.

K etteridge stood there with the pelting rain washing over him, obscuring his vison through the hood, and
leaving only the glare of the storm to guide him.

Hetook ashort step forward.

A bolt dashed a him through arift in the mountains and roared straight toward him. It materiaized out of
nowhere and everywhere—shattering amassive dab of graniteadmost at hisfeet Kettridge fell flat on his
stomach, and the crack of thunder rolled on past him.

The effect on hisbody wasterrifying.

Immediately he went deaf. Hislegs and hips became numb, and his eyes reflected coruscating pinwheds
of brilliance.

Thought: The Essence-Stealer has screamed, and you have fallen!
Therope tightened and Kettridge felt himsalf being drawn back into the cave.

"No!" he protested desperately. The pressure eased. "No, Lad-nar. That was the Essence-Stealer's
scream. Now | shall make my power felt. Let me show you, Lad-nar!”

Kettridge seized on the lightning blast for his own purpose. " See, Lad-nar! The Essence-Stedler has
gruck me, but I am still whole. | will riseand walk again.”

Everywhere the lightning burned and crashed. The whole world seemed filled with the noise of crashing
trees and screaming e ements.

He arose shakily to his knees. Hislegs were weak and numb. But his eyes were starting to focus again.
At least he could see now. He half rose, sank back to one knee, and rose again. His head felt terribly
heavy and unanchored.

Findly he stood erect.

And he walked.

The storm raged about him. Lightning struck and struck again, but his courage did not desert him.
Soon he came back to the cave.

Thought: You are a god! This| believe. But the Lord of the Heaven has sent his Essence-Sealers.



They, too, are mighty, and Lad-nar will lose his Essence if he walks there.

"No, Lad-nar. | will show you how to protect yourself." Kettridge was sweating and weak from hiswalk,
and the numbness extended through his entire body. He could hear nothing, but the words came clearly
tohim.

Very ddiberately he began to unsed the form-fitting suit. In afew minutes he had it off, and it had shrunk
back to a pocket-sized replica of the full-sized garment. The storm had lowered the temperature amost
to freezing point.

"Lad-nar, takethis" Kettridge said. "Here, give me your hand.”

The creature looked at him with huge, uncomprehending eyes. The Earthman felt closer, somehow, to
this strange creature than to anyone he had ever known in dl the lonely years of hisexile. Kettridge pulled
his glove on tighter and reached for Lad-nar's seven-taloned hand. He pulled at the arm of the form-fit
auit, and it eadticaly expanded, stretching to twiceitsorigina width.

After much stretching and fitting, the creature was encased in the insulating meta-pladtic.

Kettridge had an impulse to laugh at the bunched fur and awkward stance of the massive animad. But
again, the laughter would not come.

"Now, Lad-nar, put on the gloves. Never take them off, except when the ssorms are gone. Y ou must
aways put this suit on when the Essence-Stedlers scream. Then you will be safe.”

Thought: Now | can walk in the night?

"Yes, come." They moved together toward the cave's mouth. "Now you can get acat litter for yoursdlf. |
did not bring one, because | knew you would believe me and get your own. Come, Lad-nar.” He
motioned him forward.

Thought: How will you walk without the suit?

Kettridge ran a seamed hand through hiswhite hair. He was glad Lad-nar had thought the question. The
multiple flashes of amany-stroked blast filled the air with glare and noise.

Kettridge could not hear the noise.

"I have brotherswho wait for mein the Great House from across the Skies that will take me back to the
heaven Home. They will hurry to me, and they will protect me."

He did not bother to tell Lad-nar that his search tune was dmost up and that the Jeremy Bentham's
flitter would homein on his suit beam.

"Go! Wak, Lad-nar!" he said, throwing hisarmsout. "And tell your brothers you have screamed at the
Essence-Stederd™

Thought: | have done this.

Lad-nar stepped cautioudy toward the rocky ledge, fearful and hesitant. Then he bunched his huge
muscles and legped out into the full agony of the storm which crashed in futility about his massive form.

