Party of the Two Parts
William Tenn

GALACTOGRAM FROM STELLAR SERGEANT O-DIK-VEH, COMMANDER OF
OUTLYING PATROL OFFICE 1001625, TO HEADQUARTERSDESK SERGEANT
HOY-VEH-CHALT, GA-LACTIC PATROL HEADQUARTERSON VEGA XXI—(PLEASE
NOTE: THISISTO BE TRANSMITTED ASPERSONAL, NOT OFFICIAL, MESSAGE
AND ASSUCH WILL BE CHARGED THE USUAL HYPERSPACE RATES)

My Dear Hoy:

| am deeply sorry to trouble you again, but, Hoy, am | in ajam! Once more, it's not something that |
did wrong, but something | didn't do right—what the Old Oneis sure to wheeze is "a patent derdliction of
obvious duty." And since I'm positive helll be just as confused as |, once the prisoners I'm sending on by
dow light-trangport arrive (when he readsthe officia report that | drew up and am transmitting with them,
| can see him dropping an even dozen of hisjaws), | can only hope that this advance message will give
you enough time to consult the best legal mindsin V egan Headquarters and get some sort of solution
worked out.

If thereés any kind of solution available by the time he reads my report, the Old One won't be nearly
asangry a my dumping the problem on hislap. But | have an uneasy, persistent fear that Headquartersis
going to get as snarled up in thisone as my own office. If it does, the Old Oneislikely to remember what
happened in Out-lying Patrol Office 1001625 the last time—and then, Hoy, you will be short one
spore-cousin.

It'sadirty busnessdl around, ared dirty business. | use the phrase advisedly. In the sense of
obscene, if youfollow me.

Asyou've no doubt suspected by now, most of the trouble has to do with that damp and irritating
third planet of Sol, the one that many of itsinhabitants call Earth. Those damned chittering bipeds cause
me more deeplessness than any other speciesin my sector. Sufficiently advanced technologically to be
amog at Stage 15—sdlf-devel-oped interplanetary travel—they are ill centuries away from the usually
concur-rent Stage 15A—friendly contact by the galactic civilization.

They are, therefore, ill in Secretly Supervised Status, which meansthat | have to maintain astaff of
about two hundred agents on their planet, al encased in clumsy and uncomfortable protoplasmic
disguises, to prevent them from blowing their silly selves up before the arrival of their spiritua millennium.

Ontop of everything, their solar system only has nine planets, which meansthat my permanent
headquarters office can't get any farther away from Sol than the planet they cal Pluto, aworld whose
winters are bearable, but whose summers are unspeak-ably hot. | tell you, Hoy, thelife of astellar
sergeant in't al gloor and skubbets, no matter what Rear Echelon says.

Indl honesty, though, | should admit that the difficulty did not originate on Sal 111 thistime. Ever
snce their unexpected and uncalled-for development of nuclear fission, which, asyou know, cost mea
promoation, |'ve doubled the number of un-dercover operatives on the planet and given them stern
warning to report the dight-est technological spurt immediately. | doubt that these humans could invent so
much as an dementary time-machine now, without my knowing of it well in advance.

No, thistimeit al started on Rugh V1, the world known to those who live on it as Gtet. If you
consult your atlas, Hoy, you'll find Rugh isafair-szed yellow dwarf star on the outskirts of the galaxy,
and Gtet an extremdy indgnificant planet which has only recently achieved the satus of Stage
19—primary intergtelar citizenship.

The Gtetans are amodified amoeboid race who manufacture afair brand of ashkebac, whichthey



export to their neighbors on Rugh IX and XII. They areahighly individu-adistic people and il
experience many frictionsliving in acentralized society. Despite severd centuries of advanced civilization,
most Gtetans|ook upon the Law asade-lightful problem in circumvention rather than asaway of life.

Anided combination with my bipeds of Earth, eh?

It seemsthat a certain L'payr was one of the worst troublemakers on Gtet. He had committed
amogt every crime and broken dmost every law. On aplanet where fully one-fourth of the populationis
regularly undergoing pend rehabilitation, L'payr was ill consdered something quite specid. A current
Gtetan saying, | understand, putsit, "You're like L'payr, fellow—you don't know when to stop!”

Nonetheless, L'payr had reached the point where it was highly important that he did stop. He had
been arrested and convicted for atotal of 2,342 felonies, just one short of the 2,343 felonies which, on
Gtet, make one a habitua criminal and, there-fore, subject to life imprisonment. He made avdiant effort
to retire from public life and devote himself to contemplation and good works but it wastoo late. Almost
agang hiswill, asheingsted to me under examination in my office, he found his mind turning to foul
deeds left undone, illegdities as yet unperpetrated.

And so one day, quite casualy—hardly noticing, asit were—he committed an-other mgjor crime.
But thisone was so ineffably ugly, involving an offense againgt the mord code aswel ascivil legidation,
that the entire community turned against L'payr.

He was caught selling pornography to juvenile Gtetans.

Theindulgence that a celebrity may enjoy turned to wrath and utter contempt. Even the Gtetan
Protective Association of Two Thousand Time Losersrefused to raise fundsfor hisbail. Ashistria
approached, it became obviousto L'payr that hewasin for it. Hisonly hopelay inflight.

He pulled the most spectacular coup of his career—he broke out of the hermeti-cally sedled vault in
which he was being guarded around the clock (how he did this, he consistently refused to tell me up to
the time of hislamented demise or whatever you want to cal it) and escaped to the spaceport near the
prison. There, he managed to steal aboard the pride of the Gtetan merchant fleet, anewly developed
interstellar ship equipped with two-throttle hyperspace drive.

