The Flat-Eyed Monster
William Tenn

For thefirst few moments, Clyde Manship—who up to then had been an assistant professor of
Compartive Literature at Kelly University—for the first few moments, Manship tried heroically to
convince himsdlf that he was merely having abad dream. He shut his eyes and told himsdlf chidingly, with
alittle superior smile playing about hislips, that things as ugly asthisjust did not occur inred life. No.
Definitely adream.

He had himsdlf half convinced, until he sneezed. It wastoo loud and wet a sneeze to beignored.
Y ou didn't sneeze like that in adream—if you sneezed at dl. He gave up. Hed have to open his eyes and
take another look. At the thought, his neck muscles went rigid with spasm.

A littlewhile ago, held falen adegp while reading an article held written for aschol-arly journd. Hed
fallen adegp in hisown bed in his own gpartment in Calahan Hal—"acharming and inexpensive
residence for those members of the faculty who are bachelors and desireto live on campus.” Hed
awakened with adightly painful tingling sensation in every inch of hisbody. Hefet asif he were being
stretched, stretched interminably and—and loosened. Then, abruptly, he had floated off the bed and
gone though the open window like arapidly attenuating curl of smoke. He'd gone straight up to the
gar-drenched sky of night, dwindling in substance until he lost consciousness completely.

And had cometo on this enormousflat expanse of white tabletop, with amultivaulted calling above him
and dank, barely breathable air in hislungs. Hanging from the ceiling were quantities and quantities of
what was indubitably e ectronic equipment, but the kind of equipment the boys in the Phys cs Department
might dream up, if the grant they'd just received from the government for military radiation research had
been amillion timeslarger than it was, and if Professor Bowles, the department head, had insisted that
every gadget be carefully constructed to look substantialy different from anything donein éectronicsto
date.

The equipment above him had been rattling and gurgling and whooshing, glow-ing and blinking and
coruscating. Then it had stopped asif someone had been satisfied and had turned off a switch.

So Clyde Manship had sat up to see who had turned it off.
Hehad seen dl right.

He hadn't seen so much who as he had seen what. And it hadn't been anice what. In fact, none of
the whats he had glimpsed in that fast |ook around had been abit nice. So he had shut his eyesfast and
tried to find another mental way out of the Situation.

But now he had to have another look. It might not be so bad the second time. "It's ways darkest,”
he told himsdf with determined triteness, "before the dawn." And then found himsdf involuntarily adding,
"except on dayswhen theré's an eclipse.”

But he opened his eyes anyway, wincingly, theway achild opensits mouth for the second spoonful
of castor ail.

Y es, they were adl as he had remembered them. Pretty awful.

The tabletop was an irregular sort of free-form shape, bordered by thick, round knobs afew inches
gpart. And perched on these knobs, about six feet to theright of him, were two crestures who looked
like black leather suitcases. Instead of handles or straps, however, they sported a profusion of black
tentacles, dozens and dozens of tentacles, every second or third one of which ended in amoist turquoise
eye shielded by apair of the sweepingest eyelashes Manship had ever seen outside of amascara



advertisement.

Embedded in the suitcase proper, asif for additional decorative effect, were swarms of other
sky-blue eyes, only these, without eyel ashes, bulged out in multitudes of tiny, glittering facetslike
enormous gems. There was no sign of ear, nose or mouth anywhere on the bodies, but there was akind
of dime, athick, grayish dime, that oozed out of the black bodies and dripped with a steady
gplash-splash-splash to the floor benesth.

On hisleft, about fifteen feet avay, where the tabletop extended along peninsula, there was another
one of the creatures. Its tentacles gripped a pul sating spheroid across the surface of which patches of
light constantly appeared and disappeared.

Asnear as Manship could tdll, al the visible eyes of the three were watching him intently. He
shivered and tried to pull his shoulders closer together.

"Well, Professor," someone asked suddenly, "what would you say?"

"I'd say thiswas one hell of away to wake up,” Manship burst out, fedingly. He was about to go on
and develop thistheme in more colorful detail when two things stopped him.

The first was the problem of who had asked the question. He had seen no other human—no other
living creature, in fact—bes des the three tentacled suitcases any-where in that tremendous,
moisture-filled room.

The second thing that stopped him was that someone &l se had begun to answer the question at the
sametime, cutting across Manship's words and ignoring them completely.