"One day Man will come and make friendswith you, Lad-nar," said Kettridge softly. "He will come
down out of the sky and show you how to live on thisworld of yours so that you won't haveto hide."



Kettridge sank down againgt theinner wall of the cave, suddenly too exhausted to stand.

He had won. He had redeemed himsdalf—if only in hisown mind. He had helped take away lifefrom a
race, but now—nhe had given lifeto arace.

He closed his eyes peacefully. Even the great blasts of blind lightning did not bother him as he rested. He
knew Lad-nar had told his brothers.

He knew the ship would be coming for him.

Lad-nar came up theincline and saw the flitter streaking down, with lightning playing dong itssdesin
phosphorescent glimmers.

Thought: Your brothers come for you!
He bounded across the scarred and seared rocks toward the cave.
Kettridge rose and stepped out into the rain and wind.

Heran afew steps, waving hisarmsin asignaing gesture. Theflitter dtered its course and headed for
him, its speed increasing with greet rapidity.

Thelightning struck.

It seemed as though the bolt knew itstarget. It raced theflitter, Szzling and burning asit came. In aroar
of light and fireit tore a Kettridge, lifting him high into the air and carrying him far from Lad-nar.

His body landed just outside the cave, blistered and charred but still struggling.
Thought: You have fallen! Rise, rise, rise! The Essence-Sealers...

The thoughts were hysterical, tearful, torn, and wanting. Had Lad-nar been able to shed tears, Kettridge
knew he would have wept unashamedly. The old man lay sightless, his eyes gone, his senses altogether
torn from him. The Essence ebbed.

Hethought: Lad-nar. Otherswill come. They will come to you, and you must think to them. You
must think these words, Lad-nar. Think to them, SHOW ME A STAR. Do you hear me, Lad-nar?
Doyou...

Even as Lad-nar watched, the Essence flickered and died. In the creature's mind there was alack, an
abyss of emptiness. Y et there was aso contentment, a strange peace. And Lad-nar knew the Essence of
the God Who Walked in the Night was strong and unafraid at Ending.

The aborigine stood on the rocks bel ow the cave and watched the flitter sink to the stone ledge. He
watched as the other Gods from the Skies emerged and ran to the charred body on the stones.

Through his head, like the blind lightning streaking everywhere, the words remained, and repeated. ..
Thought: Show me a star .

OUT OF THE SUN

By Arthur C. Clarke

Arthur C. Clarke is a true citizen of the world. Where he is at any given moment only his travel



agent islikely to know: perhapsin New York conferring with his publishers, perhaps excavating
sunken treasure off the coast of Ceylon, perhaps supervising the filming of a movie in London,

per haps studying the cored formations of Australia's Great Barrier Reef, perhaps watching a
rocket blasting moonward from Cape Kennedy. He was born in England, but heis at home on any
continent, and probably will be found sightseeing on Mars and Venus as soon as commercial
service to those ports of call isinaugurated.

As an acknowledged master of sciencefiction, Clarke's presence in any anthology is almost
mandatory. He works within the great tradition of H. G. Wells, combining literary artistry with
scientific accuracy to create stories of stirring wonder and breathtaking provocativeness. Here
Clarke offers a fitting epilogue for this collection of stories of alien life: a glimpse of a life-form so
incredibly strange that we poor mortals can barely begin to comprehend its nature.

If you have only lived on Earth, you have never seen the sun. Of course, we could not look &t it directly,
but only through densefiltersthat cut its rays down to endurable brilliance. It hung there forever above
the low, jagged hillsto the west of the Observatory, neither rising nor setting, yet moving around asmall
circlein the sky during the eighty-eight-day year of our littleworld. For it isnot quite true to say that
Mercury keepsthe same face dways turned toward the sun; it wobbles dightly onitsaxis, and thereisa
narrow twilight belt which knows such terrestrial commonplaces as dawn and sunset.

We were on the edge of the twilight zone, so that we could take advantage of the cool shadows yet
could keep the sun under continuous surveillance asit hovered there above the hills. It was afull-timejob
for fifty astronomers and other assorted scientists; when we've kept it up for ahundred years or so, we
may know something about the smdl star that brought life to Earth.

