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Terran Supreme Command communigue No. 18-673 for the twenty-four hours ending 0900
Monday, Terran capital time:

...whereupon sector HQ on Fortress Satellite Five ordered a strategic withdrawal of al interceptor
units. Thewithdrawa was accomplished without difficulty and with minimal loss.

The only other incident of interest in this period was the surrender of an enemy soldier of
undetermined rank, the first of these creatures from Jupiter to be taken dive by our forces. The capture
was made in the course of defending Cochabamba, Bolivia, from an enemy commando raid. Four
Jovianswerekilled in this unsuc-cessful assault upon avitd tin-supplying areaafter which thefifth laid
down hisarms and begged that hislife be spared. Upon capture by our forces, the Jovian clamedto bea
deserter and requested a safe-conduct to...

Mardin had been briefed on what to expect by the MP officer who'd escorted him into the cave.
Inevitably, though, hisfirst view of the tank in which the dien floated brought out along, whimpering grunt
of disbdlief and remembered fear. It was at |least Sixty feet long by forty wide, and it reared off the rocky
floor to twice the height of aman. Whatever incredible materid its sides had been composed of had
hours ago been covered by thick white layers of ice.

Cold ar currents bouncing the foul, damp smell of methane back from the tank tweaked his nose
and pricked at hisears. Well, after all, Mardin thought, those things have a body temperature
somewhere in the neighborhood of minus 2000 Fahrenheit!

And he had fdlt this cold once before...

He shivered violently in response to the memory and zipped shut the fur-lined coverdls hed been
issued at the entrance. "Must have been quite ajob getting that thing in here.” The casuaness of hisvoice
surprised him and made him fed better.

"Oh, aspecid engineer task force did it in—let me see, now—" The MP lieuten-ant, a Chinese girl
in her late teens, pursed soft, cord lipsat hisgraying hair. "L ess than five hours, figuring from the moment
they arrived. The biggest problem wasfinding acell in the neighborhood that was big enough to hold the
prisoner. This cave was perfect.”

Mardin looked up at the ledge above their heads. Every ten feet, asquad of three men, highly
polished weapons reedy for instant action. Atomic cannon squads dternating with men bent down under
the weight of dem-dem grenades. Grim-faced young subalterns, very conscious of the bigness of the
brassthat occupied the plat-form at the far end of the cave, samped back and forth along the ledge from
squad to squad, deedly little Royster pistolettos tinkling and naked in their sweeting hands. Those kids,
hethought angrily, so well adjusted to it all!

The ledge ran dong three sdes of the cave; on the fourth, the low entrance from which Mardin had
just come, he had seen five sted Caesarsimplanted, long, pointed snouts throbbingly eager to throw
tremendous gusts of nuclear energy at the Jovian'srear. And amid the immense rock folds of the roof, a
labyrinth of dender, pencil-like bombs had beenlaid, held in place by clampsthat would al open
smultaneoudy the moment a certain colond's finger pressed a certain green button...

"If our friend in the tank makes onewrong move," Mardin muttered, "half of South Americagoes
downthedrain."



The girl started to chuckle, then changed her mind and frowned. "I'm sorry, Major Mardin, but |
dont likethat. | don't like hearing them referred to as 'friends.’ Even in ajoke. Over amillion and ahaf
people—three hundred thousand of them Chi-nese—have been wiped out by those—those ammoniated
flawormg"

"And thefirg fifty of which," he reminded her irritably, "were my reaives and neighbors. If you're
old enough to remember Mars and the Three Watertanks Mas-sacre, young lady."

She swadlowed and looked stricken. An apology seemed to be in the process of composition, but
Mardin moved past her in along, disgusted stride and headed rap-idly for the distant platform. Hehad a
fierce didike, he had discovered long ago, for people who were unable to hate wholesomely and
intelligently, who had to jog their animus with special symbolsand idiotic negations. Americans, during the
War of 1914-18, changing sauerkraut into liberty cabbage; mobs of Turks, in the Gibratar Flare-up of
1985, lynching anyonein Ankara caught eating oranges. How many times had he seen aged menin the
uniform of the oldsters service, the Infirm Civilian Corps, make the socialy accepted gesture of grinding
out aworm with their heelswhenever they referred to the enemy from Jupiter!