"Wel, obvioudy," this person said, "the experiment isa success. It has completdly judtified its
expense and the long years of research behind it. Y ou can seefor yoursdlf, Councilor Glomg, that
one-way teleportation is an accomplished fact.”

Manship redlized that the voices were coming from hisright. The wider of thetwo
suitcases—evidently "the professor” to whom the original query had been addressed—was speaking to
the narrower one, who had swung most of his stalked eyes away from Manship and had focused them on
his companion. Only where in blazes were the voices coming from? Somewhere insde their bodies?
There was no sign anywhere of voca apparatus.

AND HOW COME, Manship's mind suddenly shrieked, THEY TALK ENGLISH?

"l can seethat,” Councilor Glomg admitted with ablunt honesty that became himwdll. "It'san
accomplished fact, al right, Professor Lirld. Only, what precisely hasit accomplished?"

Lirld raised somethirty or forty tentaclesin what Manship realized fascinatedly was an elaborate and
impatient shrug. "The teleportation of aliving organism from astronomical unit 649-301-3 without the aid
of transmitting gpparatus on the planet of origin®

The Councilor swept his eyes back to Manship. "Y ou cdll that living?' he inquired doubtfully.

"Oh, come now, Councilor,” Professor Lirld protested. "Let's not have any flefnomorphism. It is
obvioudy sentient, obvioudy motile, after afashion—"

"All right. It'sdive. I'll grant that. But sentient? It doesn't even seem to pmbff from where | stand.
And those horrible londly eyes! Just two of them—and so flat! That dry, dry skin without atrace of
dime I'll admit that—"

"Y ou're not exactly athing of beauty and ajoy forever yourself, you know,” Manship, deeply
offended, couldn't help throwing out indignantly.

"— tend to flemomorphism in my evauation of dien life-forms,” the other went on asif he hadn't
spoken. "Wdll, I'm aflefnobe and proud of it. But after dl, Professor Lirld, | have seen someimpossible
creatures from our neighboring planets that my son and other explorers have brought back. The very
strangest of them, the most primi-tive ones, at least can pmbff! But this—this thing. Not the smallest,
dightest traceof apmb do | seeonit! It'seerig, that'swhat it is—eerie!”



"Not at dl,” Lirld assured him. "It's merely ascientific anomaly. Possibly in the outer reaches of the
gdaxy where animds of this sort are frequent, possibly condi-tions are such that pmbffing is
unnecessary. A careful examination should tell usagood dedl very quickly. Meanwhile, weve proved
that life existsin other areas of the gdaxy than its sun-packed core. And when the time comesfor usto
conduct explor-atory voyages to these aress, intrepid adventurerslike your son will go equipped with
information. They will know what to expect.”

"Now, ligen," Manship began shouting in desperation. "Can you or can you not hear me?"

"Y ou can shut off the power, Srin," Professor Lirld commented. "No sensein wast-ing it. | believe
we have as much of this creature as we need. If any more of it isdue to materidize, it will arrive on the
resdua beam."

The flefnobe on Manship's left rapidly spun the strange spheroid he was holding. A low hum, which
had filled the building and had been hardly noticeable before, now died avay. As Srin peered intently at
the patches of light on the surface of the instrument, Manship suddenly guessed that they were meter
readings. Y es, that's exactly what they were—meter readings. Now, how did | know that? he
wondered.

Obvious. There was only one answer. If they couldn't hear him no matter how loudly he shouted, if
they gave no sgn that they even knew he was shouting, and if, a the sametime, they seemed to indulge
inthe rather improbable feet of talking his native language—they were obvioudy tel epaths. Without
anything that looked like ears or mouths.

Helistened carefully as Srin asked his superior aquestion. It seemed to sound in his ears aswords,
Englishwordsin aclear, resonant voice. But there was a difference. There was aquality missing, the kind
of redigtic bite that fresh fruit hasand artificia fruit flavoring doesn't. And behind Srin's words there were
low, murmuring bubbles of other words, unorganized sentence fragments which would occasionaly
become "audible" enough to clarify asubject that was not included in the "conversation.” That, Manship
realized, was how he had learned that the shifting patches of light on the spheroid were meter readings.

It was a0 evident that whenever they mentioned something for which no equiva-lent at al existed in
English, hismind supplied him with anonsense syllable.

