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Thehairiest, dirtiest and oldest of the three visitors from Arizona scratched his back against the plastic
of thewebfoam chair. "Ingnuations are lavender nearly,” he re-marked by way of opening the
conversation.

His two companions—the thin young man with dripping eyes, and the woman whaose good looks
were marred chiefly by incredibly decayed teeth—giggled and re-laxed. The thin young man said
"Gabble, gabble, honk!" under his breath, and the other two nodded emphaticaly.

Greta Seidenheim looked up from the tiny stenographic machine resting on apair of the most
exciting knees her employer had been ableto find in Greater New Y ork. She swiveled her blonde beauty
at him. "That too, Mr. Hebster?"

The president of Hebster Securities, Inc., waited until the memory of her voice ceased totickle his
ears, he had much clear thinking to do. Then he nodded and said resonantly, "That too, Miss Seidenheim.
Close phonetic approximations of the gabble-honk and remember to indicate when it soundslikea
question and when like an exclamation.”

He rubbed his recently manicured fingernails across the desk drawer containing hisfully loaded
Parabellum. Check. The communication buttons with which he could summon any quantity of Hebster
Securities personnd up to the nine hun-dred working at present in the Hebster Building lay some eight
inches from the other hand. Check. And there were the doors here, the doors there, behind which his
uni-formed bodyguard stood poised to burst in at asigna which would blaze before them the moment his
right foot came off the tiny spring set inthefloor. And check.

Algernon Hebster could talk business—even with Primeys.
Courteoudy, he nodded &t each one of hisvisitorsfrom Arizona; he smiled rue-fully a what the dirty
shapel ess masses they wore on their feet were doing to the a-most calf-deep rug that had been woven

specidly for his private office. He had greeted them when Miss Seldenheim had escorted them in. They
had laughed in hisface.

" Suppose we rattle off some introductions. Y ou know me. I'm Hebster, Algernon Hebster—you
asked for me specifically at the desk in the lobby. If it'simportant to the conversation, my secretary's
nameis Greta Sedenheim. And you, Sir?'

He had addressed the old fellow, but the thin young man leaned forward in his seat and held out a
taut, dmost trangparent hand. "Names?' heinquired. "Names are round if not revedled. Consider names.
How many names? Congder names, recon-sider named"

The woman leaned forward too, and the smell from her diseased mouth reached Hebster even
across the enormous space of his office. "Rabble and reaching and dl the upward clash,” sheintoned,
soreading her hands asiif in agreement with an obvi-ous point. "Emptiness derogeting itsdf into infinity—"

"Into duration,” the older man corrected.

"Into infinity,” thewoman inasted.

"Gabble, gabble, honk?' the young man queried bitterly.
"Listen!" Hebster roared. "When | asked for—"

Thecommunicator buzzed and he drew a deep breath and pressed a button. His receptionist's voice
boiled out rapidly, fearfully:



"l remember your orders, Mr. Hebster, but those two men from the UM Specia Investigating
Commission are here again and they look as if they mean business. | mean they look asif they'll make
trouble”

"Yogt and Funatti?'

"Yes, gr. From what they said to each other, | think they know you have three Primeysin there.
They asked me what are you trying to do—ddiberately inflame the Firsters? They said they're going to
invoke full supranationa powers and force an entry if you don't—"

"Sdl them."
"But, Mr. Hebster, the UM Special Investigating—"

"Stal them, | said. Areyou areceptionist or aswinging door? Use your imagina-tion, Ruth. Y ou
have a nine-hundred-man organization and aten-million-dollar corporation a your digposal. Y ou can
stage any kind of farcein that outer office you want—up to and including the deal where some actor
made up to look like me waksin and drops dead at their feet. Stall them and I'll nod abonus at you.
Sall them." He clicked off, looked up.

Hisvidtors, at least, were having afinetime. They had turned to face each other in areeking triangle
of gibberish. Their voicesrose and fell argumentativey, pleadingly, decisvey; but dl Algernon Hebster's
ears could register of what they said were very many sounds similar to gabble and an occasiond,
indisputable honk!

Hislips curled contempt inward. Humanity prime! These messes? Then helit acigarette and
shrugged. Oh, well. Humanity prime. And businessis business.

Just remember they're not supermen, hetold himself. They may be dangerous, but they're not
supermen. Not by along shot. Remember that epidemic of influenzathat al-most wiped them out, and
how you diddled those two other Primeys last month. They're not supermen, but they're not humanity
either. They're just different.

He glanced at his secretary and approved. Greta Seidenheim clacked away on her machine asif she
were recording the curtest, the tritest of business | etters. He won-dered what system she was using to
catch theintonations. Trust Greta, though, shed doit.

"Gabble, honk! Gabble, gabble, gabble, honk, honk. Gabble, honk, gabble, gabble, honk? Honk."

What had precipitated al this conversation? Hed only asked for their names. Didn't they use names
in Arizona? Surely, they knew that it was customary here. They claimed to know &t least asmuch ashe
about such matters.

Maybe it was something el se that had brought them to New Y ork this time—maybe something
about the Aliens? He fdlt the short hairs rise on the back of his neck and he smoothed them down
sdf-conscioudy.

Troublewasit was S0 easy to learn their language. It was such avery smple matter to be ableto
understand them in these talkative moments. Almost as easy asfdling off alog—or jumping off adliff.

Wi, histimewaslimited. He didn't know how long Ruth could hold the UM investigatorsin his
outer office. Somehow he had to get agrip on the meeting again without offending them in any of the
innumerable, highly dangerous ways in which Primeys could be offended.

He rapped the desk top—gently. The gabble-honk stopped short at the hyphen. The woman rose
dowly.

"On thisquestion of names," Hebster began doggedly, keeping his eyes on the woman, "since you
peopleclam—"

Thewoman writhed agonizingly for amoment and sat down on thefloor. She smiled a Hebgter.
With her rotted teeth, the smile had dl the brilliance of adead Sar.

Hebster cleared histhroat and prepared to try again.



"If you want names," the older man said suddenly, "you can cal meLarry."

The president of Hebster Securities shook himsalf and managed to say "Thanks' in a somewhat
wesak but not too surprised voice. He looked at the thin young man.

"Y ou can cal me Theseus." The young man looked sad ashe sadit.

"Theseus? Fine!" One thing about Primeys, when you started clicking with them, you really moved
aong. But Theseus! Wasn't that just like a Primey? Now the woman, and they could begin.

They weredl looking a the woman, even Gretawith a curiosity which had sneaked up past her
beauty-parlor glaze.

"Name," the woman whispered to hersdf. "Name aname.”

Oh, no, Hebster groaned. Let's not stall here.

Larry evidently had decided that enough time had been wasted. He made a sugges-tion to the
woman. "Why not cal yourself Moe?'

The young man—Theseus, it was now—al so seemed to get interested in the prob-lem. "Rover'sa
good name," he announced helpfully.

"How about Gloria?' Hebster asked desperately.

The woman considered. "Moe, Rover, Gloria," she mused. "Larry, Theseus, Seidenheim, Hebster,
me." She seemed to be running atotal.

Anything might come out, Hebster knew. But at least they were not acting snob-bish any more: they
were talking down on hislevel now. Not only no gabble-honk, but none of this sneering double-talk
which was amogt worse. At least they were making sense—of a sort.

"For the purposes of thisdiscusson,” thewoman said & last, "my name will be...will be—My name
isS.S Ludtania”
"Finel" Hebster roared, letting the word held kept bubbling on hislips burst out. "That's a fine name.

Larry, Theseusand...er, S.S. Lusitania. Fine bunch of people. Sound. Let's get down to business. Y ou
came here on business, | tekeit?"

"Right," Larry said. "We heard about you from two others who left home amonth ago to cometo
New Y ork. They talked about you when they got back to Arizona."

"They did, eh?1 hoped they would."

Theseus did off his chair and squatted next to the woman who was making pluck-ing motions & the
air. "They talked about you," he repeated. "They said you treated them very well, that you showed them
as much respect asathing like you could gen-erate. They dso said you cheated them."

"Oh, well, Theseus." Hebster spread his manicured hands. "1'm a businessman.”

"You'reabusnessman,” S.S. Lusitaniaagreed, getting to her feet stedthily and taking agreat swipe
with both hands at something invisblein front of her face. "And here, in this spot, at this moment, so are
we. Y ou can have what we've brought, but you'l pay for it. And don't think you can chest us.”

Her hands, cupped over each other, came down to her waist. She pulled them apart suddenly and a
tiny eagle fluttered out. It flapped toward the fluorescent pands glowing in the calling. Itsflight was
hampered by the heavy, striped shield upon its breast, by the bunch of arrowsit held in one claw, by the
olive branch it grasped with the other. It turned its miniature bald head and gasped at Algernon Hebster,
then began to drift rapidly down to the rug. Just beforeit hit the floor, it disappeared.

Hebster shut his eyes, remembering the strip of bunting that had falen from the eagl€e's beak when it
had turned to gasp. There had been words printed on the bunting, words too small to see at the distance,
but he was sure the words would have read " E Pluribus Unum." He was as certain of that as he was of
the necessity of acting unconcerned over the whole incident, as unconcerned as the Primeys. Professor



Kleimbocher said Primeyswere menta drunkards. But why did they give everyone elsethe D.T.S?
He opened hiseyes. "Well," he sad, "what have you to sdll?*
Silence for amoment. Theseus seemed to forget the point he wastrying to make; S.S. Lusitania
Sared a Larry.
Larry scratched hisright side through heavy, stinking cloth.

"Oh, aninfdlible method for defeating anyone who attempts to gpply the reductio ad absurdum to
areasonable proposition you advance." He yawned smugly and be-gan scratching hisleft side.

Hebster grinned because he was fedling so good. "No. Can't useit.”

"Can't useit?' The old man wastrying hard to look amazed. He shook hishead. He stolea
Sdewaysglanceat S.S. Lusitania

She amiled again and wriggled to thefloor. "Larry ill isn't talking alanguage you can understand,
Mr. Hebster," she cooed, very much like afertilizer factory being friendly. "We came here with something
we know you need badly. Very badly.”

"Yes?' They'relike thosetwo Primeyslast month, Hebster exulted: they don't know what's good
and what isn't. Wonder if their masters would know. Well, and if they did—who does businesswith
Aliens?

"We...have," she spaced the words carefully, trying pathetically for adramatic effect, "anew shade
of red, but not merely that. Oh, no! A new shade of red, and afull set of color valuesderived fromit! A
complete set of color values derived from this one shade of red, Mr. Hebster! Think what a
non-objectivist painter can do with such a—"

"Don't sell me, lady. Theseus, do you want to have ago now?"

Theseus had been frowning at the green foundation of the desk. He leaned back, looking satisfied.
Hebster redlized abruptly that the tenson under hisright foot had disappeared. Somehow, Theseus had
become cognizant of the sgnd-spring set in the floor; and, somehow, he had removed it.

He had disntegrated it without setting off the alarm to which it was wired.

Gigglesfrom three Primey throats and arapid exchange of "gabble-honk." Then they al knew what
Theseus had done and how Hebster had tried to protect himself. They weren't angry, though—and they
didn't sound triumphant. Try to understand Primey behavior!

No need to get unduly alarmed—the price of deding with these characters was a nervous stomach.
The rewards, on the other hand—

Abruptly, they were businessike again.

Theseus snapped out his suggestion with dl thefinality of abazaar merchant making hislast,
absolutely the last offer. "A set of population indices which can be corrdated with—"

"No, Theseus," Hebster told him gently.

Then, while Hebster sat back and enjoyed, temporarily forgetting the missing coil under hisfoot,
they poured out more, desperatdly, feverishly, weaving in and out of each other's sentences.

"A portable neutron stabilizer for high dtit—"

"More than fifty ways of saying 'however' without—"

"...S0 that every housewife can do an entrechat while cook—"
"...Synthetic fabric with the drgpe of slk and manufactura—"
"...Decorative pattern for bald heads usng thefolliclesas—"
"...Complete and utter refutation of al pyramidologists from—"
"All right!" Hebgter roared, "All right! That's enough!™



Greta Seidenheim almost forgot hersaf and sighed with relief. Her stenographic machine had been
sounding like a centrifuge.

"Now," said the executive. "What do you want in exchange?'

"One of those we said isthe one you want, en?' Larry muttered. "Which one—the pyramidology
refutation? That'sit, | betcha.”

S.S. Lusitaniawaved her hands contemptuoudy. "Bishop's miters, you fool! The new red color
vauesexcited him. The new—"

Ruth's voice came over the communicator. "Mr. Hebster, Y ost and Funatti are back. | stalled them,
but | just received word from the lobby receptionist that they're back and on their way upstairs. You
have two minutes, maybe three. And they're so mad they almost look like Firstersthemselves!”

"Thanks. When they climb out of the elevator, do what you can without getting tooillegd.” He
turned to hisguests. "Ligten—"

They had gone off again.

"Gabble, gabble, honk, honk, honk? Gabble, honk, gabble, gabble! Gabble, honk, gabble, honk,
gabble, honk, honk."

Could they honestly make sense out of these throat-clearings and half-sneezes? Wasit redly a
language as superior to adl previous languages of man as...asthe Aliens were supposed to be to man
himsdf?Wadll, a least they could communicate with the Aliens by means of it. And the Aliens, the
Aliens—

He recollected abruptly the two angry representatives of the world state who were hurtling towards
hisoffice.

"Ligten, friends. Y ou came here to sll. Y ou've shown me your stock, and I've seen something I'd
liketo buy. What exactly isimmaterial. The only question now iswhat you want for it. And let's make it
fadt. | have some other businessto transact.”

The woman with the dental nightmare stamped her foot. A cloud no larger than aman's hand formed
near the ceiling, burst and deposited apail full of water on Hebster's fine custom-made rug.

He ran amanicured forefinger around the inside of his collar so that his bulging neck veinswould not
burst. Not right now, anyway. He looked at Greta and regained confidence from the serenity with which
she waited for more conversation to tran-scribe. There was amodel of business precison for you. The
Primeys might pull what one of them had in London two years ago, before they were barred from dl
metro-politan areas—increased a housefly's size to that of an e ephant—and Greta Seidenheim would go
on separating fragments of conversation into the appropriate short-hand symbols.