He grimaced at the enormous expanse of ice-covered tank in which ablanket of living matter large
enough to cover acity block pursued its alien processes. "L et me see you lift your foot and step on
that!" hetold the astonished girl behind him. Damn all simplicity-hounds, anyway, hethought. A week
on the receiving end of a Jovian ques-tion-machine is exactly what they need. Make them nice and
thoughtful and give them some inkling of how crazily complex this universe can be!

That reminded him of his purposein this place. He became thoughtful himself and—while the circular
scar on hisforehead wrinkled—uvery gravely reminiscent of how crazily complex the universe actualy
was...

So thoughtful, in fact, that he had to take along, relaxing breath and wipe his hands on his coverals
before climbing the stairsthat led up to the hagtily constructed platform.

Colond Liu, Mardin'simmediate superior, broke away from the knot of men at the other end and
came up to him with arms spread wide. "Good to see you, Mardin,” he said rapidly. "Now listen to me.
Old Rockethead himsdlf is here—you know how he is. So put alittle snap into your salute and kind of
pull back on those shoulders when you're talking to him. Know what | mean? Try to show him that when
it comesto military bearing, wein Inteligence don't take a—Mardin, are you listening to me? Thisis very
important.”

With difficulty, Mardin took his eyes away from the transparent un-iced top of the tank. "Sorry, sir,”
he mumbled. "I'll—I'll try to remember.”

"Thistheinterpreter, Colond Liu? Mgor Mardin, eh?' the very tal, siffly erect manin thejeweed
uniform of aMarshd of Space yelled from therailing. "Bring him over. On the double, Sr!”

Colond Liu grabbed Mardin's left arm and pulled him rapidly across the plat-form. Rockethead
Billingdey cut the colond's bresthless introduction short. "Mgjor Igor Mardin, isit? Sounds Russan. You
wouldn't be Russian now, would you? | hate Russans.”

Mardin noticed a broad-shouldered vice-marsha standing in Billingdey'srear stiffen angrily. "No,
ar," hereplied. "Mardin isa Croat name. My family is French and Y ugodav with possibly abit of Arab."

The Marshal of Spaceinclined hisfur-covered head. "Good! Couldn't stand you if you were
Russian. Hate Russians, hate Chinese, hate Portuguese. Though the Chi-nese areworst of dl, 1'd say.
Ready to start working on this devil from Jupiter? Come over here, then. And move, man, movel" Ashe
swung around, the dozen or so sap-phire-studded Royster pistolettos that swung picturesquely from his
shoulder straps clinked and clanked madly, making him seem like agigantic cat that the mice had belled
again and again.

Hurrying after him, Mardin noticed with amusement that the tiff, angry backs were everywhere
now. Colonel Liu's mouth was screwed up into adark pucker in hisface; a the far end of the platform,



the young lieutenant who'd escorted him from the jet base was punching atiny fist into an open palm.
Marshd of Space Rudolfo Billingdey enjoyed arank high enough to make tact afunction of the moment's
whim—and it was obvious that he rarely indulged such moments. "Head thick asarocket wal and a
mouth asfilthy as a burned-out exhaust, but he can figure out, down to the smallest wound on the
greenest corporal, exactly how much blood any attack isgoing to cost.” That was what the line officers
sadof him.

And that, after al, Mardin reflected, wasjust the kind of man needed in the kind of world Earth had
become in eighteen years of Jovian sege. He, himsdlf, owed this man avery specia debt...

"Y ou probably don't remember me, ir," he began hesitantly asthey paused beside ametal armchair
that was suspended from an overhead wire. "But we met once be-fore, about sixteen years ago. It was
aboard your spaceship, the Euphrates, that [—"

"The Euphrates wasn't a spaceship. It was an interceptor, third class. Learn your damned
terminology if you're going to dishonor amgor's uniform, mister! And pull that zipper up tight. Of course,
you were one of that mob of mewling civilians| pulled out of Three Watertanks right under the Jovians
noses. Let's see: that young archaeologist fellow. Didn't know then that we were going to get ared,
firgt-class, bang-up, daughter-em-dead war out of that incident, did we? Hah! 'Y ou thought you had an
easy life ahead of you, eh? Didn't sugpect you'd be spending therest of it in uniform, standing up straight
and jumping when you got an order! Thiswar's made men out of alot of wet jdlyfish like you, migter,
and you can be grateful for the privilege."

Mardin nodded with difficulty, sardonically conscious of the abrupt stiffness of his own back, of the
tightly clenched fingers scraping his pam. He wondered about the incidence of courts-martia, for striking
asuperior officer, in Billingdey's per-sond staff.