There wasn't asingle band of solar radiation that someone at the Observatory had not made alife's study
and was watching like ahawk. From the far X-raysto the longest of radio waves, we had set our traps
and snares; as soon as the sun thought of something new, we were ready for it. So weimagined...

The sun'sflaming heart beatsin adow, deven-year rhythm, and we were near the pesk of the cycle.
Two of the greatest pots ever recorded—each of them large enough to swallow a hundred Earths—had
drifted acrossthe disk like great black funnels piercing deeply into the turbulent outer layers of the sun.
They were black, of course, only by contrast with the brilliance dl around them; even their dark, cool
cores were hotter and brighter than an electric arc. We had just watched the second of them disappear
around the edge of the disk, wondering if it would survive to regppear two weeks later, when something
blew up on the equator.

It was not too spectacular at first, partly becauseit was dmost exactly beneath us—at the precise center
of the sun's disk—and so was merged into dl the activity around it. If it had been near the edge of the
sun, and thus projected against the background of space, it would have been truly awe-inspiring.

Imagine the smultaneous explosion of amillion H-bombs. Y ou can't? Nor can anyone else—but that was
the sort of thing we were watching climb up toward us at hundreds of miles a second, straight out of the
sun's spinning equator. At first it formed anarrow jet, but it was quickly frayed around the edges by the
magnetic and gravitational forcesthat were fighting againgt it. The centra core kept right on, and it was
soon obvious that it had escaped from the sun completely and was headed out into space—with usasits
fird target.

Though this had happened haf a dozen times before, it was dways exciting. It meant that we could
capture some of the very substance of the sun asit went hurtling past in agreat cloud of eectrified ges.
There was no danger; by the tune it reached usit would be far too tenuous to do any damage, and,
indeed, it would take sengitive instruments to detect it et all.



One of those instruments was the Observatory's radar, which wasin continual use to map theinvisible
ionized layersthat surround the sun for millions of miles. Thiswas my department; as soon asthere was
any hope of picking up the oncoming cloud againgt the solar background, | aimed my giant radio mirror
toward it.

It camein sharp and clear on the long-range screen—avadt, luminousidand still moving outward from
the sun at hundreds of milesasecond. At thisdistance it wasimpossible to seeitsfiner details, for my
radar waves were taking minutes to make the round trip and to bring me back the information they were
presenting on the screen. Even at its speed of not far short of amillion milesan hour, it would be dmost
two days before the escaping prominence reached the orbit of Mercury and swept past us toward the
outer planets. But neither Venus nor Earth would record its passing, for they were nowhere near itsline
of flight.

The hours drifted by; the sun had settled down after the immense convulsions that had shot so many
millions of tons of its substance into space, never to return. The aftermath of that eruption was now a
dowly twisting and turning cloud a hundred times the size of Earth, and soon it would be close enough for
the short-range radar to reved itsfiner structure.

Despitedl theyears| have beeninthe business, it dtill givesme athrill to watch that line of light paintits
picture on the screen asits spinsin synchronism with the narrow beam of radio waves from the
transmitter. | sometimesthink of myself asablind man exploring the space around him with a stick that
may be ahundred million milesin length. For man istruly blind to the things | study; these great clouds of
ionized gas moving far out from the sun are completely invisible to the eye and even to the most sendtive
of photographic plates. They are ghoststhat briefly haunt the solar system during the few hours of their
exigence; if they did not reflect our radar waves or disturb our magnetometers, we should never know
that they were there.

The picture on the screen looked not unlike a photograph of aspird nebula, for asthe cloud dowly
rotated it trailed ragged arms of gasfor ten thousand miles around it. Or it might have been aterrestria
hurricane that | was watching from above as it spun through the atmosphere of Earth. Theinternd
structure was extremely complicated and was changing minute by minute benesth the action of forces
which we have never fully understood. Rivers of fire were flowing in curious paths under what could only
be the influence of eectric fidds; but why were they gppearing from nowhere and disappearing again asif
matter was being crested and destroyed? And what were those gleaming nodules, larger than the moon,
that were being swept along like boulders before aflood?