So far so good. He'd been plucked out of hiswarm bed in Calahan Hall by atele-pathic suitcase
named something like Lirld which was equipped with quantities of eyes and tentacles. Hed been sucked
down to some planet in an entirely different system near the center of the galaxy, clad in nothing but
apple-green pgjameas.

He was on aworld of telepaths who couldn't hear him at al, but upon whom he could eavesdrop
with ease, hisbrain evidently being asufficiently sengitive antenna. He was scheduled shortly to undergo a
"careful examination," aprospect he did not relish, the more so as he was evidently |ooked upon as a sort
of mongtrous |aboratory animd. Findly, he was not thought much of, chiefly because he couldn't pmbff
worth adamn.

All indl, Clyde Manship decided, it was about time that he made his presence fdlt. Let them know,
S0 to gpeak, that he was definitely not alower form of life, but one of the boys. That he belonged to the
mind-over-matter club himsdlf and came of along line of 1Q-fanciers on both sides of hisfamily.

Only how?

Vague memories of adventure stories read as aboy drifted back to him. Explorersland on astrange
idand. Natives, armed with assorted spears, clubs and smadll boul-ders, gallop out of the jungle to meet
them, their whoops an indisputable prelude to mayhem. Explorers, sweeting a bit, asthey do not know
the language of this particu-lar idand, must act quickly. Naturaly, they resort to—they resort to—the
universal Sgnlanguagel Sgn language. Universal!

Still inagtting podtion, Clyde Manship raised arms straight up over hishead. "Me friend,” he
intoned. "Me come in peace." He didn't expect the dialogue to get across, but it seemed to him that



voicing such words might help him psychologicaly and thus add more sincerity to the gesture,

"—and you might aswell turn off the recording apparatus, too," Professor Lirld wasingtructing his
assgant. "From here on out, well take everything down on adouble memory-fix."

Srin manipulated his spheroid again. "Think | should modulate the dampness, Sr? The creature's dry
skin seemsto argue adesart climate.”

"Not at al. | strongly suspect it to be one of those primitive formswhich can sur-vivein avariety of
environments. The specimen seemsto be getting along admira:bly. | tell you, Srin, we can be very well
satisfied with the results of the experiment up to this point.”

"Mefriend,"” Manship went on desperately, raising and lowering hisarms. "Meintd ligent entity. Me
have 1Q of 140 on the Wechder-Bellevue scale.™

"You may be stisfied,” Glomg was saying, asLirld |eft the table with alight jump and floated, like
an oversized danddlion, to amass of equipment overhead, "but I'm not. | don't like this business onelittle
bit."

"Mefriendly and intelligent enti—" Manship began. He sneezed again. "Damn thiswet air,” he
muttered morosdly.

"What was that?" Glomg demanded.

"Nothing very important, Councilor,” Srin assured him. "The creature did it be-fore. It isevidently a
low-order biologica reaction that takes place periodicaly, pos-sbly aprimitive method of imbibing
glrnk. Not by any stretch of the imagination ameans of communication, however."

"l waan't thinking of communication,” Glomg observed testily. "I thought it might be apreludeto
aggressve action.”

The professor skimmed back to the table, carrying a skein of luminescent wires. "Hardly. What
could acreature of this sort be aggressive with? I'm afraid you're let-ting your mistrust of the unknown
run away with you, Councilor Glomg."

Manship had crossed hisarms across his chest and subsided into a hel pless S-lence. Therewas
evidently no way to make himsalf understood outside of telepathy. And how do you start transmitting
telepathically for thefirgt time? What do you use?

If only hisdoctord thesis had beenin biology or physiology, he thought wistfully, instead of The Use
of the Second Aorist in the First Three Books of the lliad. Oh, well. Hewas along way from home.
Might aswdl try.

He closad his eyes, having first ascertained that Professor Lirld did not intend to approach his
person with the new piece of equipment. He wrinkled hisforehead and |eaned forward with an effort of
extreme concentration.

Testing, he thought as hard as he could, testing, testing. One, two, three, four—test-ing, testing. Can
you hear me?

"l just don't likeit," Glomg announced again. "I don't like what were doing here. Cdl it a
presentiment, cal it what you will, but | fed we are tampering with the infinite—and we shouldn't.”