This ship was empty, waiting for acrew to takeit out on its maiden run.

Somehow, in the few hours at his disposal before his escape was known, L'payr figured out the
controls of the craft and managed to lift it off Gtet and into hyper-space. He had no idea at thistime that,
snce the ship was an experimental mode, it was equipped with atransmitting device that kept the
spaceport informed of itslocation.

Thus, though they lacked the facilities to pursue him, the Gtetan police dways knew exactly where
hewas. A few hundred amoeboid vigilantes did start after him in old-fashioned, normal-drive ships, but
after amonth or so of long and fatiguing interstellar travel at one-hundredth his speed, they gave up and
returned home.

For hishideout, L'payr wanted a primitive and unimportant corner of the galaxy. The region around Sol
wasidedl. He materiaized out of hyperspace about hafway be-tween the third and fourth planets. But he
did it very clumsly (after al, Hoy, the best minds of hisrace are just beginning to understand the
two-throttle drive) and lost al of hisfue in the process. He barely managed to reach Earth and come
down.

Thelanding was effected at night and with al drives closed, so that no one on the planet saw it.
Because living conditions on Earth are so different from Gtet, L'payr knew that his mobility would be
very limited. His one hope wasto get help from the inhabitants. He had to pick a spot where possible
contactswould be a maximum and yet accidental discovery of his ship would be a minimum. He chose
an empty lot in the suburbs of Chicago and quickly dug hisshipin.

Meanwhile, the Gtetan police communicated with me asthe local commanding officer of the Galactic



Patrol. They told me where L'payr was hidden and demanded extradition. | pointed out that, asyet, |
lacked jurisdiction, since no crime of an in-terstellar nature had been committed. The stealing of the ship
had been done on his home planet—it had not occurred in deep space. If, however, he broke any
gaactic law while he was on Earth, committed any breach of the peace, no matter how dight...

"How about that?"' the Gtetan police asked me over the interstelar radio. "Earth is on Secretly
Supervised Status, aswe understand it. It isillegal to exposeit to superior civilizations. Isn't L'payr
landing there in atwo-throttle hyperspace-drive ship enough of amisdemeanor to entitle you to pick him
up?'

"Not by itsdf," | replied. "The ship would have to be seen and understood for what it was by a
resident of the planet. From what we here can tell, no such observation was made. And so long as he
gaysin hiding, doesn't tell any human about us and refrains from adding to the technologica momentum
of Earth, L'payr's gaactic citizenship has to be respected. | have no legd basisfor an arrest.”

Wi, the Gtetans grumbled about what were they paying the star tax for, anyway, but they saw my
point. They warned me, though, about L 'payr—sooner or later his crimina impulses would assert
themselves. He wasin an impossible position, they insisted. In order to get the fuel necessary to leave
Earth before his supplies ran out, hed have to commit some felony or other—and as soon ashe did so
and was arrested, they wanted their extradition request honored.

"Thefilthy, evil-minded old pervert,” | heard the police chief mutter as he clicked of f

| don't haveto tel you how | felt, Hoy. A brilliant, imaginative amoeboid crimina at large on a planet
asvolatile culturaly asEarth! | notified al our agentsin North Americato be on the dert and settled
back to wait it out with prayerfully knotted tentacles.

L'payr had listened to most of this conversation over hisown ship'sreceiver. Natu-raly, thefirst thing
he did was to remove the directiona device which had enabled the Gtetan policeto locate him. Then, as
soon asit was dark again, he managed, with what must have been enormous difficulty, to transport
himsdf and hislittle ship to another area of the city. He did this, too, without being observed.

He made his base in adum tenement neighborhood that had been condemned to makeway for a
new housing project and therefore was practicaly untenanted. Then he settled back to consider his
problem.

Because, Hoy, he had a problem.

He didn't want to get in any trouble with the Patrol, but if he didn't get his pseudo-podson a
substantia amount of fuel very soon, held be a dead amoeboid. Not only did he need the fudl to get off
Earth, but the converters—which, on thisrather primitive Gtetan vessdl, changed waste matter back into
usable air and food—would be stop-ping very soon if they weren't stoked up, too.

Histimewas limited, his resources amost non-existent. The spacesuits with which the ship was
furnished, while cleverly enough constructed and able to satisfy the peculiar requirements of an entity of
congtantly fluctuating format, had not been designed for so primitive a planet as Earth. They would not
operate too effectively for long periods away from the ship.

He knew that my OP office had been apprised of hislanding and that we were just waiting for some
infraction of even the most obscure minor law. Then wed pounce—and, after the usud diplomatic
formdities, hed be on hisway back to Gtet, for a nine-throttle Patrol ship could catch him easily. It was
obviousthat he couldn't do as he had origindly planned—make afast raid on some human supply center
and collect whatever stuff he needed.

His hope was to make atrade. Hed have to find a human with whom he could dedl and offer
something that, to this particular human in any case, was worth the quan-tity of fuel L'payr's ship needed
to take him to aless policed corner of the Cosmos. But dmost everything on the ship was essentid to its
functioning. And L'payr had to make his trade without (1) giving away the existence and nature of the



gdactic civi-lization, or (2) providing theinhabitants of Earth with any technologica stimulus.

L'payr later said that be thought about the problem until his nucleus was amass of corrugations. He
went over the ship, em to stern, again and again, but everything ahuman might consider acceptable was
ether too useful or too reveding. And then, just as he was about to give up, he found it.