Now it waslessthan amillion miles away; it would be upon usin little more than an hour. The automatic
cameras were recording every complete sweep of the radar scan, storing up evidence which wasto keep
usarguing for years. The magnetic disturbance riding ahead of the cloud had dready reached us; indeed,
therewas hardly an instrument in the Observatory that was not reacting in some way to the onrushing

aopaition.

| switched to the short-range scanner, and the image of the cloud expanded so enormoudly that only its
centra portion was on the screen. At the sametime | began to change frequency, turning acrossthe
spectrum to differentiate among~ the various levels. The shorter the wave length, the farther you can
penetrate into alayer of ionized gas; by thistechnique | hopeto get akind of X-ray picture of the cloud's
interior.

It seemed to change before my eyesas| diced down through the tenuous outer envelope with itstrailing
arms -and approached the denser core. "Denser,” of course, was apurely relative word; by terrestrial
standards even its most closdly packed regions were still afairly good vacuum. | had amost reached the
limit of my frequency band, and could shorten the wave length no farmer, when | noticed the curious,



tight little echo not far from the center of the screen.

It was ova and much more sharp-edged than the knots of gas' we had watched adrift in the cloud'sfiery
dsreams. Eveninthat first glimpse, | knew that here was something very strange and outside al previous
records of solar phenomena. | watched it for adozen scans of the radar beam, then called my assistant
away from the radiospectrograph, with which he was andyzing the vel ocities of the swirling gas asit spun
toward us.

"Look, Don," | asked him, "have you ever seen anything like that?"

"No," he answered after a careful examination. "What holdsit together? It hasn't changed its shape for
the last two minutes.”

"That'swhat puzzles me. Whatever it is, it should have started to break up by now, with al that
disturbance going on around it. But it s;emsas stable asever.”

"How big would you say it is?'

| switched on the calibration grid and took a quick reading.

"|t's about five hundred mileslong, and half that in width."

"Isthisthelargest picture you can get?"

"I'm afraid so. Well haveto wait until it's closer before we can see what makesit tick."
Don gave anervouslittle laugh.

"Thisiscrazy," hesad, "but do you know something?| fed asif I'm looking at an amoebaunder a
microscope.”

| did not answer; for, with what | can only describe as a sensation of intellectud vertigo, exactly the same
thought had entered my mind.

We forgot about the rest of the cloud, but luckily the automatic cameras kept up their work, and no
important observations were lost. From now on we had eyes only for that sharp-edged lens of gasthat
was growing minute by minute asit raced toward us. When it was no farther away than isthe moon from
Earth, it began to show thefirst signsof itsinterna structure, reveding a curious mottled appearance that
was never quite the same on two successive sweeps of the scanner.

By now, hdf the Observatory staff had joined usin the radar room, yet there was complete silence asthe
oncoming enigmagrew swiftly across the screen. It was coming straight toward us; in afew minutesit
would hit Mercury somewhere in the center of the daylight side, and that would be the end of
it—whatever it was. From the moment we obtained our firdt redly detailed view until the screen became
blank again could not have been more than five minutes, for every one of us, that five minuteswill haunt
usdl our lives.

We were looking at what seemed to be atranducent ova, itsinterior laced with a network of almost
invisble lines. Where the lines crossed, there appeared to be tiny, pulsng nodes of light; we could never
be quite sure of their existence because the radar took almost aminute to paint the complete picture on
the screen—and between each sweep the object moved several thousand miles. There was no doult,
however, that the network itself existed; the cameras settled any arguments about that.

So strong was the impression that we were looking at a solid object that | took afew moments off from



the radar screen and hastily focused one of the optical telescopes on the sky. Of course, there was
nothing to be seen—no sign of anything silhouetted against the sun's pock-marked disk. Thiswas acase
where vison falled completely and only the eectrica senses of the radar were of any use. Thething that
was coming toward us out of the sun was as transparent as air—and far more tenuous.