With dl their power, why didn't they take what they wanted? Why trudge weari-some milesto cities
and attempt to smuggle themselvesinto illega audiences with operatorslike Hebster, when most of them
were caught easily and sent back to the reservation and those that weren't were cheated unmercifully by
the "straight”" hu-mans they encountered? Why didn't they just blast their way in, take their weird and
pathetic prizes and toddle back to their masters? For that matter, why didn't their masters—But Primey
psych was Primey psych—mnot for thisworld, nor of it.

"WElI tel you what we want in exchange," Larry began in the middle of ahonk. He held up ahand
on which thelength of the fingernails wasindicated graphicdly by the grime beneeth them and began to
tot up the items, bending a digit for each item. "First, ahundred paper-bound copies of Melvilles Moby
Dick. Then, twenty-five crysta radio sets, with earphones; two earphones for each set. Then, two
Empire State Buildings or three Radio Cities, whichever is more convenient. We want those with
foundationsintact. A reasonably good copy of the Hermes statue by Praxiteles. And an electric toaster,
circa 1941. That'sabout dl, isnt it, Theseus?"

Theseus bent over until his nose rested againgt his knees.



Hebster groaned. The list wasn't as bad as he'd expected—remarkable the way their masters
aways yearned for the dectric gadgets and artistic achievements of Earth—but he had so littletimeto
bargain with them. Two Empire State Buildingd

"Mr. Hebgter," his receptionist chattered over the communicator. " Those SIC men—I| managed to
get acrowd out in the corridor to push toward their elevator when it cameto thisfloor, and I've locked
the...| mean I'm trying to...but | don't think—Can you—"

"Good girl! You'redoing fine!"

"Isthat dl wewant, Theseus?' Larry asked again. "Gabble?"

Hebster heard a crash in the outer office and footsteps running across the floor.

"See here, Mr. Hebster," Theseus said at last, "if you don't want to buy Larry's reductio ad

absurdum exploder, and you don't like my method of decorating bald headsfor al itsinnate artistry,
how about a system of musica notation—"

Somebody tried Hebster's door, found it locked. There was a knock on the door, repeated dmost
immediately with more urgency.

"He's already found something he wants," S.S. Lusitania snapped. "Yes, Larry, that wasthe
completelig.”

Hebster plucked a handful of hair from his aready receding forehead. "Good! Now, look, | can give
you everything but the two Empire State Buildings and the three Radio Cities."

"Or thethree Radio Cities" Larry corrected. "Don't try to cheat usl Two Empire State Buildings or
three Radio Cities. Whichever ismore convenient. Why...isn't it worth that to you?"

"Open thisdoor!" abull-mad voice yelled. " Open this door in the name of United Mankind!"

"Miss Seidenheim, open the door,” Hebster said loudly and winked at his secre-tary, who rose,
stretched and began athoughtful, dow-motion study in the direction of the locked panel. Therewasa
crash as of apair of shoulders being thrown againgt it. Hebster knew that his office door could withstand
amedium-szed tank. But there was alimit even to delay when it came to fooling around with the UM
Specid Investigating Commission. Those boysknew their Primeys and their Primey-deders, they were
em-powered to shoot first and ask questions afterwards—as the questions occurred to them.

"It's not amatter of whether it'sworth my while," Hebster told them rapidly as he shepherded them
to the exit behind his desk. "For reasons I'm sure you arent inter-ested in, | just can't give away two
Empire State Buildings and/or three Radio Cities with foundationsintact—not at the moment. I'll giveyou
therest of it, and—"

"Open thisdoor or we tart blasting it down!"

"Please, gentlemen, please,” Greta Seidenheim told them swestly. ™Y oulll kill apoor working girl
who'strying awfully hard to let you in. Thelock's stuck.” She fiddled with the door knob, watching
Hebster with atrace of anxiety in her fine eyes.

"And to replace those items," Hebster was going on, "'l will—"

"What | mean," Theseusbrokein, "isthis. Y ou know the greatest single difficulty composersfacein
the twelve-tone technique?’

"| can offer you," the executive continued doggedly, sweset burgting out of his skin like spring
freshets, "complete architectura blueprints of the Empire State Building and Radio City, plusfive...no, Il
make it ten...scale model s of each. And you get the rest of the stuff you asked for. That'sit. Takeit or
leaveit. Fagt!"

They glanced at each other, as Hebster threw the exit door open and gestured to the five liveried
bodyguards waiting near his private elevator. "Done," they saidin unison.

"Good!" Hebster dmost squeaked. He pushed them through the doorway and said to the tallest of



the five men: "Nineteenth floor!"

He dammed the exit shut just as Miss Seldenheim opened the outer office door. Y ost and Funatti, in
the bottle-green uniform of the UM, charged through. Without pausing, they ran to where Hebster stood
and plucked the exit open. They could al hear the elevator descending.

Funatti, alittle, olive-skinned man, sniffed. "Primeys" he muttered. "He had Primeys here, al right.
Smel that unwash, Y ost?"

"Yeah," said the bigger man. "Come on. The emergency stairway. We can track that elevator!™

They holstered their service weapons and clattered down the metal-tipped stairs. Below, the
elevator stopped.

Hebster's secretary was at the communicator. "Maintenance!” She waited. "Main-tenance,
automatic locks on the nineteenth floor exit until the party Mr. Hebster just sent down getsto alab
somewhere else. And keep apologizing to those cops until then. Remember, they're SIC."

"Thanks, Greta," Hebgter said, switching to the persona now that they were aone. He plumped into
hisdesk chair and blew out gudtily: "There must be easer ways of making amillion.”

She raised two perfect blond eyebrows. "Or of being an absolute monarch right inside the
parliament of man?"

"If they wait long enough,” hetold her lazily, "I'll be the UM, modern globa gov-ernment and al.
Another year or two might do it."

"Aren't you forgetting Vandermeer Dempsey? His huskies aso want to replace the UM. Not to
mention their colorful plansfor you. And there are an awful, awful lot of them.”

"They don't worry me, Greta. Humanity First will dissolve overnight once that decrepit old
demagogue gives up the ghost." He stabbed at the communicator but-ton. *Maintenance! Maintenance,
that party | sent down arrived at asafelab yet?'

"No, Mr. Hebgter. But everything's going al right. We sent them up to the twenty-fourth floor and
got the SIC men rerouted downstairs to the personnel levels. Uh, Mr. Hebster—about the SIC. We take
your orders and dl that, but none of uswantsto get in trouble with the Speciad Investigating Commission.
According to the latest laws, it's practically acapital offense to obstruct them.”

"Don't worry," Hebgter told him. "I've never let one of my employees down yet. The bossfixes
everything isthe motto here. Call me when you've got those Primeys safely hidden and ready for
questioning.”

He turned back to Greta. "Get that stuff typed before you leave and into Professor Kleimbocher's
hands. He thinks he may have anew angle on their gabble-honk."

She nodded. "I wish you could use recording apparatus instead of making me sit over an
old-fashioned click-box."

"So do|. But Primeys enjoy reaching out and putting ahex on eectrica appara-tus—when they
aren't collecting it for the Aliens. | had araft of tape recorders busted in the middle of Primey interviews
before | decided that human stenos were the only answer. And aPrimey may get around to bollixing
them some day."

"Cheerful thought. I must remember to dream about the possibility some cold night. Well, | should
complan,” she muttered as she went into her own little office. "Primey hexes built this busness and pay
my sadary aswell as supply me with the sparkling little knicknacks | love so well."

That wasnot quitetrue, Hebster remembered as he sat waiting for the communicartor to buzz the
news of hisrecent guests arrival in asafelab. Something like ninety-five percent of Hebster Securities



had been built out of Primey gadgetry extracted from them in various fancy dedls, but the base of it all
had been the smal investment bank he had inherited from hisfather, back in the days of the
Half-War—the days when the Aliens had first appeared on Earth.

Thefearfully intelligent dots swirling in their varioudy shaped multicolored bottles were completely
outside the pae of human understanding. There had been no way at al to communicate with them for a
time.

A humorist had remarked back in those early days that the Aliens came not to bury man, not to
conquer or endave him. They had atruly dreadful misson—to ignore him!

No one knew, even today, what part of the galaxy the Aliens came from. Or why. No one knew
what the totd of their small visiting population cameto. Or how they operated their wide-open and
completely slent spaceships. The few things that had been discovered about them on the occasions when
they deigned to swoop down and examine some human enterprise, with the a oof amusement of the
highly civilized tourist, had served to confirm atechnological superiority over Man that Strained and tore
the capacity of hisrichest imagination. A sociological treatise Hebster had read recently suggested that
they operated from concepts asfar in advance of modern science as ameteorologist sowing a
drought-struck areawith dry ice was beyond the primitive agriculturist blowing aram'shorn & the
heavensin afrantic attempt to wake the dumbering gods of rain.

Prolonged, infinitely dangerous observation had reveded, for example, that the dots-in-bottles
seemed to have devel oped past the need for prepared tools of any sort. They worked directly on the
materia itsalf, shaping it to need, evidently cresting and destroying matter at will.

Some humans had communicated with them—
They didn't stay human.

Men with superb brains had looked into the whirring, flickering settlements es-tablished by the
outsiders. A few had returned with tales of wondersthey had redlized dimly and not quite seen. Their
descriptions dways sounded asif their eyes had been turned off a the most crucid moments or amental
fuse had blown jugt this sde of understanding.

Others—such celebrities as a Presdent of Earth, athree-time winner of the Nobel Prize, famous
poets—had evidently broken through the fence somehow. These, how-ever, were the oneswho didn't
return. They stayed in the Alien settlements of the Gobi, the Sahara, the American Southwest. Bardly
ableto fend for themsealves, de-spite newly acquired and almost unbelievable powers, they shambled
worshipfully around the outsiders, speaking, with weird writhings of larynx and nasal passage, what was
evidently ahuman approximation of their masters language—akind of pidgin Alien. Talkingwith a
Primey, someone had said, waslike ablind man trying to read a page of Braille originally written for an
octopus.

And that these bearded, bug-ridden, stinking derelicts, these chattering wrecks drunk and sodden
on thelogic of an entirdy different life-form, were the absol ute best of the human race didn't help
peopl€'s egos any.

Humans and Primeys despised each other dmost from thefirgt: humansfor Primey subservience and
helplessnessin human terms, Primeys for human ignorance and ineptnessin Alien terms. And, except
when operating under Alien orders and through barely legal operatorslike Hebster, Primeysdidn't
communicate with humans any more than their mastersdid.

When ingdtitutionalized, they either gabble-honked themsdvesinto an early grave or, losing patience
suddenly, they might dissolve a path to freedom right through the walls of the asylum and any attendants
who chanced to bein the way. Therefore the enthusiasm of sheriff and deputy, nurse and orderly, had
waned consderably and the forcible incarceration of Primeys had almost ceased.

Since the two groups were so far gpart psychologically asto make mating between them impossible,
the ragged miracle-workers had been honored with the status of a separate classification:



Humanity Prime. Not better than humanity, not necessarily worse—but different, and dangerous.

What made them that way? Hebster rolled his chair back and examined the holein the floor from
which the darm spring had spirded. Theseus had disntegrated it—how? With athought? Telekines's,
say, gpplied to dl the molecules of the metd si-multaneoudy, making them move rapidly and at random.
Or possibly he had merely moved the spring somewhere else. Where? In space? In hyperspace? In time?
Hebster shook his head and pulled himsdlf back to the efficiently smooth and sandly useful desk surface.

"Mr. Hebster?" the communicator inquired abruptly, and he jumped abit, "thisis Margritt of Genera
Lab 23B. Your Primeysjust arrived. Regular check?"

Regular check meant drawing them out on every conceivable technica subject by the nine specidists
inthe generd laboratory. Thisinvolved firing questions at them with the rgpidity of a police interrogation,
getting them off bal ance and keeping them there in the hope that a useful and unexpected bit of scientific
knowledge would drop.

"Yes," Hebgter told him. "Regular check. But first let atextile man have awhack at them. In fact, let
him take charge of the check."

A pause. "Theonly textile man in thissection is Charlie Verus™

"Wdl?' Hebster asked in mild irritation. "Why put it like that? He's competent, | hope. What does
Personnd say about him?”

"Personnd says he's competent.”

"Then thereyou are. Look, Margritt, | have the SIC running around my building with blood inits
enormous eye. | don't have time to muse over your departmental feuds. Put Veruson.”

"Yes, Mr. Hebster. Hey, Bert! Get Charlie Verus. Him."
Hebster shook his head and chuckled. Thesetechnicians! Verus was probably bril-liant and nasty.

The box crackled again: "Mr. Hebster? Mr. Verus." The voice expressed boredom to the point of
obvious affectation. But the man was probably good despite his neuro-ses. Hebster Securities, Inc., had
afirg-rate personnel department.

"Verus? Those Primeys, | want you to take charge of the check. One of them knows how to make a
synthetic fabric with the drape of slk. Get that first and then go after anything else they have."

"Primeys, Mr. Hebster?'

"l said Primeys, Mr. Verus. Y ou are atextile technician, please to remember, and not the straight or
ping-pong haf of acomedy routine. Get humping. | want areport on that synthetic fabric by tomorrow.
Work dl night if you haveto.”

"Before we do, Mr. Hebster, you might be interested in asmall piece of informattion. Thereis
already in existence asynthetic which fals better than glk—"

"I know," hisemployer told him shortly. " Cdlulose acetate. Unfortunatdly, it hasafew
disadvantages. low melting point, tendsto crack; separate and somewhat infe-rior dyestuffs haveto be
used for it; poor chemical resstance. Am | right?!

There was no immediate answer, but Hebster could feel the dazed nod. He went on. "Now, we also
have protein fibers. They dyewd | and fal well, have the thermo-conductivity control necessary for
wearing appardl, but don't have the tensile strength of synthetic fabrics. An artificial protein fiber might
be the answer: it would drape aswell as silk, might be we could use the acid dyestuffswe use on silk
which result in shades that dazzle fema e customers and cause them to fling wide their pocketbooks.
Therearealot of ifs inthat, | know, but one of those Primeys said something about a synthetic with the
drape of slk, and | don't think held be sane enough to be referring to cellulose acetate. Nor nylon, orlon,
vinyl chloride, or anything else we dready have and use."