The materias he needed were those with which he had committed hislast crimel

According to Gtetan law, you see, Hoy, dl evidence pertaining to agiven felony isretained by the
accused until thetime of histrid. There are very complicated reasons for this, among them the Gtetan
juridical concept that every prisoner is known to be guilty until he manages, with the aid of lies, loopholes
and brilliant legdisms, to convince a hard-boiled and cynicd jury of his peersthat they should, in spite of
their knowledge to the contrary, declare him innocent. Since the burden of the proof rests with the
prisoner, the evidence does likewise. And L'payr, examining this evidence, decided that hewasin
business.

What he needed now was a customer. Not only someone who wanted to buy what he had to séll,
but a customer who had available the fue he needed. And in the neigh-borhood which was now his base
of operations, customers of this sort wererare.

Being Stage 19, the Gtetans are cgpable of the more primitive forms of telepathy—only at extremely
short ranges, of course, and for relatively brief periods of time. So, aware that my secret agents had
aready begun to look for him and that, when they found him, his freedom of action would be even more
circumscribed, L'payr desperately began to comb though the minds of any terrestrias within three blocks
of hishideout.

Dayswent by. He scuttled from mind to mind like an insect looking for aholein acollector'sjar. He
was forced to shut the ship's converter down to one-half opera-tion, then to one-third. Sincethis cut his
supply of food correspondingly, he began to hunger. For lack of activity, his contractile vacuole dwindled
to the size of apinpoint. Even hisendoplasm lost the turgidity of the healthy amoeboid and became
danger-oudy thin and transparent.

And then one night, when he had about determined to take his chances and stedl the fuel he needed,
his thoughts ricocheted off the brain of a passerby, came back unbdlievingly, examined further and were
ecstatically convinced. A human who not only could supply his needs, but aso, and more important,
might be in the market for Gtetan pornography!

In other words, Mr. Oshorne Blatch.

Thisederly teacher of adolescent terrestridsingsted throughout al my interro-gations that, to the
best of hisknowledge, no mental force was used upon him. It seemsthat helived in anew apartment
house on the other side of the torn-down tenement areaand customarily walked in awide arc around the
rubble because of the large number of inferior and belligerent human types which infested the didtrict. On
this particular night, ateachers meseting at his high school having detained him, he was ate for supper and
decided, as he had once or twice before, to take ashort cut. He claimsthat the decision to take a short
cut was hisown.

Osborne Blatch saysthat he was striding dong jauntily, making believe hisum-brelawas amaacca
cane, when he seemed to hear avoice. He saysthat, even at first hearing, he used the word " seemed” to
himsdf because, while the voice definitdly had inflection and tone, it was somehow completely devoid of
volume,

Thevoicesaid, "Hey, bud! Cmerel”

He turned around curioudly and surveyed the rubble to hisright. All that was|eft of the building that
had once been there was the lower half of the front entrance. Since everything else around it was
completely flat, he saw no place where a man could be standing.

But as helooked, he heard the voice again. It sounded greasily conspiratoria and dightly impatient.



"C'mere, bud. C'merel™

"What—er—what isit, Sr?" he asked in acautioudy well-bred way, moving closer and peering in
the direction of the voice. The bright street light behind him, he said, improved his courage asdid the
solid quality of the very heavy old-fashioned um-brellahe was carrying.

"C'mere. | got somp'n to show you. Cmon!"

Stepping carefully over loose brick and ancient garbage, Mr. Blatch cameto asmdl hollow at one
sde of theruined entrance. And filling it was L'payr or, as he seemed at first glance to the human, asmall,
splashy puddie of purpleliquid.

| ought to point out now, Hoy—and the affidavits I'm sending long will substan-tiate it—that at no
time did Mr. Blatch recognize the viscous garment for a spacesuit, nor did he ever see the Gtetan ship
which L'payr had hidden in the rubble behind him in its completely tenuous hyperspatid state.

Though the man, having agood imagination and aresilient mind, immediately redlized that the
creature before him must be extraterrestria, he lacked overt tech-nologica evidenceto this effect, aswell
asto the nature and existence of our specific gdactic civilization. Thus, here at least, there was no
punishable violation of Inter-stellar Statute 2,607,193, Amendments 126 through 509.

"What do you have to show me?' Mr. Blatch asked courteoudy, staring down at the purple puddle.
"And where, may | ask, are you from? Mars? Venus?'

"Listen, bud, y'know what's good for ya, y'don't ast such questions. Look, | got somep'n for ya. Hot
suff. Real hot!"

Mr. Blatch's mind, no longer fearful of having its owner assaulted and robbed by the neighborhood
tough it had originally visudized, spun off to arelevant memory, years old, of atrip abroad. There had
been that dley in Parisand the ratty little French-man in atorn swester...

"What would that be?" he asked.
A pause now, while L'payr absorbed new impressions.

"Ah-h-h," said the voice from the puddle. "I ‘ave somezing to show M'seu zat M'seu wed like
vairry much. If M'seuwed comealeetle closar?!

M'seu, we are to understand, came aleetle closair. Then the puddle heaved up in the middle,
reaching out a pseudopod that held flat, square objects, and telepathed hoarsdly,” 'Ere, M'seu. Fedlthy

peekshures.”

Although taken more than alittle aback, Blaich merely raised both eyebrows in-terrogatively and
sad, "Ah?Wdl, wel!"

He shifted the umbrellato hisleft hand and, taking the pictures asthey weregivento him, oneat a
time, examined each afew steps away from L'payr, where the light of the street lamp was stronge.