"All right, hop into it. Hop in, man!" Mardin realized the sgnificance of the cupped hands being
extended to him. A Marsha of Space was offering him aboost! Billingdey believed nobody could do
anything better than Billingdey. Very gingerly, he stepped into it, waslifted up so that he could squirm
into the chair. Automatically, he fas-tened the safety belt across his middle, strapped the headset in place.

Below him, Old Rockethead pulled the clampstight around his ankles and called up: ™Y ou've been
briefed? Arkhnatta contacted you?"

"Yes, | meanyes, Sr. Professor Arkhnattatraveled with me al the way from Melbourne Base. He
managed to cover everything, but of course it wasn't the detail he'd have liked."

"Hel with the detall. Listen to me, Mgor Mardin. Right therein front of you isthe only Jovian
flatworm we've managed to take dive. | don't know how much longer we can keep him dive—enginears
are building a methane plant in another part of the cave so helll have some stink to bresthe when hisown
supply runsout, and the chemistry johnnies are refrigerating ammoniafor him to drink—¥but | intend torip
every bit of useful military information out of his hide before he cavesin. And your mind isthe only chisd
I've got. Hope | don't break the chisdl, but theway | figureit you're not worth as much as a secondary
space fleet. And | sacrificed one of those day before yesterday—complement of two thousand
men—just to find out what the enemy was up to. So, mister, you pay attention to me and keep asking
him questions. And shout out your replies good and loud for the recording machines. Swing him out,
Colond! Didn't you hear me? How the hell long doesit take to swing him out?"

Asthe cable pulled the chair away from the platform and over the immense ex-panse of monger,
Mardin felt something in hisbelly go far away and something in hisbraintry to hide. In afew
moments—at the thought of what he'd be doing in aminute or two he shut hiseyestightly ashehad in
childhood, trying to wish the bad thing away.

He should have done what dl hisingtincts urged way back in Mel bourne Base when held gotten the
orders and realized what they meant. He should have deserted. Only trouble, where do you desert ina

world under arms, on a planet where every child hasits own military responsibilities? But he should have
done something. Some-thing. No man should haveto go through thistwice in onelifetime.



Simple enough for Old Rockethead. Thiswas his life, negative asits godswere; moments like these
of incipient destruction were the fulfillment for which held trained and worked and studied. He
remembered something else now about Mar-shal of Space Billingdey. The beautiful little winged
creatures of Venus—Griggoddon, they'd been called—who'd learned human languages and begun
pestering the early colonists of that planet with hundreds of questions. Toleration of their high-pitched,
ear-splitting voices had turned into annoyance and they'd been locked out of the settlements, whereupon
they'd made the nights hideous with their curiogity, Since they'd refused to leave, and since the
hard-working colonists found themsalves los-ing more and more deep, the problem had been turned
over to the resident military power on Venus. Mardin recalled the uproar even on Mars when alaconic
order of the day—"V enus has been rendered permanently calm: Commodore R.
Billings-ley."—announced that thefirst intelligent extraterrestria life to be discovered had been destroyed
down to thelast crawling segmented infant by means of anew insec-ticide spray.

Bardy six months later the attack on sparsaly settled Mars had underlined with human corpsesthe
existence of another intelligent race in the solar system—and amuch more powerful one. Who
remembered theinggnificant Griggoddon when Commodore Rudolfo Billingdey dashed back into the
enemy-occupied capital of Southern Mars and evacuated the few survivors of Jupiter'sinitia assault?
Then the Hero of Three Watertanks had even gone back and rescued one of the men captured alive by
the Jovian monsters—a certain Igor Mardin, proud possessor of thefirst, and, asit eventualy turned out,
aso theonly Ph.D. in Martian archaeology.

No, for Old Rockethead this horrendous planet-smashing was more than fulfill-ment, much more
than awonderful opportunity to practice various aspects of histrade: it represented reprieve. If mankind
had not blundered into and derted the outposts of Jovian empire in the asteroid belt, Billingdey would
have worked out amiserable career asapolice officer in various patrol posts, chained for the balance of
his professond life to acommodoresrank by the Griggoddon blunder. Whenever he appeared at a
party some fat woman would explain to her escort in awhisper full of highly audible shilantsthat thiswas
the famous Beast of Venus—and every uni-formed man in the place would look uncomfortable. The
Beast of Venusit would have been instead of the Hero of Three Watertanks, Defender of Luna, the
Father of the Fortress Satellite System.