Asthose last moments ebbed away, | am quite sure that every one of us had reached the same
conclusion—and was waiting for someoneto say it first. What we were seeing wasimpossible, yet the
evidence was there before our eyes. We were looking at life, where no life could exis...

The eruption had hurled the thing out of its normal environment, degp down in the flaming atmosphere of
the sun. It wasamiraclethat it had survived itsjourney through space; already it must be dying, asthe
forcesthat controlled its huge, invisible body lost their hold over the éectrified gas which wasthe only

substance it possessed.

Today, now that | have run through those films a hundred times, the idea no longer seems so strange to
me. For what islife-but organized energy? Does it matter what form that energy tekes—whether itis
chemical, aswe know it on Earth, or epurely electrical, asit seemed to be here? Only the patternis
important; the substance itsdlf is of no Sgnificance. But a thetime | did not think of this; | was conscious
only of avast and overwhelming wonder as | watched this creature of the sun live out the find moments
of itsexistence.

Wasit inteligent? Could it understand the strange doom that had befalen it? There are athousand such
questions that may never be answered. It ishard to see how acreature born in the fires of the sun itsalf
could know anything of the externa universe, or could even sense the existence of something as
unutterably cold asrigid nongaseous matter. Theliving idand that was faling upon us from space could
never have conceived, however intelligent it might be, of the world it was so swiftly approaching.

Now it filled our sky—and perhaps, in those last few seconds, it knew that something strange was ahead
of it. It may have sensed the far-flung magnetic field of Mercury or fet the tug of our little world's
gravitationa pull. For it had begun to change; the luminous linesthat must have been what passed for its
nervous system were clumping together in new patterns, and | would have given much to know their
meaning. It may bethat | waslooking into the brain of amindlessbeast initslast convulsion of fear—or
of agodlike being making its peace with the universe.

Then the radar screen was empty, wiped clean during asingle scan of the beam. The creature had falen
below our horizon, and was hidden from us now by the curve of the planet. Far out in the burning
dayside of Mercury, in the inferno where only adozen men have ever ventured and fewer still come back
dive, it smashed slently and invisbly againgt the seas of molten metd, the hills of dowly moving lava. The
mere impact could have meant nothing to such an entity* what it could not endure wasiitsfirst contact
with the inconceivable cold of solid matter.

Yes, cold. It had descended upon the hottest spot in the solar system, where the temperature never fals
bel ow severd hundred degrees Fahrenheit and sometimes agpproaches thousand. And that wasfar, far
colder to it than the antarctic winter would be to a naked man.

Wedid not seeit die, out there in the freezing fire; it was beyond the reach of our instruments now, and
none of them recorded itsend. Y et every one of us knew when that moment came, and that iswhy we
are not interested when those who have seen only the films and tapestell usthat we were watching some
purely natural phenomenon.

How can one explain what wefdlt, in that last moment when haf our little world was enmeshed in the
dissolving tendrils of that huge but immaterid brain? 1 can only say that it was a soundless cry of anguish,



adeath pang that seeped into our minds without passing through the gateway's of the senses. Not one of
us doubted then, or has ever doubted since, that he had witnessed the passing of agiant.

We may have been both the first and thelast of dl men to see so mighty afal. Whatever they may be, in
their unimaginable world within the sun, our paths and theirs may never crossagain. It is hard to see how
we can ever make contact with them, even if their intelligence matches ours.

And doesit? It may bewell for usif we never know the answer. Perhaps they have been living there
ing de the sun since the universe was born and have climbed to pesks of wisdom that we shal never
scae. The future may betheirs, not ours; aready they may be talking acrossthe light-yearsto their
cousinsin other stars.

One day they may discover us, by whatever strange senses they possess, as we circle around their
mighty, ancient home, proud of our knowledge and thinking oursalves lords of creetion. They may not
like what they find, for to them we should be no more than maggots, crawling upon the skins of worlds
too cold to cleanse themsalves from the corruption of organic life.

And then, if they have the power, they will do what they consider necessary. The sun will put forth its
strength and lick the faces of its children; and thereafter the planets will go their way once more asthey
werein the beginning—clean and bright. .. and Serile.