When all the evidence arrives, you will be ableto seefor yoursdlf, Roy, what they werelike. Chesp
prints, calculated to excite the grossest amoeboid passions. The Gtetans, as you may have heard,
reproduce by smple asexud fisson, but only in the presence of sdine solution—sodium chlorideis
comparatively rare on their world.

Thefirst photograph showed a naked ameba, fat and replete with food vacuoles, splashing lazily and
formlesdy at the bottom of ameta tank in the completely re-laxed state that precedes reproducing.

The second was like thefirst, except that atrickle of sat water had begun down one side of the tank
and afew pseudopods had lifted toward it inquiringly. To leave noth-ing to the imagination, a sketch of
the sodium chloride molecule had been superim-posed on the upper right corner of the photograph.

In thethird picture, the Gtetan was ecdtatically awash in the saline solution, its body distended to
maximum, dozens of pseudopods thrust out, throbbing. Most of the chromatin had become concentrated
in chromosomes about the equator of the nucleus. To an ameba, thiswas easly the most exciting
photograph in the collection.



The fourth showed the nucleus becoming indented between the two sets of sib-ling
chromosomes—while, in the fifth, with the division completed and the two nucle at opposite ends of the
reproducing individua, the entire cytoplasmic body had be-gun to undergo condriction about its middle.
In the sixth, the two resultant Gtetans were emerging with passion-satisfied languor from the tank of salt
water.

Asameasureof L'payr'sdepravity, let me passon to you what the Gtetan police told me. Not only
was he peddling the stuff to amoeboid minors, but they believed that he had taken the photographs
himsdlf and that the model had been his own brother—or should | say sister? His own one and only
gbling, possbly? This case has many, many confusing aspects.

Blatch returned the last pictureto L'payr and said, "Y es, | am interested in buying the group. How
much?'

The Gtetan named his pricein terms of the requisite compounds available in the chemistry |aboratory
of the high school where Blatch taught. He explained exactly how he wanted them to be prepared and
warned Blatch to tell nobody of L'payr's existence.

"Uzzerwise, when M'seu gets 'ere tomorrow night, ze peekshures wedl be gone, | wedl be
gone—and M'seu wed have nozzing to show for histrouble. Comprenez?"

Oshorne Blatch seemsto have had very little trouble in obtaining and preparing the stuff for which
L'payr had bargained. He said that, by the standards of his commu-nity, it was aminute quantity and
extremdly inexpengive. Also, as he had scrupu-loudy aways done in the past when using school supplies
for his own experiments, he reimbursed the laboratory out of his own pocket. But he does admit that the
pho-tographs were only asmall part of what he hoped to get out of the amoeboid. He expected, once a
sound business arrangement had been established, to find out from which part of the Solar System the
vigtor had come, what hisworld was like and Smilar matters of understandable interest to a cregture
whose civilization isin the late phases of Secretly Supervised Status.

Once the exchange had been effected, however, L'payr tricked him. The Gtetan told Blatch to
return on the next night when, histime being more free, they could discuss the state of the Universe at
leisure. And, of course, as soon as the Earthman had |eft with the photographs, L'payr jammed the fuel
into his converters, made the necessary sub-nuclear rearrangements in its atomic structure and, with the
hyperspace-drive once more operating under full power, took off likea rilg out of Gowkul dady.

Asfar aswe can determine, Blatch received the deception philosophically. After al, he il had the
pictures.

When my OP office wasinformed that L'payr had |eft Earth in the direction of the Hercules Cluster
M13, without leaving any discernibleripplein terrestrid law or technology behind him, we all relaxed
gratefully. The case wasremoved from TOP PRIORITY—FULL ATTENTION ALL
PERSONNEL rating and placed inthe PENDING LATENT EFFECTS category.

Asisusud, | dropped the matter mysdlf and gave full charge of the follow-up to my regent and
representative on Earth, Stellar Corporal Pah-Chi-Luh. A tracer beam was put on L'payr's rapidly
receding ship and | was free to devote my attention once more to my basic problem—delaying the
development of interplanetary travel until the various human societies had matured to the requisite higher
leve.

Thus, six Earth months later, when the case broke wide open, Pah-Chi-Luh handled it himsdlf and
didn't bother me until the complications became overwheming. | know this doesn't absolve me—I have
ultimate responsbility for everything that tran-spiresin my Outlying Pairol Digtrict. But between relatives,
Hoy, | am mentioning these factsto show that | was not completely clumsy in the Situation and that alittle
help from you and the rest of the family, when the case reaches the Old One in Galac-tic Headquarters,
would not merely be charity for aone-headed oafish cousin.



Asamatter of fact, | and most of my office wereinvolved in avery complex prob-lem. A Modem
mystic, living in Saudi Arabia, had attempted to hedl the ancient schiam that exigtsin hisreligion between
the Shiite and Sunnite sects, by commun-ing with the departed spirits of Mohammed's son-in-law, Ali,
the patron of the first group, and Abu Bekr, the Prophet's father-in-law and founder of the Sunnite
dynasty. The object of the mediumigtic excursion wasto effect some sort of arbitration agree-ment in
Paradise between the two feuding ghosts that would determine who should rightfully have been
Mohammed's successor and thefirst caliph of Mecca

Nothing issmple on Earth. In the course of thislaudable probe of the heresfter, the earnest young
mystic accidentally achieved telepathic contact with a Stage 9 civi-lization of disembodied intellects on
Ganymede, the largest satdllite of the planet Jupiter. Well, you can imagine! Tremendous uproar on
Ganymede and in Saudi Arabia, pilgrimsin both places flocking to see the individuds on elther end of the
telepathic connection, peculiar and magnificent miracles being wrought daily. A mess

And my office feverishly working overtime to keep the whole affair smple and religious, trying to
prevent it from splashing over into awareness of the moreratio-na beingsin each community! It'san
axiom of Outlying Patrol Officesthat nothing will stimulate space travel among backward peoples faster
than definite knowledge of the existence of intelligent cdestial neighbors. Frankly, if Pah-Chi-Luh had
cometo meright then, blathering of Gtetan pornography in human high-school textbooks, I'd probably
have bitten his heads off.