"Y ou've looked into textile problems, Mr. Hebster."

"l have. I've looked into everything to which there are big gobs of money attached.

And now suppose you go look into those Primeys. Severd million women are wait-ing breathlessy
for the secrets concealed in their beards. Do you think, Verus, that with the personal and scientific
background I've just given you, it's possible you might now get around to doing the job you are paid to
do?'

"Um-m-m. Yes"

Hebster walked to the office closet and got his hat and coat. He liked working under pressure; he
liked to see people jJump up straight whenever he barked. And now, he liked the prospect of relaxing.

He grimaced at the webfoam chair that Larry had used. No point in having it resquirted. Have anew
one made.

"I'll be at the Universty,” hetold Ruth on hisway out. ™Y ou can reach me through Professor
Kleimbocher. But don't, unlessit's very important. He gets unpleasantly annoyed when he'sinterrupted.”

She nodded. Then, very hesitantly: "Those two men—Y ost and Funatti—from the Specia
Investigating Commission? They said no one would be alowed to leave the building.”

"Did they now?" he chuckled. "I think they were angry. They've been that way be-fore. But unless
and until they can hang something on me—And Ruth, tell my body-guard to go home, except for the man
with the Primeys. HE'sto check with me, wher-ever | am, every two hours."

He ambled out, being careful to smile benevolently a every third executive and fifth typist in thelarge
office. A private elevator and entrance were all very well for an occasiond crisis, but Hebster liked to
taste his successesin as much public as possible.

It would be good to see Kleimbocher again. He had agood dedl of faith in the lin-guistic approach;
grants from his corporation had tripled the size of the University's philology department. After al, the
basi ¢ problem between man and Primey aswell as man and Alien was one of communication. Any
attempt to learn their science, to adjust their mental processes and logic into safer human channdls, would
have to be preceded by understanding.

It was up to Kleimbocher to find that understanding, not him. "I'm Hebster," he thought. "I employ
the people who solve problems. And then | make money off them.”

Somebody got in front of him. Somebody elsetook hisarm. "I'm Hebster," he re-peated
automaticaly, but out loud. " Algernon Hebster."

"Exactly the Hebster we want," Funatti said, holding tightly on to hisarm. ™Y ou don't mind coming
aong with us?'

"Isthisan arrest?' Hebster asked Y ost, who now moved aside to let him pass. Y ost was touching
his holstered weapon with dancing fingertips.

The SIC man shrugged. "Why ask such questions?" he countered. " Just come aong and be sociable,
kind of. People want to talk to you."

He dlowed himsdlf to be dragged through the lobby ornate with murals by radicd paintersand
nodded appreciation at the doorman who, staring right through his cap-tors, said enthusiasticaly, "Good
afternoon, Mr. Hebgter." He made himsdlf fairly comfortable on the back seat of the dark-green SIC
car, alate-model Hebster Mono-whed!.

"Surprised to see you minus your bodyguard,” Y ost, who was driving, remarked over his shoulder.
"Oh, | gave them the day off."

"As so0n as you were through with the Primeys? No," Funatti admitted, "we never did find out
where you cached them. That's one big building you own, mister. And the UM Specid Investigating



Commission isnotorioudy undersaffed.”
"Not forgetting it's dso notorioudy underpaid,” Y ost brokein.

"l couldn't forget that if | tried,” Funatti assured him. ™Y ou know, Mr. Hebster, | wouldn't have sent
my bodyguard off if I'd been in your shoes. Right now there's some-thing abouit five times as dangerous
as Primeys after you. | mean Humanity Firsters.”

"Vandermeer Dempsey's crackpots? Thanks, but | think I'll survive."

"That'sal right. Just don't give any long odds on the proposition. Those people have been expanding
fast and furious. The Evening Humanitarian aone has atre-mendous circulation. And when you figure
their weekly newspapers, their penny booklets and throwaway handbills, it adds up to an impressive
amount of propaganda. Day after day they bang away editoridly at the people who're making money off
the Aliensand Primeys. Of course, they'reredly hitting a the UM, like aways, but if an ordinary Firgter
met you on the street, held be aslikely to cut your heart out as not. Not interested? Sorry. Well, maybe
youll likethis. The Evening Humanitarian has a cute namefor you."

Y ot guffawed. "Tdl him, Funatti.”
The corporation president looked at the little man inquiringly.
"They cdl you," Funatti said with great savoring deliberation, "they cdl you an interplanetary pimp!™

Emerging at last from the crosstown underpass, they sped up the very latest addition to the strangling
city'sfacilities—the East Sde Air-Hoating Super-Duper Highway, known familiarly as Dive-Bomber
Drive. At the Forty-Second Street offway, the busi-est road exit in Manhattan, Y ost failed to make a
traffic sgna. He cursed absent-mindedly, and Hebster found himself nodding the involuntary passenger's
agree-ment. They watched the elevator section dwindling downward asthe cars that were to mount the
highway spirded up from the right. Between the two, there rose and fell the steady platforms of harbor
traffic while, stacked like so many decks of cards, the pedestrian stages awaited their turn below.

"Look! Up there, sraight ahead! Seeit?"

Hebster and Funatti followed Y ost'slong, waggling forefinger with their eyes. Two hundred feet
north of the offway and amost a quarter of amile straight up, abrown object hung in obvious fascination.
Every oncein awhile abirilliant blue dot would enliven the heavy murk imprisoned in its bell-jar shape
only to twirl around the side and be replaced by another.

"Eyes? Y ou think they're eyes?' Funatti asked, rubbing his smal dark fists againgt each other futilely.
"I know what the scientists say—that every dot is equivalent to one person and the whole bottleislikea
family or acity, maybe. But how do they know? It'satheory, aguess. | say they're eyes.”

Y ost hunched his great body haf out of the open window and shaded his vision with hisuniform cap
againg thesun. "Look at it," they heard him say, over his shoul-der. A nasal twang, long-buried, came
back into his voice as heaving emotion shook out its cultivated accents. " A-setting up there, a-staring and
adaring. So dl-fired interested in how we get on and off abusy highway! Won't pay us no never mind
when wetry to talk to it, when wetry to find out what it wants, whereit comesfrom, whoit is. Oh, no!
It'stoo superior to talk to the likes of us! But it can watch us, hours on end, days without end, light and
dark, winter and summer; it can watch us going about our business; and every time we dumb two-legged
animalstry to do some-thing we find complicated, along comes a blasted 'dots-in-bottle' to watch and
Seer and—"

"Hey there, man,” Funatti leaned forward and tugged at his partner's green jerkin. "Easy! Were
SIC, onbusiness.”
"All the same," Y ost grunted wistfully, as he plopped back into his seat and pressed the power

button, "1 wish | had Daddy'slittle old M-1 Garand right now." They bowled forward, smoothed into the
next long eevator section and started to descend. "1t would be worth the risk of getting pinged.”



And thiswasaUM man, Hebster reflected with acute discomfort. Not only UM, at that, but a
member of aspecid group carefully screened for their lack of anti-Primey prejudice, sworn to enforce
the reservation laws without discrimination and dedicated to the proposition that Man could somehow
achieve equdity with Alien.

Widl, how much dirt-eating could people do? People without a business sense, thet is. Hisfather
had hauled himself out of the pick-and-shovel brigade hand over hand and raised hisonly sonto
maneuver alwaysfor greater control, to search awaysfor that extra percentage of profit.

But others seemed to have no such abiding interest, Algernon Hebster knew regretfully.

They found it impossbleto live with achievements so abruptly made inconse-quentia by the Aliens.
To know with certainty that the mogt brilliant strokes of which they were capable, the mogt intricate
designsand clever careful workmanship, could be duplicated—and surpassed—in an instant's creation
by the outsiders and was of interest to them only as a collector'sitem. The feding of inferiority ishorrible
enough when imagined; but when it isn't feding but knowledge, when it isinescapable and thoroughly
demonstrable, covering every aspect of congtructive activity, it becomes unbearable and maddening.

No wonder men went berserk under hours of unwinking Alien scrutiny—watch-ing them asthey
marched in acolorfully uniformed lodge parade, or fished through aholein theice, asthey painfully
maneuvered a giant transcontinentd jet to anoise-lesslanding or sat in sweeting, serried rows chanting to
asingle, swesting man to "knock it out of the park and sew the whole thing up!" No wonder they seized
rusty shotgun or gleaming rifle and sped shot after vindictive shot into a sky poisoned by the
contemptuous curiosity of abrown, yellow or vermilion "bottle.”

Not that it made very much difference. It did give a certain release to nerves backed into horrible
psychic corners. But the Aliens didn't notice, and that was most impor-tant. The Alienswent right on
watching, asif dl this shooting and uproar, dl these imprecations and weapon-wavings, were dl part of
the self-same absorbing show they had paid to witness and were determined to see through if for nothing
else than the occasiona amusing fluff some member of the inexperienced cast might commit.

The Aliensweren't injured, and the Aliensdidn't fed attacked. Bullets, shells, buckshot, arrows,
pebbles from adingshot—al Man's miscellany of anger passed through them like the patient and eternd
rain coming in the opposite direction. Y et the Aliens had solidity somewherein their strange bodies. One
could judge that by the way they intercepted light and heat. And dso—

Also by the occasiond ping.

Every oncein awhile, someone would evidently have hurt an Alien dightly. Or more probably just
annoyed it by some unknown concomitant of rifle-firing or javein-throwing.

There would be the barest suspicion of asound—asif aguitarist had lunged at a string with his
fingertip and decided against it one motor impulsetoo late. And, after this delicate and hardly heard ping,
quite unspectacularly, the rifleman would be wegponless. He would be standing there sighting stupidly up
aong hisempty curled fingers, elbow cocked out and shoulder hunched in, like alarge oafish child who
had forgotten when to end the game. Neither hisrifle nor afragment of it would ever be found.
And—qgravely, curioudy, intently—the Alien would go on weatching.

The ping seemed to be aimed chiefly at weapons. Thus, occasiondly, a 155mm howitzer was
pinged, and aso, occasiondly, unexpectedly, it might be amuscular arm, curving back with another
stone, that would disappear to the accompaniment of atiny efin note. And yet sometimes—could it be
that the Alien, losing interest, had become cardessin itsirritation?—the entire man, murderoudy violent
and shrieking, would ping and be no more.

It was not asif a counterweapon were being used, but athoroughly higher order of reply, such asa
dap to an insect bite. Hebgter, shivering, recalled the time he had seen ablack tubular Alien swirl its
amber dots over anew substreet excavation, seem-ingly entranced by the spectacle of men scrabbling at
the earth beneath them.



A red-headed, blue-shirted giant of construction labor had |ooked up from Man-hattan's stubborn
granite just long enough to shake the swesat from his eyelids. So doing, he had caught sight of the
dot-pulsing observer and paused to snarl and lift his pneumatic drill, rattling it in noisy, if functionless,
bravado at the sky. He had hardly been noticed by his mates, when the long, dark, speckled
representative of arace beyond the stars turned end over end once and pinged.

The heavy drill remained upright for amoment, then dropped asif it had abruptly redized its master
was gone. Gone? Almost, he had never been. So thorough had his disappearance been, so rapid, with so
little flicker had he been snuffed out—harming and taking with him nothing €l se—that it had amounted to
an act of gigantic and pogitive noncregtion.

No, Hebster decided, making threatening gestures at the Alienswas suicidd . Worse, like everything
else that had been tried to date, it was usaless. On the other hand, wasn't the Humanity First approach
acomplete neurosis? What could you do?

Hereached into hissoul for an article of fundamental faith, found it. "I can make money," he quoted
to himsdlf. "That'swhat I'm good for. That'swhat | can waysdo.”

Asthey spun to a stop before the dumpy, brown-brick armory that the SIC had appro-priated for its
own use, he had a shock. Across the street was asmall cigar store, the only one on the block. Brand
names which had decorated the plate-glass window in al the colors of the copyright had been supplanted
recently by gresat gilt dogans. Familiar dogansthey were by now—=but this closeto aUM office, the
Specid Investigating Commission itsaf?

At the top of the window, the proprietor announced his ffiliation in two huge words that most
screamed their hatred across the street:

Humanity Firgt!

Undernegath these, in the exact center of the window, wasthe large golden initia of the organization,
the wedded letters HF arising out of the huge, symbolic safety razor.

And under that, in straggling script, the theme repeated, reworded and s oganized:
"Humanity fird, last and dl thetime!"

The upper part of the door began to get nasty:

"Deport the Aliens! Send them back to wherever they came from!™

And the bottom of the door made the store-front's only concession to business:
"Shop here! Shop Humanitarian!™

"Humanitarian!" Funatti nodded bitterly besde Hebster. "Ever seewhat'sleft of aPrimey if a
bunch of Firgters catch him without SIC protection? Just about enough to pick up with ablotter. | don't
imagine you're too happy about boycott-shops like that?*

Hebster managed a chuckle asthey walked past the saluting, green-uniformed guards. "There arent
very many Primey-inspired gadgets having to do with tobacco. And if there were, one Shop
Humanitarian outfit isn't going to bresk me."

But it is, hetold himsdlf disconsolatdly. It isgoing to break me—if it meanswhat it ssemsto.
Organization membership isonething and so is planetary patriotism, but businessis something e se.

Hebgter'slips moved dowly, in haf-remembered catechism: Whatever the pro-prietor believesin or
does not believein, he has to make a certain amount of money out of that placeif he's going to keep the
door free of bailiff sickers. Hecan't doiit if he offendsthe greater part of his possible clientele.