Asfor himsdf—well, Dr. Mardin would have plodded out the long years tran-quilly and usefully, a
scholar among scholars, not the brightest and best, possibly—here, astimulating and rather cleverly
documented paper, there, astartling minor discovery of interest only to speciaists—but a man respected
by his colleagues, do-ing work he wasfitted for and liked, earning a secure place for himsdlf in the
text-books of another age as a secondary footnote or additiond linein abibliography. But instead the
Popa Site Diggings were disintegrated rubble near the ruins of what had once been the human capital of
Southern Marsand Mgor Igor Mardin's civilian skills had |ess relevance and val ue than those of adodo
breeder, or aveterinarian to mammoths and mastodons. He was now amildly incompetent field-grade
officer in an unimportant section of Intelligence whose attempts a military bearing and deportment
amused his subordinates and caused his superiors agood deal of pain. He didn't like the tasks he was
assigned; frequently he didn't even understand them. Hisvaue lay only in the two years of psychologica
hell he'd endured as a prisoner of the Jovians and even that could be redized only in peculiarly fortuitous
circumstances such as those of the moment. He could never be anything but an object of pathosto the
snappy, Single-minded generation grown up in amilieu of no-quarter interplan-etary war: and should the
war end tomorrow with humanity, by some unimaginable miracle, victorious, he would have picked up
nothing in the eighteen years of conflict but uncertainty about himsalf and afew doubtful momentsfor
somedrab little memoirs.

Hefound that, his fearsforgotten, he had been glaring down at the enormous hulk of the Jovian
rippling gently under the transparent tank-surface. This quiet-appear-ing sea of turgid scarlet soupin
which an occasiond bluish-white dumpling bobbed to the surface only to dwindlein sze and
disappear—this was one of the creatures that had robbed him of the life he should have had and had



hurled him into a by-the-numbers purgatory. And why? So that their own peculiar concepts of mastery
might be maintained, so that another species might not arise to challenge their dominion of the outer
planets. No attempt at arbitration, at treaty-making, a any kind of dis-cuss on—instead an overwhelming
and relatively sudden ondaught, as methodica and irresistible as the attack of an anteater on an anthill.

A dender silvery tendril rose from the top of the tank to meet him and the chair came to an abrupt
hat in its swaying journey across the roof of the gigantic cave. Mardin's shoulders shot up againgt his
neck convulsvely, hefound himsalf trying to pull his head down into his ches—just as he had scores of
timesin the prison cedll that had once been the Three Watertanks Public Library.

At the Sght of the familiar questing tendril, a panic e ghteen years old engulfed and nauseated him.

It's going to hurt inside, hismind wept, twisting and turning and dodging in hisbrain. The thoughts
are going to be rubbed against each other so that the skin comes off them and they hurt and hurt
and hurt...

The tendril cameto a stop before hisface and the tip curved interrogatively. Mardin squirmed back
againg the metd chair back.

| wont! Thistime | don't have to! You can't make me—this time you re our prisoner—you
can't make me—you can't make me—

"Mardin!" Billingdey's voice bellowed in his headphones. " Put the damn thing on and let's get going!
Move, man, move!"

And amogt before he knew he had doneit, as automaticaly as he had learned to go rigid at the
sound of attenshun! Mardin's hand reached out for the tendril and placed thetip of it against the old scar
on hisforehead.

Therewasthat anciently familiar sensation of inmost rapport, of new-found com-pleteness, of
belonging to a higher order of being. There were the strange double memories, ariver of greenfire
arching off ajet-black trembling dliff hundreds of miles high, somehow blending in with thefed of
ddlighted shock as Dave Weiner's baseball hit the catcher's mitt you'd gotten two hours ago for a
birthday present; apicture of avery lovely and very intent young femae physicist explaining to you just
how somebody named Albert Fermi Vannevar derived E=mc?, getting al confused with thetimeto begin
the many-scented dance to the surface because of the myriad of wonderful soft spots you could fedl
caling to each other on your back.

But, Mardin redlized with amazement in some recess of autonomy ill left in hismind, thistime there
was adifference. Thistime there was no fedling of terror as of thorough persond violation, therewas no
incredibly ugly sensation of tentacles armed with multitudes of tiny suckers speeding through his nervous
system and feeding, feeding, greedily feeding... Thistime none of his thoughts were dissected, kicking and
screaming, in the operating theater of his own skull while his ego shuddered fearfully at the bloody
spectacle from adigtant psychic cranny.