He'd discovered the textbooks in the course of routine duties as an investigator for a United States
Congressiona Committee—his disguised status for the last de-cade or so, and one which had proved
particularly vauablein the various delaying actions we had been surreptitioudy fighting on the continent of
North America. There was this newly published biology book, written for use in the secondary schoals,
which had recelved extremely favorable comment from outstanding scholarsin the uni-versities.
Naturaly, the committee ordered a copy of the text and suggested that itsinvestigator look throughiit.

Corpora Pah-Chi-Luh turned afew pages and found himsdf staring at the very pornographic
pictures held heard about at the briefing session six months before—published, available to everyone on
Earth, and especidly to minors! He told me af-terward, brokenly, that in that instant al he saw wasa
brazen repstition of L'payr's ugly crime on his home planet.

He blasted out a galaxy-wide alarm for the Gtetan.

L'payr had begun life anew as an ashkebac craftsman on asmadl, out-of-the-way, mildly civilized
world. Living carefully within the law, he had prospered and, at the time of his arrest, had become
aufficiently conventiona—and, incidentally, fat—to think of raising arespectable family. Not much—just
two of him. If things contin-ued to go well, he might consder multiple fisson in thefuture.

He wasindignant when he was arrested and carried off to the detention cell on Pluto, pending the
arrival of an extradition party from Gtet.

"By what right do you disturb a peace-loving artisan in the quiet pursuit of histrade?" he challenged.
"I demand immediate unconditiond release, afull gpology and restitution for loss of income aswell asthe
embarrassment caused to my person and ego. Y our superiorswill hear of this! False arrest of agaactic
citizen can be avery serious metter!”

"No doubt," Stellar Corporal Pah-Chi-Luh retorted, till quite equable, you see. "But the public
dissemination of recognized pornography is even more serious. Asacrime, we consder it on alevel
with—"

"What pornography?

My assstant said he stared at L 'payr for along time through the transparent cell wal, marveling at

the creature's effrontery. All the same, he began to fed acertain disquiet. He had never before
encountered such complete salf-assurance in the face of a perfect structure of crimina evidence.

"Y ou know very well what pornography. Here—examineit for yoursdf. Thisisonly one copy out of



20,000 digtributed al over the United States of North Americafor the specific use of human
adolescents." He dematerialized the biology text and passed it through the wall.

L'payr glanced a the pictures. "Bad reproduction,” he commented. "Those humans still have along
way to go in many respects. However, they do display a pleasing tech-nica precocity. But why show this
to me? Surdly, you don't think | have anything to do with it?"

Pah-Chi-Luh saysthe Gtetan seemed intensely puzzled, yet gently patient, asif heweretrying to
unravel the hysterica gibberings of anidiot child.

"Doyou deny it?'

"What in the Universeisthere to deny? Let me see.” Heturned to thetitle page. "Thisseemsto be A
First Book in Biology by one Osborne Blatch and one Nicodemus P. Smith. Y ou haven't mistaken me
for either Blatch or Smith, have you? My nameis L'payr, not Osborne L'payr, nor even Nicodemus P.
L'payr. Just plain, old, everyday, smple L'payr. No more, no less. | come from Gtet, which isthe sixth
planet of—"

"l am fully aware of Gtet's astrographic location,” Pah-Chi-Luh informed him coldly. "Also, that you
were on Earth sx of their months ago. And that, a the time, you completed atransaction with this
Oshorne Blatch, whereby you got the fuel you needed to |eave the planet, while Blatch obtained the set
of picturesthat were later used asillugtrationsin that textbook. Our undercover organization on Earth
func-tionsvery efficiently, asyou can see. We have labe ed the book Exhibit A."

"Aningenious designation,” said the Gtetan admiringly. "Exhibit A! With so much to choose from,
you picked the one that sounds just right. My compliments.” He was, you will understand, Hoy, in his
edement—he was dealing with apolice officid on an abstruse legal point. L'payr's entire brilliant crimind
past on alaw-despising world had prepared him for this moment. Pah-Chi-Luh's mental orientation,
however, had for along time now been chiefly in the direction of espionage and sub rosa cultura
manipulation. He wastotaly unprepared for the orgy of judicia quibbles that was about to envelop him.
Indl fairnessto him, let me admit that | might not have done any better under those circumstances and
neither, for that matter, might you—nor the Old One himsdif!

L'payr pointed out, "All | did wasto sdll aset of artistic studiesto one Oshorne Blatch. What he did
with it afterward surely does not concern me. If | sll aweapon of approved technologica backwardness
to an Earthman—aflint fist-axe, say, or acauldron for pouring boiling oil upon the sormers of walled
cities—and he uses the wegpon to dispatch one of hisfellow primitives, am | culpable? Not theway |
read the existing statutes of the Galactic Federation, my friend. Now suppose you reim-burse me for my
time and trouble and put me on afast ship bound for my place of business.”

Around and around they went. Dozens of times, Pah-Chi-Luh, going frantically through the Pluto
Headquarterslaw library, would come up with anasty little wrinkle of an ordinance, only to have L'payr
point out that the latest interpretation of the Supreme Council put himwholly inthe clear. | can myself
vouch for the fact that the Gtetans seem to enjoy total recall of dl judicid history.