Therefore, snce hés ill in business and, from al outward signs, doing quite well, it's obviousthat he



doesn't have to depend on across-the-street UM personndl. Therefore, there must be afairly substantial
trade to offset this among entirely trandgent customers who not only don't object to hisFirstism but are
willing to forgo the interesting new gim-micks and lower pricesin standard itemsthat Primey technology
isgiving us

Therefore, it is entirely possible—from this one extremdy random but highly significant
sample—that the newspapers| read have been lying and the socioeconomists | employ are incompetent.
Itisentirdy possiblethat the buying public, the only aspect of the public in which | have the slightest
interest, is beginning a shift in general viewpoint which will profoundly affect its purchasing
orientation.

It ispossible that the entire UM economy is now at the top of along dideinto Humanity First
domination, the secure zone of fanatic blindness demarcated by men like Vandermeer Dempsey. The
highly usurious, commercialy speculative economy of Imperid Rome madeasmilar trangtion inthe
much dower historical pace of two millenniaago and became, in three brief centuries, agatic
unbusinesdike world in which banking was asin and wealth which had not been inherited was gross and
dishonorable.

Meanwhile, people may already have begun to judge manufactured items on the basis of
morality instead of usability, Hebster redlized, as dim menta notestook their stolid place beside
forming conclusions. He remembered afolderful of brilliant explana-tion Market Research had sent up
last week desling with unexpected consumer re-sistance to the new Ewakleen dishware. He had
dismissed the pages of carefully de-veloped thesis—to the effect that women were unconscioudy
associating the product's name with a certain Katherine Ewakios who had recently made the front page
of every tabloid in the world by dint of some fast work with abreadknife on the throats of her five
children and two lovers—with ayawning smile after examining itsfirgt brightly colored chart.

"Probably nothing more than norma housewifdly suspicion of aradicaly new idea," he had muttered,
"after washing dishes for years, to betold it's no longer neces-sary! She can't believe her Ewakleen dish
isgill the same after stripping the outer-most film of molecules after amed. Have to hit that educationa
angle abit harder—maybetie it in with the expendable moleculeslost by the skin during ashower.”

He'd penciled afew notes on the margin and flipped the whole problem onto the restless |ap of
Advertisng and Promotion.

But then there had been the seasond dump in furniture—about a month ahead of schedule. The
surprising lack of interest in the Hebster Chubbichair, an item which should have revol utionized men's
gtting habits.

Abruptly, he could remember amost a dozen unaccountabl e disturbancesin the market recently,
and al in consumer goods. That fits, he decided; any change in buying habitswouldn't be reflected in
heavy industry for at least ayear. The machinetools plantswould fed it before the sted mills; the mills
before the smelting and refining combines; and the banks and big investment houses would be the last of
the dominoesto topple.

With its capita so thoroughly tied up in research and new production, his busi-nesswouldn't survive
even atemporary shift of thistype. Hebster Securities, Inc., could go like a speck of lint being blown of
acoat collar.

Whichisalong way to travel from asmplelittle cigar store. Funatti'sjitters about growing Firstist
sentiment are contagious! he thought.

If only Kleimbocher could crack the communication problem! If we could talk to the Aliens, find s
ome sort of place for ourselvesin their universe. The Firsters would be left without a single
political leg!

Hebster realized they were in alarge, untidy, map-splattered office and that his es-cort was saluting a



huge, even more untidy man who waved their hands down impatiently and nodded them out of the door.
He motioned Hebster to achoice of seats. Thisconsisted of severa long wal nut-stained benches
scattered about the room.

P. Braganza, said the desk nameplate with ornate Gothic flow. P. Braganza had along, twirlable and
tremendoudy thick mustache. Also, P. Braganza needed a hair-cut badly. It was asif he and everything
in the room had been carefully designed to give the maximum affront to Humanity Firsters. Which,
congdering their crew-cut, closaly shaven, "Cleanlinessis next to Manliness' philosophy, meant that there
wasalot of gratuitous unpleasantnessin this office when araid on a street demongtra-tion filled it with
jostling fanatics, antiseptically clean and dressed with bare-bones smplicity and nestness.

"So you're worrying about Firster effect on business?’
Hebster looked up, startled.

"No, | don't read your mind," Braganza laughed through tobacco-stained teeth. He gestured at the
window behind hisdesk. "I saw you jump just the littlest bit when you noticed that cigar store. And then
you stared at it for two full minutes. | knew what you were thinking about.”

"Extremely perceptive of you," Hebster remarked dryly.

The SIC officid shook hishead in aviolent negative. "No, it wasn't. It wasn't abit perceptive. |
knew what you were thinking about because | Sit up here day after day staring at that cigar store and
thinking exactly the same thing. Braganza, | tel mysdlf, that's the end of your job. That'sthe end of
scientific world government. Right there on that cigar-store window."

He glowered at his completdly littered desk top for amoment. Hebster's instincts woke up—there
wasasdestak in thewind. He redized the man was engaged in the unaccustomed exercise of looking
for aconversationd gambit. He felt anitch of fear crawl up hisintestines. Why should the SIC, whose
power was dmost above law and certainly above governments, be trying to dicker with him?

Consdering hisreputation for asking questions with the snarling end of arubber hose, Braganzawas
being entirely too gentle, too talkative, too friendly. Hebster felt like atrapped mouse into whose
disconcerted ear a cat was beginning to pour com-plaints about the dog upstairs.

"Hebgter, tell me something. What are your goas?”

"l beg your pardon?"

"What do you want out of life? What do you spend your days planning for, your nights dreaming
about? Y ogt likes the girls and wants more of them. Funaiti'safam-ily man, five kids. He's happy in his
work because hisjob'sfairly secure, and there are al kinds of pensions and insurance policiesto back up
hislife"

Braganzalowered his powerful head and began adow, reluctant pacing in front of the desk.

"Now, I'm alittle different. Not that | mind being aglorified cop. | appreciate the regularity with
which the finance office pays my sdary, of course; and there are very few women in thistown who can
say that | have recelved an offer of affection from them with outright scorn. But the one thing for which |
would lay down my lifeis United Mankind. Would lay down my life? In terms of blood pressure and
heart strain, you might say I've dready doneit. Braganza, | tell mysdlf, you're alucky dope. You're
working for thefirst world government in human history. Makeit count.”

He stopped and spread hisarmsin front of Hebster. His unbuttoned green jerkin came apart
awkwardly and exposed the black dab of hair on hischest. "That'sme. That'sbasically dl thereisto
Braganza. Now if we'reto talk sensibly | have to know as much about you. | ask—what are your

gods?'
The President of Hebster Securities, Inc., wet hislips. "I am afraid I'm even less complicated.”
"That'sdl right," the other man encouraged. "Put it any way you like."
"Y ou might say that before everything ese, | an abusnessman. | am interested chiefly in becoming



abetter businessman, which isto say abigger one. In other words, | want to be richer than | am.”

Braganza peered & himintently. "And that'sal?"

"All? Haven't you ever heard it said that money isn't everything, but that what it isnt, it can buy?"

"It can't buy me."

Hebster examined him coolly. "1 don't know if you're a sufficiently desirable com-modity. | buy what
| need, only occasiondly making an exception to please mysdlf.”

"I don't likeyou." Braganzas voice had become thick and ugly. "I never liked your kind and there's
no sense being polite. | might aswell stop trying. | tell you straight out—I think your guts stink.”

Hebster rose. "Inthat case, | believe | should thank you for—"

"St down! Y ou were asked herefor areason. | don't see any point to it, but well go through the
motions. Sit down."

Hebster sat. Hewondered idly if Braganzareceived haf the sdlary he paid Greta Seidenheim. Of
course, Gretawas tdented in many different ways and performed severd distinct and separately useful
services. No, after tax and pension deductions, Braganza was probably fortunate to receive one-third of
Gretassdary.

He noticed that a newspaper was being proffered him. He took it. Braganza grunted, clumped back
behind his desk and swung his swive chair around to face the window.

It was aweek-old copy of The Evening Humanitarian. The paper had lost the
voice-of-a-smdll-but-highly-arti culate-minority look, Hebster remembered from hislast reading of it, and
acquired thefed of publishing big business. Even if you cut in haf the circulation clamed by the box inthe
upper left-hand corner, that till gave them three million paying readers.

In the upper right-hand corner, ared-bordered box exhorted the faithful to "Read Humanitarian!”
A green streamer across the top of the first page announced that " To make sense is human—to gibber,
Prime!"

But theimportant item wasin the middle of the page. A cartoon.

Half-a-dozen Primeyswearing long, curved beards and insane, tongue-lolling grins sat in arickety
wagon. They held reins attached to agroup of straining and portly gentlemen dressed—somewhat
smply—in high silk hats. The fattest and ugliest of these, the onein the lead, had a bit between histeeth.
The bit waslabeled " crazy-money” and the man, "Algernon Hebster."

Crushed and splintering under the whedls of the wagon were such varied items asa"Home Swest
Home" framed motto with a piece of wall attached, a clean-cut young-ster in aBoy Scout uniform, a
streamlined locomotive and a gorgeous young woman with asqualing infant under each arm.

The caption inquired starkly: "Lords of Creation—Or Serfs?"

"This paper seemsto have developed into afairly filthy scandal sheet,” Hebster mused out loud. "'l
shouldn't be surprised if it makes money."

"| takeit then," Braganza asked without turning around from his contemplation of the street, "that
you haven't reed it very regularly in recent months?'

"l am happy to say | have not."
"That wasamistake."
Hebster stared at the clumped locks of black hair. "Why?" he asked carefully.

"Becauseit has developed into athoroughly filthy and extremely successful scan-dal sheet. You're
itschief scandd.” Braganzalaughed. "Y ou see, these people ook upon Primey dedling asmore of asin
than a crime. And, according to that morality, you're closeto Old Nick himsdlf!™

Shutting his eyesfor amoment, Hebster tried to understand people who imag-ined such a
soul-satisfying and beautiful concept as profit to be athing of dirt and crawling maggots. He sighed. "I've



thought of Firstism asardigion mysdf.”

That seemed to get the SIC man. He swung around excitedly and pointed with both forefingers. "I
tell you that you areright! It crosses al boundaries—incompat-ible and warring creeds are absorbed into
it. Itiswillful, witlessdenia of ahighly painful fact—theat there areintellects abroad in the universe which
are superior to our own. And the denia growsin strength every day that we are unable to contact the
Aliens. If, as ssems obvious, thereis no respectable place for humanity in thisgdactic civilization, why,
say men like Vandermeer Dempsey, then let us preserve our self-con-ceit at the least. Let's stay closeto
and reve in the thingsthat are undeniably human. In afew decades, the entire human race will have been
sucked into this blinkered vacuum.”

He rose and walked around the desk again. His voice had assumed aterribly ear-nest, tragically
pleading quality. His eyesroved Hebster'sface asif searching for apin-point of weakness, an especidly
thin spot in the frozen cam.

"Think of it," he asked Hebster. "Periodic daughters of scientists and artists who, in the judgment of
Dempsey, have pushed out too far from the conventiona center of so-called humanness. An occasiona
auto-da-fe in honor of amerchant caught sdling Primey goods—"

"l shouldn't like that,” Hebster admitted, smiling. He thought a moment. 1 see the connection you're
trying to establish with the cartoon in The Evening Humani-tarian."

"Migter, | shouldn't haveto. They want your head on the top of along stick. They want it because
you've become a symbol of dealing successfully, for your own ends, with these stellar foreigners, or at
least their human errand-boys and chambermaids. They figure that maybe they can put astop to
Primey-dedling generaly if they put abloody stop to you. And | tdll you this—maybe they areright.”

"What exactly do you propose?' Hebster asked in alow voice.

"That you comein with us. Well make an honest man of you—officialy. Wewant you directing our
investigation; except that the god will not be an extrabuck but dl-important interracial communication
and eventud intergellar negotiation.”

The president of Hebster Securities, Inc., gave himself afew minutes on that one. He wanted to
work out acareful reply. And he wanted time—above dl, he wanted time!

He was so close to awell-integrated and worldwide commercia empire! For ten years, he had been
carefully fitting the component industria kingdomsinto place, establishing suzerainty in this production
network and squeezing alittle more con-trol out of that economic satrapy. He had found delectable
tidbits of power in the dissolution of hiscivilization, endless opportunitiesfor wedth in the shards of his
race's sdlf-esteem. He required a bare twelve months now to consolidate and coordi-nate. And
suddenly—uwith the open-mouthed shock of a Jim Fiske who had cornered gold on the Exchange only to
have the United States Treasury defeat him by releasing enormous quantities from the Government's own
hoard—suddenly, Hebster redl-ized he wasn't going to have the time. He was too experienced a player
not to sense that anew factor was coming into the game, something outside his tables of actuarid figures,
his market graphs and cargo loading indices.

His mouth was clogged with the heavy nausea of unexpected defeat. He forced himsdlf to answer:

"I'm flattered. Braganza, | really am flattered. | seethat Dempsey haslinked us—we stand or fall
together. But—I've dways been aloner. With whatever help | can buy, | take care of mysdf. I'm not
interested in any goa but the extrabuck. First and last, I'm abusinessman.”

"Oh, stopit!" The dark man took aturn up and down the office angrily. "Thisis a planet-wide
emergency. There are times when you can't be abusinessman.”

"l deny that. | can't conceive of such atime."

Braganza snorted. " ou can't be abusinessman if you're strapped to a huge pile of blazing faggots.
Y ou can't be abusinessman if people's minds are so thoroughly con-trolled that they'll stop eeting at their
leader's command. Y ou can't be abusinessman, my davering, acquisitive friend, if demandissowel in



hand that it ceasesto exist.”

"That'simpossiblel" Hebster had legped to hisfeet. To hisamazement, he heard hisvoice climbing
up the scaleto hysteria. "There's always demand. Always Thetrick isto find what new form it'staken
and thenfill it!"

"Sorry! | didn't mean to make fun of your religion.”

Hebster drew a deep breath and sat down with infinite care. He could almost fedl hisred corpuscles
smmering.

Takeit easy, hewarned himsdlf, take it easy! Thisisaman who must be won, not antagonized.
They're changing the rules of the market, Hebster, and you'll need ev-ery friend you can buy.

Money won't work with thisfellow. But there are other values—

"Listen to me, Braganza. We're up againgt the psycho-socia consequences of an extremely
advanced civilization smacking into a comparatively barbarous one. Are you familiar with Professor
Kleimbocher's Firewater Theory?"