Thistime he was with—not of.

Of course, alot of work undoubtedly had been done on the Jovian question-ma-chinein the past
decade. The single tendril that contained dl of the intricate mecha-nism for telepathic communion
between two races had probably been refined far past the coarse and blundering gadget that had gouged
at hismind elghteen years ago.

And, of course, thistime he wasthe interrogator. Thistimeit was a Jovian that lay helplessbefore
the probe, the weagpons, the merciless detachment of an dien culture. Thistimeit was aJovian, not Igor
Mardin, who had to find the right answersto the indg stent questions—and the right symbols with which to
articulate those answers.

All that made atremendous difference. Mardin relaxed and was amused by the fedling of power that
roared through him.

Still—there was something else. Thistime he was dealing with atotaly different persondity.



There was apleasant, undefinable qudity to thisindividua from aworld whose gravity could smear
Mardin acrossthe landscapein afineliquid film. A character trait like—no, not Smple tact—certainly not
timidity—and you couldn't just cdl it gentleness and warmth—

Mardin gave up. Certainly, he decided, the difference between this Jovian and hisjailer on Mars
was like the difference between two entirely different breeds. Why, it was a pleasure to share part of his
mental processes temporarily with thiskind of person! Asfrom adistance, he heard the Jovian reply that
the pleasure was mutud. He fdt ingtinctively they had much in common.

And they'd have to—if Billingdey were to get the information he wanted. Super-ficidly, it might
seem that a mechanism for sharing thoughts was the ideal answer to communi cation between races as
dissmilar asthe Jovian and Terredtrid. In prac-tice, Mardin knew from long months of squeezing his
imagination under ordersin Three Watertanks, atelepathy machine merely gave you acommunication
poten-tid. Anindividud thinksin pictures and symbols based on hislife experiences—if two individuas
have no life experiencesin common, al they can shareis confusion. It had taken extended periods of
desperate effort before Mardin and his Jovian captor had established that what passed for the digestive
process among humans was a combination of breathing and strenuous physical exerciseto acreature
born on Jupiter, that the concept of taking a bath could be equated with a Jovian activity so shameful and
so overlaid with pain that Mardin's questioner had been unableto visit him for five weeks after the
subject came up and thenceforth trested him with the reserve one might maintain toward an intelligent
blob of feca matter.

But mutually accepted symbols eventualy had been established—just before Mardin's rescue. And
ever sncethen, held been kept onicein Intelligence, for amoment likethis...

"Mardin!" Old Rockethead's voice ripped out of his earphones. "Made contact yet?'

"Yes. | think | have, gr."

"Good! Fedslike areunion of the goddamn old regiment, eh? All set to ask ques-tions? Thedug's
cooperating? Answer me, Mardin! Don't Sit there gaping & him!*™

"Yes, gr," Mardin said hurriedly. "Everything'sdl s&t."

"Good! Let's see now. Firgt off, ask him hisname, rank and serial number,”

Mardin shook his head. Theterrifying, straight-faced orderliness of the military mind! The protocol
was undterable; you asked a Japanese prisoner-of-war for his name, rank and seria number; obvioudly,
you did the same when the prisoner was a Jovian! The fact that there was no interplanetary Red Crossto
notify hisfamily that food packages might now be sent...

He addressed himsdlf to the immense blanket of quiescent living maiter below him, phrasing the
guestion in as broad a set of symbols as he could contrive. Where would the answer be worked out, he
wondered? On the basis of their examination of dead Jovians, some scientists maintained that the
creatureswere redly vertebrates, except that they had nine separate brains and spinal columns; other
biologigtsin-gsted that the"brains’ were merely the kind of gangliato be found in various kinds of
invertebrates and that thinking took place on the ddlicately convoluted surface of their bodies. And no
one had ever found anything vaguedly resembling amouth or eyes, not to mention appendages that could
be used inlocomoation.

Abruptly, he found himself on the bottom of anoisy seaof liquid ammonia, clus-tered with dozens of
other newborn around the neuter "mother.” Someone flaked off the cluster and darted away; he followed.
The two of them met in the appointed place of crystallization and joined into oneindividua. The pride he
fet intheincrease of self wasworth every hit of effort.