"But you do admit selling pornography yourself to the Earthman Osborne Blatch?' the stellar
corpora bellowed at last.

"Pornography, pornography,” L'payr mused. "That would be defined as chesgply ex-citing lewdness,
falsdly titillating obscenity. Correct?”

"Of course!”

"Well, Corpord, let me ask you aquestion. Y ou saw those pictures. Did you find them exciting or
titillating?'

"Certainly not. But | don't happen to be a Gtetan amoeboid.”

"Neither," L'payr countered quietly, "is Osborne Blatch."

| do think Corpora Pah-Chi-Luh might have found some sensible way out of the dilemmaif the



extradition party had not just then arrived from Gtet on the specia Patrol ship which had been sent for it.
He now found himsdlf confronted with Sx more magnificently argumentative ameboids, numbering among
them some of the trickiest legd minds on the home planet. The police of Rugh VI had had many intri-cate
dedlings with L'payr in the Gtetan courts. Hence, they took no chances and sent their best
representatives.

Outnumbered L'payr may have been, but remember, Hoy, he had prepared for just these
eventudities ever snceleaving Earth. And just to stimulate his devious intellect to maximum performance,
there was the fact that his wasthe only life at stake. Oncelet hisfellow amoeboids get their pseudopods
on him again, and he was a gone protozoan.

Between L'payr and the Gtetan extradition party, Corpora Pah-Chi-Luh began to find out how
unhappy a policeman'slot can become. Back and forth he went, from the prisoner to the lawyers,
sumbling through quagmires of opinion, faling into chasams of complexity.

The extradition group was determined not to return to their planet empty-pseudopodded. In order
to succeed, they had to make the current arrest stick, which would give them the right—as previoudy
injured parties—to assert their prior claim to the punishment of L'payr. For his part, L'payr was equaly
determined to invaidate the arrest by the Patrol, snce then he would not only have placed our outfit in an
un-comfortable position, but, no longer extraditable, would be entitled to its protec-tion from hisfellow
citizens

A weary, bleary and excessively hoarse Pah-Chi-Luh findly dragged himsdlf to the extradition party
on spindly tentacles and informed them that, after much careful consideration, he had cometo the
conclusion that L'payr wasinnocent of any crime during his stay on Earth.

"Nonsense," hewastold by the spokesman. "A crime was committed. Arrant and unquestioned
pornography was sold and circulated on that planet. A crime has to have been committed.”

Pah-Chi-Luh went back to L'payr and asked, miserably, how about it? Didn't it seem, he dmost
pleaded, that all the necessary ingredients of a crime were present? Some kind of crime?

"True" L'payr said thoughtfully. "They have apoint. Somekind of crime may have been
committed—but not by me. Osborne Blatch, now..."

Stellar Corpora Pah-Chi-Luh completely lost his heads.
He sent amessage to Earth, ordering Osborne Blatch to be picked up.

Fortunately for al of us, up to and including the Old One, Pah-Chi-Luh did not go so far asto have
Blatch arrested. The Earthman was merdly held asamaterid wit-ness. When | think what the fase arrest
of acreature from a Secretly Supervised world could lead to, especidly in acase of this sort, Hoy, my
blood amost turnsliquid.

But Pah-Chi-Luh did commit the further blunder of incarcerating Osborne Blatch in acell adjoining
L'payr's. Everything, you will observe, wasworking out to the amoeboid's satisfaction—including my
young assigan.

By the time Pah-Chi-Luh got around to Blatch's first interrogation, the Earthman had aready been
briefed by his neighbor. Not that the briefing was displayed over-much—as yet.

"Pornography?' he repeated in answer to thefirst question. "What pornography? Mr. Smith and |
had been working on an elementary biology text for some time and we were hoping to use new
illustrations throughout. We wanted larger, clear pictures of the sort that would be instantly
comprehensble to youngsters—and we were par-ticularly interested in getting away from the blurry
drawingsthat have been used and reused in al textbooks, amost from the time of Leeuwenhoek. Mr.
L'payr's series on the cycle of amoeboid reproduction was a godsend. In a sense, they made thefirg
sec-tion of the book."

"Y ou don't deny, however," Corpora Pah-Chi-Luh inquired remorselesdy, "that, & the time of the
purchase, you knew those pictures were pornographic? And that, despite this knowledge, you went



ahead and used them for the delectation of juve-niles of your race?

"Edification,” the elderly human schoolteacher corrected him. "Edification, not delectation. | assure
you that not asingle student who studied the photographs in question—which, by the way, appeared
textudly as drawings—received any premarture erotic stimulation thereby. | will admit that, at the time of
purchase, | did re-ceive adigtinct impression from the gentleman in the next cdll that he and hiskind
consdered theillustrations rather racy—"

"Wdll, then?'

"But that was his problem, not mine. After dl, if | buy an artifact from an extra-terrestrial
cresture—aflint fist-axe, say, or acauldron for pouring boiling oil upon the stormers of walled
cities—and | use them both in completely peaceful and use-ful pursuits—the former to grub onions out of
the ground and the | atter to cook the onionsin akind of soup—have | done anything wrong?

"Asamatter of fact, the textbook in question received fine reviews and outstand-ing commendations
from educational and scientific authoritiesdl over the nation. Would you like to hear some of them? |
believe | may have areview or two in my pockets. Let me see. Yes, just by chance, | seemto havea
handful of clippingsin thissuit. Well, well! | didn't know there were quite so many. Thisiswhat the
Southern Prairie States Secondary School Gazette hasto say—'A substantial and noteworthy
achievement. It will livelong in the annds of eementary science pedagoguery. The authors may well
fed..'"