"That the Aliens logic hits us mentally in the same way aswhisky hit the North American Indian?
And the Primeys, representing our finest minds, are the equiva-lent of those Indians who had the most
sympathy with the white man'scivilization? Y es. It'sastrong analogy. Even carried to the Indians who,
lying sodden with liquor in the Streets of frontier towns, helped create the illuson of the treacherous, lazy,
kill-you-for-a-drink aborigines while being so thoroughly despised by their tribesmen that they didn't dare
go homefor fear of having their throats cut. I've dways felt—"

"The only part of that | want to talk about,” Hebster interrupted, "is the firewater concept. Back in
the Indian villages, an ever-increasing maority became convinced that firewater and gluttonous pal eface
civilization were synonymous, that they must rise and retake their land forcibly, killing in the process as
many drunken renegades as they came across. This group can be equated with the Humanity Firgters.
Then there was aminority who recognized the white men's superiority in numbers and wegpons, and
desperady tried to find away of coming to termswith his civiliza-tion—terms that would not include his
booze. For them read the UM. Findly, therewas my kind of Indian."

Braganza knitted voluminous eyebrows and hitched himself up to acorner of the desk. "Hah?" he
inquired. "What kind of Indian were you, Hebster?*

"The kind who had enough sense to know that the paeface had not the dightest interest in saving
him from dow and painful culturd anemia. The kind of Indian, dso, whose indtincts were sufficiently
sound so that he was scared to death of inno-vations like firewater and wouldn't touch the stuff to save
himsdlf from snake bite. But the kind of Indian—"

"Yes?Goon!"

"Thekind who was fascinated by the strange transparent container in which the firewater came!
Think how covetous an Indian potter might be of the whisky bottle, something which was completely
outside the capacity of his painfully acquired tech-nology. Can't you see him hating, despising and terribly
afraid of the smelly amber fluid, which toppled the most stawart warriors, yet wistful to possess a bottle
minus contents? That's about where | see mysdlf, Braganza—the Indian whose greedy curi-osity shines
through the murk of hysterica clan politics and outsders contempt like alambent flame. | want the new
kind of container somehow separated from the firewater."

Unblinkingly, the great dark eyes stared at hisface. A hand came up and smoothed each side of the
arched mustachio with long, unknowing twirls. Minutes passed.

"Well. Hebgter as our civilization's noble savage," the SIC man chuckled at last. "It dmost feelsright.
But what does it mean in terms of the overal problem?

"I'vetold you," Hebster said wearily, hitting the arm of the bench with his open hand, "that | haven't
the dightest interest in the overal problem.”



"And you only want the bottle. | heard you. But you're not a potter, Hebster—you haven't an
elementary particle of craftsman's curiosity. All of that historica romance you spout—you don't care if
your world drownsin its own agonized juice. Y ou just want a profit.”

"l never claimed an dtruistic reason. | leave the generd solution to men whose minds are good
enough to juggle its complexities—like Kleimbocher."

"Think somebody like Kleimbocher could do it?"

"I'm dmogt certain he will. That was our mistake from the beginning—trying to bresk through with
historians and psychologigts. Either they've become limited by the study of human societies or—well, this
ispersond, but I've dwaysfelt that the science of the mind attracts chiefly those who've dready
experienced grave psycho-logicd difficulty. While they might achieve such an understanding of
themsalvesin the course of their work as to become better adjusted eventudly than individuas who had
less problemsto begin with, 1'd still consider them too essentidly unstable for such anintringcaly
shocking experience as establishing rapport with an Alien. Ther interna dynamicsinevitably make
Primeysof them."

Braganza sucked at atooth and considered the wall behind Hebster. "And dl this, you fed, wouldn't
apply to Kleimbocher?'

"No, not a philology professor. He has no interest, no intellectua rootsin per-sona and group
ingability. Kleimbocher's acomparative linguist—atechnician, redly—aspecidist in basic
communication. I've been out to the University and watched him work. His approach to the problem is
entirdly in terms of his subject—communicating with the Aliensingtead of trying to understand them.
Therée's been entirely too much intricate specul ation about Alien consciousness, sexud attitudes and socia
organization, about stuff from which wewill derive no tangible and im-mediate good. Kleimbocher's
completely pragmatic.”

"All right. | follow you. Only he went Primethismorning.”

Hebster paused, a sentence dangling from his dropped jaw. "Professor Kleim-bocher? Rudolf
Kleimbocher?' he asked idioticdly. "But he was so close...he dmost had it...an elementary sgna
dictionary...he was about to—"

"He did. About nineforty-five. Hed been up al night with a Primey one of the psych professors had
managed to hypnotize and gone home unusudly optimigtic. Inthe middle of hisfirst classthismorning, he
interrupted himsdlf in alecture on medieva Cyrillic to...to gabble-honk. He sneezed and wheezed at the
sudentsfor about ten minutesin the usua Primey pattern of initid irritation, then, abruptly giving them up
as hopdess, worthlessidiots, he levitated himsdlf in that eerie way they dmost ways do at first. Banged
his head againgt the ceiling and knocked himself out. | don't know what it was, fright, excitement, respect
for the old boy perhaps, but the students neglected to tie him up before going for help. By the time they'd
come back with the campus SIC man, Kleimbocher had revived and dissolved one wall of the Graduate
Schoal to get out. Hereé's a snapshot of him about five hundred feet in the air, lying on his back with his
arms crossed behind his head, skimming west & twenty milesan hour."

Hebster studied thelittle paper rectangle with blinking eyes. ™Y ou radioed the air force to chase him,
of course.”

"What's the use? Weve been through that enough times. He'd elther increase his speed and
generate atornado, drop like astone and get himself smeared dl over the countryside, or materialize stuff
like wet coffee grounds and gold ingotsinside the jets of the pursuing plane. Nobody's caught a Primey
yet inthefirg flush of...whatever they do fed at first. And we might stand to lose anything from afairly
expensve hunk of aircraft, including pilot, to a couple of hundred acres of New Jersey topsoil."

Hebster groaned. "But the elghteen years of research that he represented!”

"Y eah. That's where we stand. Blind Alley umpteen hundred thousand or there-abouts. Whatever
thefigureis, it'sawfully closeto theend. If you can't crack the Alien on astraight linguistic basis, you



can't crack the Alien at dl, period, end of para-graph. Our most powerful weapons affect them like
bubble pipes, and our finest minds are good for nothing better than to serve them in low, fawning idiocy.
But the Primeys are dl that's left. We might be able to talk sense to the Man if not the Magter.”

"Except that Primeys, by definition, don't talk sense.”

Braganzanodded. "But since they were human—ordinary human—to start with, they represent a
hope. We adways knew we might some day haveto fall back on our only real contact. That'swhy the
Primey protective laws are so rigid; why the Primey reservation compounds surrounding Alien
settlements are guarded by our military detachments. The lynch spirit has been evolving into the pogrom
Spirit as human resentment and discomfort have been growing. Humanity First isbeginning to fed strong
enough to chalenge United Mankind. And honestly, Hebster, at this point neither of us know which
would survive ared fight. But you're one of the few who have talked to Primeys, worked with them—"

"Just on business.”

"Frankly, that much of agtart isathousand times further aong than the best that we've been able to
manage. It's so blasted ironicd that the only people who've had any conversation at dl with the Primeys
aren't even dightly interested in the immi-nent collgpse of civilization! Oh, well. The pointisthat inthe
present politica pic-ture, you sink with us. Recognizing this, my people are prepared to forget a great
deal and document you back into respectability. How about it?!

"Funny," Hebgter said thoughtfully. "It can't be knowledge that makes miracle-workers out of fairly
sober scientigts. They dl start shooting lightnings at their fami-lies and water out of rocksfar too early in
Primacy to have had time to learn new techniques. It's asif by merely coming close enough to the Aliens
to grovd, they imme-diately move into position to tap aseries of cosmic laws more basic than cause and
effect.”

The SIC man'sface dowly degpened into purple. "Well, are you coming in, or aren't you?
Remember, Hebgter, in these times, aman who indsts on business as usud isatraitor to higory."

"| think Kleimbocher isthe end.” Hebster nodded to himsdlf. "Not much point in chasing Alien
mentality if you're going to lose your best men ontheway. | say let'sforget dl thisnonsense of trying to
live as equalsin the same universe with Aliens. Let's concentrate on human problems and be grateful that
they don't come into our mgor population centers and tell usto shove over.”

Thetelephonerang. Braganzahad dropped back into hisswive chair. He let the in-strument squeeze
out severd piercing sonic bubbleswhile he clicked his strong square teeth and maintained a carefully
focused glare a hisvistor. Findly, he picked it up, and gave it the verba minima:

"Speeking. Heishere. I'll tell him. 'Bye."

He brought hislipstogether, kept them pursed for amoment and then, abruptly, swung around to
face the window.

"Y our office, Hebster. Seems your wife and son arein town and have to see you on business. She
the one you divorced ten years ago?"

Hebster nodded at his back and rose once more. " Probably wants her semiannua aimony dividend
bonus. I'll have to go. Sonianever does office morae any good.”

This meant trouble, he knew. "Wife-and-son" was executive code for something serioudy wrong
with Hebster Securities, Inc. He had not seen hiswife since she had been satisfactorily maneuvered into
giving him control of hisson's education. Asfar as he was concerned, she had earned a substantial
incomefor life by providing him with awell-mothered heir.

"Listen!" Braganza said sharply as Hebster reached the door. He still kept his eyes studioudy on the
dreet. "l tell you this Y ou don't want to comein with us. All right! Y oure abusinessman first and a
world citizen second. All right! But keep your nose clean, Hebgter. If we catch you the dightest bit off



base from now on, you'll get hit with everything. Well not only pull the most spectacular trid this corrupt
old planet has ever seen, but somewhere dong the line, well throw you and your entire organi-zation to
thewolves. Well seetoit that Humanity First pullsthe Hebster Tower down around your ears.”

Hebster shook his heed, licked hislips. "Why? What would that accomplish?’

"Hah! It would give alot of usherethe craziest kind of pleasure. But it would aso rdieve us
temporarily of some of the mass pressure we've been fedling. There's d-ways the chance that Dempsey
would lose control of his hotter heads, that they'd go on area gory rampage, make with the sound and
the fury sufficiently to justify full deployment of troops. We could knock off Dempsey and dl of the
big-shot Firgters then, because John Q. United Mankind would have seen to his own vivid satisfaction
and injury what a dangerous mob they are.”

"This" Hebster commented bitterly, "istheidedligtic, legdistic world government!”

Braganza's chair spun around to face Hebster and his fist came down on the desk top with al the
crushing findity of amagigteria gavel. "No, itisnot! Itisthe SIC, aplenipotentiary and highly practica
bureau of the UM, especidly created to orga-nize areationship between Alien and human. Furthermore,
itsthe SIC in adtate of the grestest emergency when the reign of law and world government may topple
at ademagogue's belch. Do you think"—nhis head snaked forward belligerently, his eyes ditted to thin
lines of purest contempt—"that the career and fortune, even thelife, let us say, of as openly sdfishadug
asyou, Hebster, would be placed above that of the representative body of two billion socially operating
human beings?'

The SIC officid thumped his doppily buttoned chest. "Braganza, | tell mysdf now, you're lucky he's
too hungry for hisblasted profit to take you up on that offer. Think how much fun it's going to beto sink
ahook into him when he makesamistake at last! To drop him onto the back of Humanity First so that
they'll run amuck and de-stroy themselves! Oh, get out, Hebster. I'm through with you."

He had made amistake, Hebster reflected as he waked out of the armory and snapped hisfingers
at agyrocab. The SIC wasthe most powerful single government agency in a Primey-infested world;
offending them for aman in his position was equivaent to a cab driver delving into the more uncertain
aspects of atraffic cop's ancestry in the policeman's popeyed presence.

But what could he do? Working with the SIC would mean working under Bragan-za—and since
maturity, Algernon Hebster had been quietly careful to take orders from no man. It would mean giving up
abusinesswhich, with alittle more work and alittle more time, might somehow till become the dominant
combine on the planet. And worst of all, it would mean acquiring asocia orientation to replace the
ca cu-lating businessman's viewpoint which was the closest thing to asoul he had ever known.

The doorman of hisbuilding preceded him at arapid pace down the side corridor that led to his
private elevator and flourished aside for him to enter. The car stopped on the twenty-third floor. With a
heart that had sunk so deep asto have practically foundered, Hebster picked hisway aong the
wide-eyed clerica saresthat lined the corridor. At the entrance to Generd Laboratory 23B, two tall
men in the gray livery of his persona bodyguard moved apart to let him enter. If they had been recdled
after having been told to take the day off, it meant that afull-dress emergency was being observed. He
hoped that it had been declared in timeto prevent any publicity leskage.

It had, Greta Seidenheim assured him. "'l was down here applying the clamps five minutes after the
fuss began. Floors twenty-one through twenty-five are closed off and al outsde linesare being
monitored. Y ou can keep your employees an hour at most past five o'clock—which givesyou a
maximum of two hours and fourteen minutes."

Hefollowed her green-tipped fingernail to the far corner of the lab where abody lay wrapped in
murky rags. Theseus. Protruding from his back was the yellowed ivory handle of quite an old German
S.S. dagger, 1942 edition. The silver swastika on the hilt had been replaced by an ornate symbol—an
HF. Blood had soaked Theseus long matted hair into an ugly red rug.



A dead Primey, Hebster thought, staring down hopelesdy. In his building, in thelaboratory to which
the Primey had been spirited two or three jumps ahead of Y ost and Funatti. Thiswas capitd offense
material—if the courts ever got achanceto weighiit.

"Look at the dirty Primey-lover!" adightly familiar voice jeered on hisright. "He's scared! Make
money out of that, Hebster!"

The corporation president strolled over to the thin man with the knobby, com-pletely shaven head
who was tied to an unused steampipe. The man'stie, which hung outside hislaboratory smock, sported
an unusua ornament about halfway down. It took Hebster several secondsto identify it. A miniature gold
safety razor upon ablack "3."