Then he was humping aong a painful surface. He was much larger now—and increased in salf many
times over. The Council of Unborn asked him for his choice. He chose to become amale. Hewas
directed to anew fraternity.

L ater, there was amating with tiny slent females and enormous, highly active neuters. He was given



many presents. Much later, there was a songfest in adripping cavern that was interrupted by a battle
scene with rebdllious daves on one of Saturn's moons. With agresat regret he seemed to go into
suspended animation for anumber of years. Wounded? Mardin wondered. Hospitalized?

In conclusion, there was a guided tour of an undersea hatchery which terminated in a colorful
earthquake.

Mardin dowly assmilated the information in terms of human symbology.

"Hereitis, dr," hesaid at last hesitantly into the mouthpiece. "They don't have any actuad equivaents
inthisarea, but you might cal him Ho-Par XV, origindly of the Titan garrison and sometime adjutant to
the commanders of Ganymede." Mardin paused amoment before going on. "He'd like it on the record
that he's been invited to reproduce five times—and twicein public.”

Billingdey grunted. "Nonsense! Find out why he didn't fight to the death like the other four raiders. If
he still claimsto be adeserter, find out why. Personaly, | think these Jovians are too damn fine soldiers
for that sort of thing. They may beworms, but | can't see one of them going over to the enemy.”

Mardin put the question to the prisoner...

Once more he wandered on worlds where he could not have lived for amoment. He superintended
awork detail of strange dustmotes, long ago conquered and placed under Jovian hegemony. He found
himsdlf fedling about them the way he had felt about the Griggoddon eighteen years ago; they were too
wonderful to be doomed, he protested. Then he redlized that the protest was not his, but that of the
sorrowing entity who had lived these experiences. And they went on to other garrisons, other duties.

Thereply he got thistime made Mardin gasp. "He says dl five of the Jovians were deserting! They
had planned it for years, al of them being both fraternity-brothers and brood-brothers. He says that
they—waell, you might say parachuted down to-gether—and not one of them had aweapon. They each
tried in different ways, asthey had planned beforehand, to make their surrender known. Ho-Par XV was
the only successful one. He brings greetings from clusters as yet unsynthesized.”

"Stick to the facts, Mardin. No romancing. Why did they desert?

"l am gicking to thefacts, Sir: I'm just trying to give you the flavor aswell as the substance.
According to Ho-Par XV, they deserted because they were dl violently opposed to militarism.”

"Wha-at?"

"That, asnear as| can render it, isexactly what he says. He saysthat militarismisruining their race.
It hasresulted in al kinds of incorrect choices on the part of the young as to which sex they will assumein
the adult state (I don't understand thet part at al mysdf, sir)—it hasthrown confusion into an art
somewhere between cartogra-phy and horticulture that Ho-Par thinksis very important to the future of
Jupiter—and it has weighed every Jovian down with an immense burden of guilt because of what their
armies and military administration have doneto adien life-forms on Ganymede, Titan and Europa, not to
mention the half-sentient bubbles of the Saturnian core.”

"To hell with the latrine-blasted half-sentient bubbles of the Saturnian corel™ Billingdey bellowed.

"Ho-Par XV feds," the man in the suspended meta armchair went on relentlesdy, staring down with
delight at the flat stretch of red liquid whose beautifully sane, deli-cately baanced mind hewas
paraphrasing, "that his race needs to be stopped for its own sake aswell asthat of the other forms of life
inthe Solar System. Cresturestrained in warfare are what he cals "philosophicaly anti-life." The young
Jovians had just about given up hope that Jupiter could be stopped, when humanity came busting through
the asteroids. Only trouble isthat while we do think and move about three times asfast asthey do, the
Jovian femaes—who are the closest thing they have to theoretica scientisss—know alot more than we,
dig into aconcept more deeply than we can imagine and generally can be expected to keep licking us as
they have been, until we are either extinct or endaved. Ho-Par XV and his brood-brothers decided after
the annuad smelling session in the Jovian fleet thisyear to try to change al this. They felt that with our
speedier metabolism, we might be able to take a new weapon, which the Jovians have barely got into



production, and turn it out fast enough to make adight—"

At this point there was a certain amount of noise in the headphones. After awhile, Old
Rockethead's voice, suavity gone, came through more or lessdigtinctly:"—and if you don't start detailing
that wespon immediately, you mangy son of aflea-bitten cur, | will have you broken twelve grades below
Ordinary Spaceman and strip the skin off your pimply backside with my own boot the moment | get you
back on this platform. I'll personally seeto it that you spend dl of your leaves cleaning thefilthiest latrines
the space fleet can find! Now jumptoit!”