It was then that Corporal Pah-Chi-Luh sent out adespairing cal for me.

Fortunately, | was freeto give the matter my full attention, the Saudi Arabia-Ganymede affair being
completely past the danger point. Had | beentied up...

After experimenting with al kinds of digtractions, including secret agents dis-guised as dancing girls,
we had finaly managed to embroil the young mystic in atremendous theologica dispute on the exact
nature and moral consequences of the miracles he was wreaking. Outstanding Mohammedan religious
leaders of the re-gion had lined up on one side or the other and turned the air blue with quotations from
the Koran and later Sunnite books. The mystic was drawn in and became so involved in the argument
that he stopped thinking about his origina objectives and irreparably broke the mental connection with
Ganymede.

For awhile, thisleft acontinuing problem on that satellite—it looked asif the civilization of
disembodied intellects might eventualy come to some approximeation of the redl truth. Luckily for us, the
entire business had been viewed there also as a rdligious phenomenon and, once telepathic contact was
log, the intellect who had been communicating with the human, and had achieved much prestige thereby,
was thoroughly discredited. It was generdly believed that he had willfully and deliber-ately faked the
entirething, for the purpose of creating skepticism among the more spiritua members of hisrace. An
ecclesagtica court ordered the unfortunate tel epath to be embodied dive.

It was, therefore with awarm fedling of ajob well donethat | returned to my head-quarters on Pluto
in response to Pah-Chi-L uh's summons.

Needlessto say, thisfeding quickly changed to the most overpowering dismay. After getting the
background from the overwrought corpord, | interviewed the Gtetan extradition force. They had beenin
touch with their home office and were threaten-ing amgjor galactic scandd if the Patrol's arrest of L'payr
was not upheld and L'payr remanded to their custody.

"Arethe most sacred and intimate details of our sex life to be shameesdy flaunted from one end of
the Universe to the other?' | was asked angrily. ""Pornography is por-nography—acrimeisacrime. The
intent was there—the overt act was there. We demand our prisoner.”

"How can you have pornography without titillation?" L'payr wanted to know. "If a Chumblostian
sdlsaGtetan aquantity of krrgllwss—which they use asfood and we use as building materia—does the
shipment have to be paid for under the nutritive or structurd tariffs? The structurd tariffs obtain, asyou



well know, Sergeant. | de-mand immediate release!”

But the most unpleasant surprise of adl awaited mewith Blatch. Theterrestrial was Sitting in hiscell,
sucking the curved handle of hisumbrella.

"Under the code governing the treatment of all races on Secretly Supervised Startus," he began as
soon as he saw me, "and | refer not only to the Rigellian-Sagittarian Convention, but to the statutes of the
third cosmic cycle and the Supreme Council decisionsin the cases of Khwomo vs. Khwomo and
Farziplok vs. Antares X1, | de-mand return to my accustomed habitat on Earth, the payment of damages
according to the schedule developed by the Nobri Commissionin thelatest Vivadin contro-versy. | also
demand satisfaction in terms of—"

"Y ou seem to have acquired agood dedl of knowledge of interstellar law,” | com-mented dowly.

"Oh, | have, Sergeant—I have. Mr. L'payr was most helpful in acquainting me with my rights. It
seemsthat | am entitled to al sorts of recompenses—or, at least, that | can claim entitlement. You have a
very interesting galactic culture, Sergeant. Many, many people on Earth would be fascinated to learn
about it. But | am quite prepared to spare you the embarrassment which such publicity would cause you.
| am certain that two reasonable individuals like oursel ves can cometo terms.”

When | charged L'payr with violating galactic secrecy, he spread his cytoplasm in an elaborate
amoeboid shrug.

"I told him nothing on Earth, Sergeant. Whatever information thisterrestrial has received—and |
will admit that it would have been damaging and highly illega—was entirdy in the jurisdiction of your
headquarters office. Besides, having been wrongfully accused of an ugly and unthinkable crime, | surely
had the right to pre-pare my defense by discussing the matter with the only witnessto the deed. | might
go further and point out that, Snce Mr. Blatch and mysdlf are in a sense co-defen-dants, there could be
no vaid objection to apooling of our lega knowledge.”

Back in my office, | brought Corporal Pah-Chi-Luh up to date.

"It'slikeamorass," he complained. "The more you struggle to get out, the degper you fal init! And
thisterrestrid! The Plutonian natives who've been guarding him have been driven amost crazy. He asks
guestions about everything—what's this, what's that, how does it work. Or it's not hot enough for him,
the air doesn't sméell right, hisfood is uninteresting. Histhroat has developed an odd tickle, hewantsa
gagle, heneedsa—"

"Give him everything he wants, but within reason,” | said. "'If this creature dieson us, you and | will
be lucky to draw no more than a punishment tour in the Black Holein Cygnus. But asfor the rest of
it—look here, Corpord, | find mysdf in agree-ment with the extradition party from Gtet. A crime has to
have been committed.”

Stellar Corporal Pah-Chi-Luh stared a me. ™Y ou—you mean..."

"l mean that if acrime was committed, L'payr has been legally arrested and can therefore be taken
back to Gtet. We will then hear no more from him ever and we will dso berid of that bunch of
pseudopod-clacking Gtetan shysters. That will leave us with only one problem—QOsborne Blatch. Once
L'payr isgone and we have thisterrestrial to oursalves, | think we can handle him—one way or another.
But firgt and foremost, Corpora Pah-Chi-L uh, a crime—some crime—has to have been commit-ted by
L'payr during his sojourn on Earth. Set up your bed in the law library."