"He'sathird-echeon officid of Humanity First!"

"He'sdso Charlie Verus of Hebster Laboratories," an extremely short man with a corrugated
forehead told him. "My name is Margritt, Mr. Hebster, Dr. JH. Margritt. | spoke to you on the
communicator when the Primeys arrived.”

Hebster shook his head determinedly. He waved back the other scientists who were milling around
him self-conscioudy. "How long have third-echelon officids, let done ordinary members of Humanity
First, been recaiving salary checksin my |abo-ratories?’

"l don't know." Margritt shrugged up a him. "Theoretically no Firsters can be Hebster employees.
Personnel is supposed to be twice as efficient asthe SIC when it comes to sifting background. They
probably are. But what can they do when an em-ployee joins Humanity First after he passed his
probationary period? These prosaly-tizing times you'd need a complete force of secret police to keep
tabson dl the new convertd"

"When | spoketo you earlier in the day, Margritt, you indicated disapprova of Verus. Don't you
think it was your duty to let me know | had aFirgter officia about to mix it up with Primeys?’

The little man begat aviolent negative back and forth with his chin. "I'm paid to supervise research,
Mr. Hebster, not to coordinate your labor relations nor vote your political ticket!”

Contempt—the contempit of the cregtive researcher for the businessman-entre-preneur who paid his
sdlary and was now in serious trouble—flickered behind every word he spoke. Why, Hebster wondered
irritably, did people so despise aman who made money? Even the Primeys back in his office, Yost and
Funatti, Braganza, Mar-gritt—who had worked in his [aboratories for years. It was his only talent.
Surely, assuch, it wasasvaid asapianist's?

"I've never liked Charlie Verus," the lab chief went on, "but we never had reason to suspect him of
Firgism! He must have hit the third-echelon rank about aweek ago, eh, Bert?'

"Yeah," Bert agreed from across the room. "The day he camein an hour late, broke every Florence
flask in the place and told us al dreamily that one day we might be very proud to tell our grandchildren
that we'd worked in the same lab with Charles Bolop Verus.”

"Persondly,” Margritt commented, "I thought he might have just finished writing abook which
proved that the Great Pyramid was nothing more than aprophecy in sone of our modern textile designs.
Veruswasthat kind. But it probably was hislittle safety razor that tossed him up so high. I'd say he got
the promotion as asort of pay-ment in advance for the job he finally did today."

Hebster ground histeeth at the carefully hairless captive who tried, unsuccess-fully, to spit in his
face; he hurried back to the door, where his private secretary was taking to the bodyguard who had
been on duty inthelab.

Beyond them, againgt thewall, stood Larry and S.S. Lusitania conversing in alow-voiced and
anxious gabble-honk. They were evidently profoundly disturbed. S.S. Lusitaniakept plucking tiny little
elephants out of her rags which, kicking and trum-peting tinnily, burst like maformed bubbles as she
dropped them on thefloor. Larry scratched his tangled beard nervoudly as he talked, periodically waving
ahand at the celling, which was dready studded with fifty or sixty replicas of the dagger buried in



Theseus. Hebgter couldn't help thinking anxioudy of what could have happened to hisbuilding if the
Primeys had been able to act human enough to defend themsdlves.

"Listen, Mr. Hebster," the bodyguard began, "I wastold not to—"

"Saveit," Hebgter rgpped out. "This wasn't your fault. Even Personnel isn't to blame. Meand my
experts deserve to have our necks chopped for faling so far behind the times. We can andyze any trend
but the one which will make us superfluous. Gretal | want my roof helicopter ready to fly and my
persond stratojet at LaGuardiaalerted. Move, girl! And you...Williams, isit?' he queried, leaning
forward to read the body-guard's name on his badge, "Williams, pack these two Primeysinto my
helicopter upstairs and stand by for afast take-off."

Heturned. "Everyone dse!" hecaled. "You will be dlowed to go home at six. Y ou will be paid one
hour's overtime. Thank you."

Charlie Verus started to Sing as Hebster |eft the lab. By the time he reached the elevator, severd of
the clerksin the hallway had defiantly picked up the hymn. Hebster paused outside the elevator as he
redized that fully one-fourth of the clerica personnd, mae and femae, werefollowing Verus cracked
and mournful but terribly earnest tenor.

Mine eyes have seen the coming
of the glory of the shorn:
We will overturn the cesspool
where the Primey slimeis born,
We'll be wearing cleanly garments
as we face a human morn—
The First are on the march!
Glory, glory, hallelujah,
Glory, glory, hallelyjah...

If it was like thisin Hebster Securities, he thought wryly as he cameinto his pri-vate office, how fast
was Humanity First growing among the broad masses of people? Of course, many of those singing
could be put down as sympathi zers rather than converts, people who were suckers for chora groups and
vigilante posses—but how much more momentum did an organization have to generate to acquire the
name of political juggernaut?

The only encouraging aspect was the SIC's evident awareness of the danger and the unprecedented
steps they were prepared to take as countermeasure.

Unfortunately, the unprecedented steps would take place upon Hebster.

He now had alittle less than two hours, he reflected, to squirm out of the most serious single crime
on the books of present World Law.

Helifted one of histelephones. "Ruth," he said. "'l want to speak to Vandermeer Dempsey. Get me
through to him persondlly.”

Shedid. A few moments later he heard the famous voice, asrich and dow and thick as molten gold.
"Hello Hebster, Vandermeer Dempsey speaking.” He paused asif to draw breath, then went on
sonoroudy: "Humanity—may it always be ahead, but, ahead or behind, Humanity!" He chuckled.
"Our newest. What we call our telephonetoast. Likeit?"

"Very much,” Hebster told him respectfully, remembering that thisformer video quizmaster might
shortly be church and state combined. "Er...Mr. Dempsey, | no-tice you have anew book out, and | was
wondering—"

"Which one? Anthropolitics?



"That'sit. A fine study! Y ou have some very quotable linesin the chapter headed, ‘Neither More
Nor LessHuman.""

A raucous laugh that <till managed to bubble heavily. ™Y oung man, | have quot-able linesin every
chapter of every book! | maintain awriter's assembly line here at headquartersthat is capable of
producing up to fifty-five memorable epigrams on any subject upon ten minutes notice. Not to mention
their capacity for politica metaphors and two-line jokes with sexy implications! But you wouldn't be
cdling meto discussliterature, however good ajob of emotiona engineering | have donein my little text.
What isit about, Hebster? Go into your pitch.”

"Well," the executive began, vaguely comforted by the Firgter chieftain's cynica gpproach and
dightly annoyed at the openness of his contempt, "I had a chat today with your friend and my friend, P.
Braganza."

"l know."

"You do? How?'

Vandermeer Dempsey laughed again, the dow, good-natured chortle of afat man squeezing the
curvesout of arocking chair. " Spies, Hebster, spies. | have them every-where practicaly. Thiskind of
politicsis twenty percent espionage, twenty percent organization and sixty percent waiting for theright
moment. My spiestell me every-thing you do.”

"They didn't by any chancetell you what Braganzaand | discussed?"

"Oh, they did, young man, they did!" Dempsey chuckled a carefree scale exercise. Hebster
remembered his pictures: the head like a soft and enormous orange, gouged by abrilliant smile. There
was no hair anywhere on the head—all of it, down to the last eyelash and follicled wart, was removed
regularly through dectrolyss. "Accord-ing to my agents, Braganza made severa strong representations
on behdf of the Specid Investigating Commission which you rightly spurned. Then, somewhat out of
sorts, he announced that if you were henceforth detected in the nefarious enter-prises which everyone
knows have made you one of the wedlthiest men on the face of the Earth, he would use you as bait for
our anger. | must say | admire the whole in-genious schemeimmensdy.”

"And you're not going to bite," Hebster suggested. Greta Seidenheim entered the office and made a
circular gesture at the ceiling. He nodded.

"On the contrary, Hebster, we are going to bite. We're going to bite with just a shade more
vehemence than we're expected to. Were going to swallow this provoca-tion that the SIC isdevising for
us and go on to make aworldwide revolution out of it. We will, my boy."

Hebster rubbed hisleft hand back and forth across hislips.” Over my dead body!" Hetried to
chuckle himself and managed only to clear histhroat. "Y ou're right about the conversation with Braganza,
and you may be right about how you'll do when it gets down to paving stones and basebal | bats. But if
you'd like to have the whole thing alot eesier, thereisalittle ded | havein mind—"

"Sorry, Hebster my boy. No dedls. Not on this. Don't you see we redly don't want to haveit
easer? For the same reason, we pay our spies nothing despite the risks they run and the great growing
wedth of Humanity First. We found that the spies we ac-quired through conviction worked harder and
took many more chances than those forced into our arms by economic pressure. No, we desperately
need L'affaire Hebster to inflame the populace. We need enough excitement running loose so that it
trans-mits to the gendarmerie and the soldiery, so that conservative citizenswho normaly shake their
heads at a parade will drop their bundles and join the rape and robbery. Enough such citizensand Terra
goes Humanity First."

"Headsyou win, tails| lose."

Theliquid gold of Dempsey's laughter poured. "'l see what you mean, Hebgter. Either way, UM or
HF, you wind up a smear-mark on the sands of time. Y ou had your chance when we asked for
contributions from public-spirited businessmen four years ago. Quite afew of your competitors were able



to see the valid relationship between economics and politics. Woodran of the Underwood Investment
Trugtisafirg-ech-don officia today. Not asingle one of your top executives wears arazor. But, even
30, whatever happensto you will be mild compared to the Primeys.”

"The Aliens may object to their body-servants being mauled.”

"Thereareno Aliend" Dempsey replied in acompletely dtered voice. He sounded asif he had
gtiffened too much to be ableto move hislips.

"No Aliens?Isthat your latest line? Y ou don't mean that!"
"There are only Primeys—creatures who have resigned from human respons-bility and are therefore

able to do many seemingly miraculous things, which red humanity refuses to do because of the lack of
dignity involved. But thereare no Aliens. Aliensare aPrimey myth.”

Hebster grunted. "That isthe ideal way of facing an unplessant fact. Stare right through it.”

"If you ingst on talking about such illusonsas Aliens” the rustling and angry voicecut in, "I'm afraid
we can't continue the conversation. Y ou're evidently going Prime, Hebster."

Theline went dead.

Hebster scraped afinger ingde the mouthpiece rim. "He bdlieves his own stuff.” he said in an awed
voice. "For all of the decadent urbanity, he hasto have the same reassurance he gives hisfollowers—the
horrible, superior thing just isn't there!”

Greta Seidenheim waswaiting at the door with his briefcase and both their coats. As he came away
from the desk, he said, "I won't tell you not to come dong, Greta, but—"

"Good," she sad, swinging dong behind him. "Think well make it to—wherever were going?'

"Arizona. Thefirst and largest Alien settlement. The place our friends with the funny names come
from."

"What can you do there that you can't do here?’

"Frankly, Greta, | don't know. But it'sagood ideato lose mysdf for awhile. Then again, | want to
get inthe areawhere al this agony originates and take a close look; I'm an off-the-cuff businessman; I've
doneadl of my important figuring on the spot.”

There was bad news waiting for them outside the hdlicopter. "Mr. Hebster," the pilot told him
tonelesdy while cracking adry stick of gum, "the Stratojet’s been seized by the SIC. Arewe still going? I
wedoitinthisthing, it won't be very far or very fagt.”

"Weredill going," Hebster said after amoment's hesitation.

They climbed in. The two Primeys sat on the floor in the rear, sneezing conversartionally at each
other. Williamswaved respectfully at hisboss. "Gentle aslambs" he said. "In fact, they made one. | had
to throw it out.”

The large pot-bellied craft climbed up itsrope of air and started forward from the Hebster Building.

"There must have been aleak," Gretamuttered angrily. "They heard about the dead Primey.
Somewhere in the organization there's aleak that | haven't been ableto find. The SIC heard about the
dead Primey and now they're hunting us down. Redl efficient, | am!"

Hebster smiled at her grimly. She was very efficient. So was Personnel and adozen other
subdivisions of the organization. So was Hebster himself. But these were func-tioning members of a
normal business designed for stabletimes. Political spies! If Dempsey could have spies and saboteurs al
over Hebster Securities, why couldn't Braganza? They'd catch him before he had even started running;
they'd bring him back before he could find aloophole.

They'd bring him back for trid, perhaps, for what in al probability would be known to history asthe
Bloody Hebster Incident. Theincident that had precipitated aworld revol ution.



"Mr. Hebster, they're getting restless,” Williams called out. " Should | relax 'em out, kind of 7'

Hebster sat up sharply, hopefully. "No," he said. "L eave them donel" He watched the suddenly
agitated Primeys very closdy. Thiswasthe odd chance for which held brought them dong! Y ears of
haggling with Primeys had taught him alot about them. They were good for other things than sheer
gimmick-craft.

Two specks appeared on the windows. They enlarged deekly into jetswith SIC indgnia

"Pilot!" Hebgter called, hiseyeson Larry, who was pulling painfully at hisbeard. "Get away from the
controls! Fast! Did you hear me? That was an order! Get away from those controls!”

The man moved off reuctantly. He was barely in time. The control board dis-solved into rattling
purple shards behind him. The vanes of the gyro seemed to flower into indigo saxophones. Their ears
rang with supersonic frequencies as they rose above the jets on a spout of unimaginable force,

Five seconds later they werein Arizona.
They piled out of their weird craft into a sage-cluttered desert.

"l don't ever want to know what my windmill wasturned into,” the pilot com-mented, "or what was
used to push it dong—but how did the Primey come to under-stand the cops were after us?'

"l don't think he knew that," Hebster explained, "but he was sensitive enough to know he was going
home, and that somehow those jets were there to prevent it. And so he functioned, in terms of his
interests, in what was amaost a human fashion. He protected himsdf."

"Going home" Larry said. Hed been listening very closely to Hebster, dribbling from the right-hand
corner of hismouth as he listened. "Haemostat, hammersdarts, hump. Homeiswherethe hateis. Hitis
where the hump is. Home and locks the door.”