Magor Mardin wiped the line of sweet off his upper lip and began detailing the weapon. Who does
he think he's talking to? hismind asked bitterly. 1'm no kid, no apple-cheeked youngster, to be
snapped at and dressed down with that line of frowzy, ugly, bar-racks-corporal humor! | got a
standing ovation from the All-Earth Archaeological Soci-ety once, and Dr. Emmanuel Hozzne
himself congratulated me on my report.

But his mouth began detailing the wegpon, his mouth went on articulating the difficult ideaswhich
Ho-Par XV and hisfellow deserters had painfully trandated into faintly recognizable human terms, his
mouth dutifully continued to explicate math-ematical and physica conceptsinto the black speaking cone
near hischin.

His mouth went about its business and carried out its orders—but hismind lay agonized &t the insult.
And then, in acorner of hismind where tenancy wasjoint, so to speak, apuzzled, warm, highly sengitive
and extremdly intdlligent persondity asked a puzzled, tentative question.

Mardin stopped in mid-sentence, overcome with horror at what he'd amost given away to the dien.
Hetried to cover up, to fill hismind with memories of content-ment, to creste non-sequiturs as
psychologica camouflage. What anidiot to forget that he wasn't donein hismind!

And the question was asked again. Are you not the representative of your people? Are—are
there others...unlike you?

Of course not! Mardin told him desperately. Your confusion is due entirely to the fun-damental
differences between Jovian and Terrestrial thinking—

"Mardin! Will you stop drooling out of those near-sighted eyes and come the hell to attention? Keep
talking, chowderhead, we want the rest of that flatworm's brain picked!"

What fundamental differences? Mardin asked himself suddenly, his skull awhite-hot furnace of
rage. There were more fundamentd differences between someone like Billingdey and himsdlf, than
between himself and this poetic creasture who had risked desth and become atraitor to his own race—to
preserve the dignity of the life-force. What did he have in common with this Cain cometo judgment, this
bemeda ed swaggering boor who rejoiced in having reduced al the subtleties of conscious thought to
rigidly smple, unavoidable dternatives: kill or be killed! damn or be damned! be powerful or be
overpowered! The monster who had tortured his mind endlesdy, dis-passonately, in the prison on Mars
would have found Old Rockethead much more of afriend than Ho-Par XV.

That istrue, that is so! The Jovian's thought came down emphétically on hismind. And now,
friend, brood-brother, whatever you may choose to call yourself, please let me know what kind of
creature | have given this weapon to. Let me know what he has done in the past with power, what
he may be expected to do in hatching cycles yet to come. Let me know through your mind and
your memories and your feelings—for you and | under-stand each other.

Mardin let him know.

...to the nearest legal representative of the entire human race. Asthe result of pre-liminary interrogation by the military authorities
agood deal was learned about the life and habits of the enemy. Unfortunately, in the course of further question-ing, the Jovian
evidently cameto regret being taken alive and opened the valves of the gigantic tank which was his space suit, thus committing
suicide instantly and incidentally smothering his human interpreter in a dense cloud of methane gas. Major Igor Mardin, the
interpreter, has been posthumously awarded the Silver Lunar Circlet with doubled jets. The Jovian's suicide is now being studied



by space fleet psychologists to determine whether this may not indicate an unstable mental pattern which will be useful to our
deep-space armed forcesin the future...

Afterword

"TheDeserter” isby way of being asmal monument to my father, Aaron-David Klass, who wasa
minor Socidist Party officia in the England of 1914. When dl the socidist par-ties of Europe dishonored
their pre-1914 pledgesto call an internationa general strike and never to vote for war creditsin case of
war, my father took it upon hisfive-foot, two-inch sdf to right the balance.

He published signed manifestoes declaring that his conscience would not let him do other than
publicly desert if he were drafted. He urged all other workingmen to do the same.

He was drafted.
He publicly deserted.

Hewas found and brought back in chainsfor acourt martia. After escaping, through the help of
rank-and-file sociaists who aso had been drafted and who had attended hislectures, he spent the
bal ance of the war in awindowless attic room, writing highly subver-sive pacifist pamphlets. He
eventudly fled to the United States, entering it asanillegd dien, agatusthat was not changed until
1945—when his son was drafted for another war.
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