Shortly afterward, Pah-Chi-Luh |eft for Earth.

Now please, Hoy, no moraigtic comments! Y ou know aswell as| do that this sort of thing has been
done before, here and there, in Outlying Patrol Offices. | don't like it any more than you, but | was faced
with amgor emergency. Besides, there was no doubt but that this L'payr, amoeboid master criminal, had
had punishment deferred far too long. In fact, one might say that moraly | was completely and absolutely
intheright.

Pah-Chi-Luh returned to Earth, asl've said, thistime disguised as an editoria assistant. He got ajob



in the publishing house that had brought out the biology text-book. The origina photographswere ill in
thefiles of that establishment. By pick-ing his man carefully and making agood many mind-simulating
comments, the stellar corpord finally inspired one of the technica editors to examine the photo-graphs
and have the materid on which they were printed anayzed.

The materid was fahrtuch, asynthetic textile much in use on Gtet and not due to be developed by
humanity for a least three centuries.

Innotimeat dl, dmost every woman in Americawas wearing lingerie made of farhtuch, the
novelty fabric of the year. And since L'payr was ultimately responsblefor thisillegd technological spurt,
we a last had him where we wanted him!

He was very sporting about it, Hoy.

"The end of along road for me, Sergeant. | congratulate you. Crime does not pay. Lawbreakers
awayslose. Law-enforcers dwayswin.”

| went off to prepare the extradition forms, without a carein the galaxy. There was Blatch, of
course, but he was amere human. And by thistime, having gotten involved in al kinds of questionable
dedlings mysdlf, | was determined to make quick work of him. After al, one might aswell get blasted for
askreek asa launt!

But when | returned to escort the Gtetan to his fellow-amoeboids, | dmost fdll through the surface of
Pluto. Where there had been one L'payr, there were now two! Smaller L'payrs, of course—half the size
of the original, to be exact—but L 'payrs unmistakable.

Intheinterval, he had reproduced!

How? That gargle the Earthman had demanded, Hoy. It had been L'payr'sideaal adong, hislast bit
of insurance. Once the Earthman had received the gargle, he had smuggled it to L'payr, who had hidden
itin hiscdl, intending to useit asalast resort.

That gargle, Hoy, was salt water! Sdine solution, eh?

So there | was. The Gtetans informed me that their laws covered such possibili-ties, but much help
their lawswereto me.

"A crime has been committed, pornography has been sold,” the spokesman reiter-ated. "We
demand our prisoner. Both of him!™

"Pursuant to Galactic Statutes 6,009,371 through 6,106,514, Osborne Blatch in-sisted, "1 demand
immediate release, restitution to the extent of two billion Gaactic Megawhars, a complete and written—"

And.

"It's probably true that our ancestor, L'payr, committed al sorts of indiscretions,” lisped the two
young amoeboidsin the cell next to Osborne Blatch, "but what does that have to do with us? L'payr paid
for hiscrimes by dying in childbirth. We are very young and very, very innocent. Surely the big old galaxy
doesn't believe in punishing little children for the Sins of their parents!™

What would you have done?

| shipped the whole mess off to Petrol Headquarters—the Gtetan extradition party and their mess of
judicia citations, Osborne Blatch and his umbrella, the biology textbook, the origina bundle of
pornographic pictures, and last but not at dl least, two—count ‘em, two—dewy young amoeboids. Call
them L'payr sub-oneand L payr sub-two. Do anything you like with them when they get there, but
please dont tell mewhat it idl

And if you can figure out a solution with the aid of some of the more ancient and wiser heads at
headquarters, and figure it out before the Old One ruptures a gloccis-tomorph, Pah-Chi-Luh and | will
be patheticaly, eterndly grateful.

If not—wdll, were standing by here at Outlying Patrol Office 1001625 with bags packed. Theré'sa
lot to be said for the Black Holein Cygnus.



Persondly, Hoy, I'd say that the whole trouble is caused by creatureswho insist on odd and colorful
methods of continuing their race, instead of doing it sandly and decently by means of spore-pod
exploson!

Afterword

So | wrotea story about a seven-sexed creature. And it was damned complicated. So | wondered
how complicated a story about a one-sexed creature might be.
So | wroteit.

Besides, | wanted to see what | could do with pornography for aone-sexed creature.

But, if I'm going to be perfectly honest, there was something else. Long after Ted Stur-geon had
represented me, | had become involved with aliterary agent who began embez-zling money from me,
(God knows, | had damn little to embezzle. But he, ingenious man, managed it.) Aslke ASmov put it,
"Why should an agent pay his client ninety percent and keep only ten percent for himsalf? Isn't it more
logical for him to keep ninety percent and pay out the ten percent? Anyone can write, after dl, but how
many people can sdl|?"

I looked up an old army buddy of mine, Milt Amgott, who had just sent me a card announcing that
he was opening alaw office with his partner, Phil Kassdl. | told him that | had no money to pay him, but
that was exactly why | needed him. He said that was okay, he'd represent me. And he got me everything
| was owed from the agent.

The agent was so impressed that he retained Amgott as his lawyer. And so did hiswife when she
divorced him. And so, eventually, did alot of other sciencefiction and mystery writers.

Meanwhile, | learned alot about the law by hanging out with Milt Amgott and Phil Kassd. | got
wigtful about using some of that knowledgein astory. Oneday | used it—in astory about the legdities of
amoeboid pornography.
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