S.S. Lusitaniahad started on oneleg and favored them with her peculiar fleshy smile. "Hindsight,”
she suggested archly, "is no more than home site. Gabble, honk?"

Larry arted after her, some three feet off the ground. He walked the air dowly and painfully asif
the road he traveled were covered with numerous small boulders, dl of them pitilesdy sharp.

"Goodbye, people,” Hebster said. "I'm off to seethe wizard with my friendsin greasy gray here.
Remember, when the SIC catches up to your unusual vesse—stay closeto it for that purpose, by the
way—it might be wise to refer to me as someone who forced you into this. Y ou can tell them I've gone
into the wildernesslooking for asolution, figuring that if 1 went Prime I'd still be better off than asa
punching bag whose own-ership is being hotly disputed by such characters as P. Braganzaand
Vandermeer Dempsey. I'll be back with my mind or onit.”

He patted Greta's cheek on the wet spot; then he walked deftly away in pursuit of S.S. Lusitania
and Larry. He glanced back once and smiled as he saw them looking curioudly forlorn, especidly
Williams, the chunky young man who earned hisliving by guarding other peopl€s bodies. The Primeys
followed aroute of sorts, but it seemed to have been designed by some-one bemused by the motions of
an accordion. Again and again it doubled back upon itself, folded acrossitsalf, went back a hundred
yards and started al over again.

Thiswas Primey country—Arizona, where the first and largest Alien settlement had been made.
There were mighty few humansin this corner of the southwest any more—just the Aliensand their
coolies

"Larry," Hebster called as an uncomfortable thought struck him. "Larry! Do...do your masters know
I'm coming?"

Missing his step as he looked up at Hebster's peremptory question, the Primey tripped and plunged
to the ground. He rose, grimaced at Hebster and shook his head. "Y ou are not abusinessman,” he said.
"Here there can be no business. Here there can be only humorous what-you-might-cal-worship. The
movement to the universd, the inner nature—The redlization, complete and eternd, of the partia and



evanescent that alone enables...that alone enables—" His clawed fin-gers writhed into each other, asif he
were desperatdy trying to pull acommuni-cable meaning out of the pams. He shook his head with a
dow rolling motion from sideto side.

Hebster saw with ashock that the old man was crying. Then going Prime had yet another smilarity
to madness! It gave the human an understanding of something thoroughly beyond himsdlf, amenta
summit he was congtitutiondly incgpable of mounting. It gave him aglimpse of some psychologica
promised land, then buried him, gtill yearning, in his own inadequacies. And it left him at |ast bereft of
pridein his redizable accomplishments with akind of myopic haf-knowledge of where he wanted to go
but with no means of getting there.

"When | first came,”" Larry was saying hdtingly, his eyes squinting into Hebster'sface, asif he knew
what the businessman was thinking, "when firgt | tried to know...I mean the charts and textbooks |
carried here, my statistics, my plotted curves were so usdess. All playthings | found, disorganized, based
on shadow-thought. And then, Hebster, to watch real-thought, real-control! Y ou'll seethe joy—Y ou'll
serve beside us, you will! Oh, the enormous lifting—"

Hisvoice died into angry incoherencies as he bit into hisfist. S.S. Lusitaniacame up, sill hopping on
onefoot. "Larry," she suggested in avery soft voice, "gabble-honk Hebster away?"

Helooked surprised, then nodded. The two Primeys linked arms and clambered |aborioudy back
up to theinvisble road from which Larry had falen. They stood facing him for amoment, looking likea
weird, ragged, surredligtic version of Tweedledee and Tweedledum.

Then they disappeared and darkness fell around Hebster asif it had been knocked out of the jar. He
felt under himsalf cautioudy and sat down on the sand, which re-tained al the heat of daytime Arizona

Now!
Suppose an Alien came. Suppose an Alien asked him point-blank what it was that he wanted. That

would be bad. Algernon Hebgter, businessman extraordinary—dightly on the run, at the moment, of
course—didn't know what he wanted; not with referenceto Aliens.

He didn't want them to leave, because the Primey technology he had used in over adozen industries
was essentialy an interpretation and adaptation of Alien meth-ods. He didn't want them to stay, because
whatever was orderly in hisworld was dis-solving under the acids of their omnipresent superiority.

He also knew that he persondly did not want to go Prime.

What was | eft then? Business? Well, there was Braganza's question. What does a businessman do
when demand is so well controlled that it can be said to have ceased to exist?

Or what does he do in a case like the present, when demand might be said to be nonexistent, since
there was nothing the Aliens seemed to want of Man's puny hoard?

"He finds something they want,” Hebster said out loud.

How? How? Well, the Indian sill sold his decorative blanketsto the paleface asaway of life, asa
source of income. And heindsted on being paid in cash—not firewarter. If only, Hebster thought, he
could somehow contrive to meet an Alien—hed find out soon enough what its needs were, what was
basicaly desired.

And then as the retort-shaped, the tube-shaped, the bell-shaped bottles material-ized dl around him,
he understood! They had been forming the indgstent questionsin hismind. And they weren't satisfied with
the answers he had found thusfar. They liked answers. They liked answers very much indeed. If hewas
interested, there was always away—

A great dots-in-bottle brushed his cortex and he screamed. "No! | don't want to!" he explained
desperately.

Ping! went the dots-in-bottle and Hebster grabbed at his body. His continuing flesh reassured him.
Hefdt very much likethe girl in Greek mythology who had begged Zeusfor the privilege of seeing himin



thefull regaiaof hisgodhood. A few moments after her request had been granted, there had been
nothing left of thein-quistive femde but afine feathery ash.

The bottles were swirling in and out of each other in astrange and intricate dance from which there
radiated emotions vaguely akin to curiosity, yet partaking of amuse-ment and rapture.

Why rapture? Hebster was positive he had caught that note, even alowing for the lack of similarity
between mental patterns. He ran ahurried dragnet through his memory, caught afew corresponding
items and dropped them &fter a brief, intensve examination. What was he trying to remember—what
were his supremdy efficient busnessman'singinctstrying to remind him of ?

The dance became more complex, more rapid. A few bottles had passed under hisfeet and Hebster
could see them, undulating and spinning some ten feet below the surface of the ground asif their presence
had made the Earth a trangparent as well as permegble medium. Completely unfamiliar with al matters
Alien as he was, not knowing—not caring!—whether they danced as an expression of the counsdl they
were taking together, or as amatter of necessary socid ritual, Hebster was able nonethelessto sense an
gpproaching climax. Little crooked lines of green lightning be-gan to erupt between the huge bottles.
Something exploded near hisleft ear. He rubbed hisface fearfully and moved away. The bottles
followed, maintaining him in the imprisoning sphere of their frenzied movements.

Why rapture? Back in the city, the Aliens had had aterribly studious air about them asthey
hovered, dmost motionless, above the works and lives of mankind. They were cold and careful scientists
and showed not the dightest capacity for...for—

So he had something. At last he had something. But what do you do with an ideawhen you can't
communicateit and can't act upon it yoursalf?

Ring!

The previous invitation was being repested, more urgently. Ping! Ping! Ping!

"No!" heyedlled and tried to stand. He found he couldn't. "I'm not...I don't want to go Prime!”
There was detached, amost divine laughter.

Hefdt that awful scrabbling insde hisbrain asif two or three entities were jos-tling each other within
it. He shut his eyes hard and thought. He was close, he was very close. He had an idea, but he needed
timeto formulate it—alittle while to fig-ure out just exactly what theideawas and just exactly what to do
withit!

Fing, ping, ping! Fing, ping, ping!

He had aheadache. Hefelt asif hismind were being sucked out of hishead. Hetried to hold on to
it. He couldn't.

All right, then. He relaxed abruptly, stopped trying to protect himsdlf. But with hismind and his
mouth, he yelled. For thefirst timein hislife and with only apartidly formed conception of whom hewas
addressing the desperate cal to, Algernon Hebster screamed for help.

"l candoit!" he dternately screamed and thought. " Save money, savetime, save whatever it isyou
want to save, whoever you are and whatever you cal yourself—I can help you save! Help me, help me
—We can do it—but hurry. Y our problem can be solved—Economize. The balance-shest—Hep—"'

Thewords and frantic thoughts spun in and out of each other like the contracting rings of Aliensall
around him. He kept screaming, kept the focus on his menta images, while, unbearably, somewhere
insgde him, agay and jocular force began to close avave on his sanity.

Suddenly, he had absolutdly no sensation. Suddenly, he knew dozens of things he had never
dreamed he could know and had forgotten a thousand times as many. Suddenly, hefelt that every nerve
in hisbody was under control of hisforefinger. Suddenly, he—

Ping, ping, ping! Ping! Ping! PING! PING! PING! PING!
" .likethat," someonesad.



"What, for example?' someone el se asked.

"Well, they don't even lie normdly. He's been deeping like ahuman being. They twist and moanin
their deep, the Primeysdo, for al theworld like habitua old drunks. Speaking of moans, here comes our
boy.”

Hebster sat up on the army cat, rattling his head. The fearswere leaving him, and, with the fears
gone, hewould no longer be hurt. Braganza, highly concerned and unhappy, was standing next to his bed
with aman who was obvioudy adoctor. Hebster smiled at both of them, manfully resisting the temptation
to drool out astring of nonsense syllables.

"Hi, fellas," hesaid. "Here | come, ungathering nutsin May."

"Y ou don't mean to tell me you communicated!” Braganzaydled. Y ou commu-nicated and didn't
go Prime!”

Hebster raised himsdlf on an elbow and glanced out past the tent flap to where Greta Seidenheim

stood on the other side of a port-armed guard. He waved hisfist at her, and she nodded a wide-open
smile back.

"Found melying in the desert like awaif, did you?
"Found you!" Braganza spat. ™Y ou were brought in by Primeys, man. First timein history they ever

did that. Weve been waiting for you to cometo in the serene faith that once you did, everything would
bedl right."

The corporation president rubbed hisforehead. "It will be, Braganza, it will be. Just Primeys, eh?
No Alienshdping them?'

"Aliens?" Braganza swallowed. "What led you to believe—What gave you reason to hope
that...that Aliens would help the Primeys bring you in?'

"Well, perhaps| shouldn't have used theword 'help.’ But | did think there would be afew Aliensin
the group that escorted my unconscious body back to you. Sort of an honor guard, Braganza. 1t would
have been area nice gesture, don't you think?"

The SIC man looked at the doctor, who had been following the conversation with interest. "Mind
stepping out for aminute?' he suggested.

He walked behind the man and dropped the tent flap into place. Then he came around to the foot of
the army cot and pulled on his mustache vigoroudy. "Now, see here, Hebster, if you keep up this
clowning, so hdp mel will dit your belly open and snap your intestines back in your face! What
happened?”

"What happened?' Hebster laughed and stretched dowly, carefully, asif he were afraid of breaking
the bones of hisarm. "I don't think I'll ever be able to answer that question completely. And theresa
section of my mind that's very glad that | won't. Thismuch | remember clearly: | had anidea. |
communicated it to the proper and interested party. We concluded—this party and |—atentative
agreement as agents, the exact terms of the agreement to be decided by our principals and its complete
ratification to be contingent upon their acceptance. Furthermore, we—All right, Braganza, dl right! I'll tell
it sraight. Put down that folding chair. Remember, I've just been through a pretty unsettling experience!”

"Not any worse than the world is about to go through,” the officia growled. "While you've been out
on your three-day vacation, Dempsey's been organizing afull-dress revolution every place at once. He's
been very careful to limit it to parades and verbal fireworks so that we haven't been able to make with
theriot squads, but it's pretty evident that he's ready to start using muscle. Tomorrow might beit; he's
spouting on aworld-wide video hookup and it's the opinion of the best expertswe have availablethat his
tag linewill bethe signa for action. Know what their dogan is? It concerns'Verus, who's been indicted
for murder; they clam helll beamartyr.”

"And you were caught with your suspicions down. How many SIC men turned out to be Firsters?"



Braganza nodded. "Not too many, but more than we expected. More than we could afford. Hell do
it, Dempsey will, unlessyou've hit the red thing. Look, Hebster," his heavy voice took on apleading
qudity, "don't play with me any more. Don't hold my threats against me; there was no persond animosity
inthem, just aterrible, fearful worry over the world and its people and the government | was supposed to
protect. If you gtill have agripe againgt me, |, Braganza, give you leaveto takeit out of my hide as soon
aswe clear thismess up. But let me know where we stand first. A lot of livesand alot of history depend
on what you did out therein that patch of desert.”

Hebster told him. He began with the extraterrestria Wal purgisnacht. "Watching the Aliensdippingin
and out of each other in that cockeyed and complicated rhythm, it struck me how different they were
from the thoughtful dots-in-bottles hovering over our busy places, how different dl creaturesarein their
home environments—and how hard it isto get to know them on the basis of their company manners.
And then | realized that this place wasn't their home.”

"Of course. Did you find out which part of the galaxy they come from?"

"That's not what | mean. Simply because we have marked this area off—and oth-erslikeit in the
Gobi, in the Sahara, in Centra Australia—as areservation for those of our kind whose minds have
crumbled under the clear, conscious and certain knowledge of inferiority, we cannot assume that the
Aliens around whose settlements they have congregated have necessarily settled themsalves.”

"Huh?" Braganzashook his head rapidly and batted his eyes.

"In other words we had made an assumption on the basis of the Aliens very evi-dent superiority to
oursalves. But that assumption—and therefore that superiority—wasin our own terms of what is superior
and inferior, and not the Aliens. And it especially might not apply to those Aliens on...the reservation.”

The SIC man took arapid walk around the tent. He best agreat fist into an open sweaty palm. "I'm
beginning to, just beginning to—"

"That'swhat | was doing at that point, just beginning to. Assumptions that don't sand up under the
structure they're supposed to support have caused the ruin of more close-thinking businessmen than |

would like to face across any conference table. The four brokers, for example, who, after the market
crash of 1929—"

"All right,” Braganzabrokein hurriedly, taking achair near the cot. "Where did you go from there?"

" ill couldn't be certain of anything; dl 1 had to go on were afew random thoughts inspired by
extrasubstantial adrendin secretions and, of course, the strong fedling that these particular Aliensweren't
acting theway | had become accustomed to ex-pect Aliensto act. They reminded me of something, of
somebody. | was positive that once | got that memory tagged, 1'd have most of the problem solved. And
| wasright."

"How were you right? What was the memory?'

"Wl | hit it backwards, kind of. | went back to Professor Kleimbocher's analogy about the
paeface inflicting firewater on the Indian. I've dwaysfdt that somewherein that ana ogy was the solution.
And suddenly, thinking of Professor Kleimbocher and watching those powerful creatures writhing their
way in and around each other, suddenly | knew what was wrong. Not the anaogy, but our way of using
it. Wed picked it up by the hammer head instead of the handle. The paleface gave firewater to the Indian
al right—but he got something in return.”

"What?'

"Tobacco. Now there's nothing very much wrong with tobacco if it isn't misused, but the first white
men to smoke probably went as far overboard asthefirst Indiansto drink. And both booze and tobacco
have thisin common—they make you awfully sick if you usetoo much for your initid experiment. See,
Braganza? These Aliens out herein the desert reservation are sick. They have hit something in our culture
that isas psychologicaly indigestible to them as...well, whatever they have that sticksin our menta gullet



and causes ulcers among us. They've been put into akind of iso-lation in our desert areas until the
problem can belicked."

"Something that's as indigestible psychol ogicaly—What could it be, Hebster?!

The businessman shrugged irritably. "I don't know. And | don't want to know. Perhapsit'sjust that
they can't let go of aproblem until they've solved it—and they can't solve the problems of mankind's
activity because of mankind'sinherent and basic differences. Simply because we can't understand them,
we had no right to as-sume that they could and did understand us."

"That wasn't dl, Hebster. Asthe comedians put it—everything we can do, they can do better."

"Then why did they keep sending Primeysin to ask for those weird gadgets and impossible
gimcracks?!

"They could duplicate anything we made.”

"Well, maybethat isit," Hebster suggested. "They could duplicateit, but could they designit? They
show every sign of being arace of creatures who never had to make very much for themsalves; perhaps
they evolved fairly early into animalswith direct control over matter, thus never having had to go through
the various stages of artifact design. This, in our terms, is atremendous advantage; but it inevitably would
have concurrent disadvantages. Among other things, it would mean aminimum of art formsand alack of
basi ¢ engineering knowledge of the artifact itsdf if not of the directly activated and dtered materid. The
factis| wasright, as| found out later.

"For example. Musicis hot afunction of theoretical harmonics, of complete scoresin the head of a
conductor or composer—these come later, much later. Musicisfirst and foremost afunction of the
particular instrument, the reed pipe, the skin drum, the human throat—it isafunction of tangibleswhich a
race operating upon e ec-trons, positrons and mesons would never encounter in the course of its
congruc-tion. Assoon as| had that, | had the other flaw in the ana ogy—the assumption it-sdf.”

"Y ou mean the assumption that we are necessarily inferior to the Aliens?’

"Right, Braganza. They can do alot that we can't do, but vice very much indeed versa. How many
specia racid taents we possess that they don't isamatter of pure conjecture—and may continueto be
for agood long time. Let the theoretica boysworry that one a century from now, just so they stay away
fromit at present.”

Braganza fingered a button on his green jerkin and stared over Hebster's head. "No more scientific
investigation of them, en?’

"Well, we can't right now and we have to face up to that mildly unpleasant situa-tion. The
consolation isthat they have to do the same. Don't you see? It's not a basic inadequacy. We don't have
enough facts and can't get enough at the moment through normal channels of scientific observation
because of theimplicit psychological dan-gersto both races. Science, my forward-looking friend, isa
complex of interlocking theories, all derived from observation.

"Remember, long before you had any science of navigation you had coast-hug-ging and
river-hopping traders who knew how the various currents affected their leeky little vessels, who had
learned things about the relative dependability of the moon and the stars—without any interest at dl in
integrating these scraps of knowledge into broader theories. Not until you have asufficiently large body
of these scraps, and are able to distinguish the preconceptions from the actual observations, can you
proceed to organize a science of navigation without running the grave risk of drown-ing while you
conduct your definitive experiments.

"A trader isn't interested in theories. He'sinterested only in sdlling something thet glittersfor
something that glitters even more. In the process, painlessy and imper-ceptibly, he picks up bits of
knowledge which gradudly reduce the area of unfamiliarity. Until one day there are enough bits of
knowledge on which to base a sort of preliminary understanding, aworking hypothesis. And then, some
Kleimbocher of the future, operating in an areano longer subject to the sudden and unexplainable menta



disagter, can construct meticulous and exact laws out of the more obvioudy valid hypotheses.”

"I might have known it would be something like this, if you came back with it, Hebster! So their
theorists and our theorists had better move out and the traders move in. Only how do we contact their
traders—if they have any such animas?'

The corporation president sprang out of bed and began dressing. "They have them. Not a Board of
Director type perhaps—but a busnessminded Alien. As soon as| redlized that the dots-in-bottles were
acting, relative to their balanced scientific col-leagues, very like our own high 1Q Primeys, | knew |
needed help. | needed someone | could tell about it, someone on their sde who had as great astakein
an operating solution as | did. There had to be an Alien in the picture somewhere who was con-cerned
with profit and loss statements, with how much of areturn you get out of agiven investment of time,
personnel, materiel and energy. | figured with him | could talk—business. The smple approach: What
have you got that we want and how little of what we have will you take for it. No attempts to understand
completely incom-patible philosophies. There had to be that kind of character somewherein the
expedition. So | shut my eyesand let out what | fondly hoped was atelepathic yip chan-neled to him. |
was successful.

"Of course, | might not have been successful if he hadn't been searching desper-ately for just that
sort of yip. He came buzzing up in arousing United States Cava ry-routs-the-redskins type of rescue,
stuffed my dripping psyche back into my subcon-scious and hauled me up into some sort of
never-never-ship. I've been in thisinter-stellar version of Mohammed's coffin, suspended between
Heaven and Earth, for three days, while he dternately bargained with me and consulted the home office
about devel opments.

"We dickered the way | do with Primeys—by running down alist of what each of us could offer and
comparing it with what we wanted; each of ustrying to get alittle more than we gave to the other guy, in
our own terms, of course. Buying and sdlling are intrinsically simple processes; | don't imagine our
discussons were very much different from those between a couple of Phoenician sallorsand the
blue-painted Cdltic inhabitants of early Britain."

"And this...thisbusiness-Alien never suggested the possibility of taking what they wanted—"

"By force? No, Braganza, not once. Might be they're too civilized for such she-nanigans. Persondly,
| think the big reason isthat they don't have any idea of whét it isthey do want from us. We represent a
fantastic enigmato them—a species which uses matter to alter matter, producing objects which, while
intended for amilar func-tions, differ enormoudy from each other. Y ou might say that we ask the
question "how?" about their activities, and they want to know the 'why?' about ours. Their investiga-tors
have compulsions even greater than ours. As| understand it, the intelligent races they've encountered up
to thispoint are al comprehensible to them since they de-rive from parallel evolutionary paths. Every time
one of their researchers gets close to the answer of why we wear various colored clothes even in climates
where clothing is unnecessary, he dips over the edges and splashes.

"Of course, that's why this opposite number of mine was so worried. | don't know his exact
status—he maybe anything from the bookkeeper to the business-manager of the expedition—but it'shis
neck, or should | say bottleneck, if the outfit contin-ues to be uneconomic. And | gathered that not only
has his occupation kind of barred him from doing the investigation his unstable pas were limping back
from into the asylums he's constructed here in the deserts, but those of them who've managed to retain
their sanity congtantly exhibit aheglthy contempt for him. They fedl, you see, that their function isthat of
the expedition. He's Strictly supercargo. Do you think it bothers them one bit," Hebster snorted, “that he
has areport to prepare, to show how his expedition stood up in terms of a balance sheet—"

"Well, you did manage to communicate on that point, at least," Braganza grinned. "Maybe traders
using thesmple, earnestly chisdling approach will bethe answer. Y ou've certainly supplied uswith more
basic data aready than years of heavily sub-sidized research. Hebster, | want you to go on the air with
this story you told me and show a couple of Primey Aliensto the video public.”



"Uh-uh. You tel 'em. Y ou can use the prestige. I'll think amessage to my Alien buddy adong the
private channd he's keeping open for me, and hell send you a couple of human-happy dots-in-bottles for
the telecast. I've got to whip back to New Y ork and get my entire outfit to work on areally encyclopedic
job."

"Encyclopedic?’

The executive pulled hisbdt tight and reached for atie. "Well, what e se would you cdl thefirgt
edition of the Hebgter Interstdlar Catalogue of All Human Activity and Available Artifacts, prices
available upon request with the understanding that they are subject to change without notice?"

Afterword

Actually, I wrotethisshort novel over the course of five or Six years, finishing it only in 1951.
Braganzawas the protagonist | started with, and his attitudes and beliefs my chief reason for writing the
piecein thefirst place. Hebster, with whom | disagreed utterly and whom | didiked utterly, was aminor
comic-nasty character | inserted in the story only for satiric purposes.

But somehow the story didn't work. | kept writing it and rewriting it, and it kept falling apart. | finaly
concluded that there was something about the story in which | absolutely did not believe, and | put it
asdeto let the back of my mind work onit.

Then, oneday latein 1951, | picked up the manuscript, reread it, and began wondering how it
would work from the point of view of aman | despised and hated—AIgernon Hebster, the smon-pure
businessman.

It worked wonderfully, | found. Apparently | could think and fed and judtify like Hebster. He, too,
was alarge part of me. | finished the piece in two deepless days.

My then agent didn't likeit a all. He said it was pulp junk, worthy only of the bottom of the market
at one-haf cent or aquarter of acent aword. | disagreed and sent it out on my own to John W.
Campbdl, Jr., a Astounding Science Fiction.

John liked it and told me it was worth abonus rate. He wanted only asmall bit of rewrite, thefirst
time he had asked me for such athing. Hisrequest seemed reasonable, and | agreed to do it.

When he got the finished manuscript, he was still somewhat dissatisfied. He asked for another smal
rewrite, and | did that too. Then he wanted yet another, which | couldn't see as anything which would
genuinely help the story. | wrote him an angry note, to which he replied with one of his seven-page,
single-spaced ones, questioning my basic philoso-phy of life, art, and politics. | asked him to send the
story back, and he telephoned me and told me he liked it far too much to let it go; as a matter of fact, he
was planning to use it asthe cover tory for an issue (I had never yet had the cover for Astounding). All
he wanted was just one more teensy rewrite which he was sure | could do and wouldn't find
objectionable.

| did find it objectionable, yet | wanted the cover and the high rate he had promised. And | was not
yet at the point where | could be comfortable while in disagreement with John Campbell, whom |
regarded as my intellectua father. 1 sought out Ted Sturgeon—who had once been my agent, but was
il my mentor in science fiction—and asked for help.

Ted read "Frewater" and liked it enormoudly. He then went off to have along and long-winded
lunch with Campbell. He came back and had an early ambassadoria supper with me.

The problem that he said he had dowly discovered had nothing to do with the rewrites John had
requested. It had to do with the fact that | had made the dlienstotaly superior intellectudly to
mankind—and John Campbell could not bring himself to accept that.



He reminded me of what had happened when | played chess with Campbell. | had beaten him easily
because he was very much a sometime player whilel, in those days, was a habitué of the chess corner a
Washington Square Park and of the Marshall Chess Club. | had even once beaten the chess champion of
New Y ork State (in what was, admittedly, a skittles game).

Campbell had been quite upset at my victory over him. "l just can't believe you're that much better
than 1," he had said. It did me no good to tell him how many people at the chess corner—janitors,
cabdrivers, even wandering vagrants who played for quarters and haf-dollars and whom you just had to
cal chess bums—could beat me with less skill but with their greater knowledge of chesstraps. He had
walked out of the room, shaking his head and exhaling in misery.

"Hisbelief in hismenta powers and the mental powers of his speciesisjust too impor-tant to him,”
Ted told me. "Y ou've got to find some way of suggesting that the diensin 'Firewater' are not al that
goddam good. They're better in thisway and that way, but not in everyway. Basicdly, they're just
different.”

| wept, | cried, | toremy hair. "l lost the original hero of thisstory,” | said, "when | found out that
there was more Hebster than Braganzain me. Then | discovered that what | really had wanted to write
about was what would happen to our collective egos if we encoun-tered aliens who were not merely
technologicaly superior to us, but so superior biologi-caly and psychologicaly that they just wanted to
look at usand be amused by us. Now you'retelling methat | have to delete the point aswell. Well, why
write? Why the hdll write?'

Ted spread hishands. "L ook, you can sure sall the piece to alower-grade pulpy market where half
the readership will complain there's not enough action in it. Or you can give John just alittle bit of what he
wants, of what he must haveto believein himself and hisfelows, and you wind up withwhat istill a
distinguished story and acover story in what is undeniably the absolutely best science-fiction magazine
being published today."

"And I've written something dishonest. I've torn the theme out of my story.”

"No, you haven't. Y ou've just made it a shade less emphatic. And, look Phil: you're just doing this
for thefirst verson, thefirgt printing. When the piece is anthologized—and it will be—and when you
publishit in your own collection—and you will be able to one day—you can seeto it that the origind is
printed. And you can tell the reader dl about it at last."

Wi, | never said that | am not easily corrupted. And that last argument of Ted'sdid have a
powerful effect on me. So | gave John Campbell the minimum that seemed to satisfy him, and he
published the story with acover illustration that | found delightful. The read-ership voted "Firewater" the
best of theyear. And I? | never read John's magazine again.

| put the original manuscript, the one before any changes, in amanilafolder, dong with al the
correspondence on the ory. | put it away—for the future. And somewhere, in one of my many moves
(did not Ben Franklin say that three removes were as bad as afire?) | lost the folder, together with the
origind and the correspondence.

Today? Oh, hdl, do me something—I now like the way the story reads exactly as| haveit here,
exactly the way it was published in John Campbell's Astounding in February 1952.

Written 1951/ Published 1952