I'm testing, Manship idested franticaly. Mary had alittle lamb. Testing, testing. I'm the dien cresture
and I'm trying to communicate with you. Comein, please.

"Now, Councilor," Lirld protested irritably. "L et's have none of that. Thisisa scientific experiment.”

"That'sal very well. But | believe there are mysteries that flefnobe was never meant to examine.
Mongters as awful-looking as this—no dime on the skin, only two eyes and both of them flat, unable or
unwilling to pmbff, an amost complete absence of tentacles—a creature of this sort should have been left
undisturbed on its own hell-ish planet. There arelimitsto science, my learned friend—or there should be.
One should not seek to know the unknowable!”



Cant you hear me? Manship begged. Alien entity to Srin, Lirld and Glomg: Thisisan attempt at a
telepathic connection. Come in, please, someone. Anyone. He considered for a moment, then added:
Roger. Over.

"1 don't recognize such limitations, Councilor. My curiosity isasvast asthe uni-verse.”

"That may be" Glomg reoined portentoudy. "But there are more thingsin Tiz and Tetzbah,
Professor Lirld, than are dreamed of in your philosophy.”

"My philosophy—" Lirld began, and broke off to announce—"Here's your son. Why don't you ask
him? Without the benefit of half adozen scientific investigations that people like you have wanted to call
off time after time, none of his heroic achieve-mentsin interplanetary discovery would be possible.”

Thoroughly defeated, but still curious, Manship opened his eyesin time to see an extremely narrow
black suitcase swarm up to the tabletop in a spaghetti-cluster of tentacles.

"What is—that?" the newcomer inquired, curling abunch of supercilious eye-staks over Manship's
head. "It lookslike a yurd with abad case of hipplestatch.” He considered for amoment, then added,
"Gdloping hipplestatch.”

"It'sacreature from astronomica unit 649-301-3 that I've just succeeded in teleporting to our
planet," Lirld told him proudly. "Mind you, Rabd, without atrans-mitting outfit on the other end! | admit |
don't know why it worked thistime and never before—but that's amatter for further research. A
beautiful specimen, though, Rabd. And as near aswe can tdll, in perfect condition. Y ou can put it away
now, Sin."

"Oh, no you don't, Srin—" Manship had bardly started to announce when agresat rectangle of some
pliable materid fell from the cailing and covered him. A moment | ater, the tabletop on which held been
sitting seemed to drop away and the ends of the materiad were gathered in underneath him and fastened
with aclick by ascuttling individual whom he took to be the assistant. Then, before he had timeto so
much as wave hisarms, the tabletop shot up with an abruptnessthat he found twice as painful asit was
disconcerting.

And there he was, packaged as thoroughly as abirthday present. All indl, thingswere not
improving, he decided. Wéll, at least they seemed disposed to leave him done now. And as yet they
showed no tendency to shove him up on alaboratory shelf dong with dusty jars of flefnobe fetuses
pickledin acohal.

Thefact that he was probably the first human being in history to make contact with an extraterrestria
racefailed to cheer Clyde Manship in the dightest.

Fird, he reflected, the contact had been on adistinctly minor key—the sort that an oddly colored
moth makes with a collector's bottle rather than a momentous meeting between the proud representatives
of two different civilizations.

Second, and much more important, this sort of hands-across-the-cosmos affair was more likely to
enthuse an astronomer, asociologist or even aphysicist than an assstant professor of Comparative
Literature.

Hed had fantastic daydreams aplenty in hislifetime. But they concerned being present at the
premiere of Macbeth, for example, and watching a swesating Shake-speare implore Burbage not to shout
out the "Tomorrow and Tomorrow and Tomor-row" speech in the last act: "For God's sake, Dick, your
wifejust died and you're about to lose your kingdom and your life—don't let it sound like Meg at the
Mermaid screaming for adozen of de. Philosophical, Dick, that's the idea, dow, mournful and
philosophicad. And just alittle bewildered.”

Or held imagined being one of the company at that moment sometime before 700 B.C. when ablind
poet rose and intoned for the first time: "Anger, extreme anger, that ismy tae..."

Or being ahouse guest at Y asnaya Polyanawhen Tolstoy wandered in from the garden with an
abstracted look on his face and muttered: "Just got an ideafor aterrific yarn about the Napoleonic



invasion of Russa. And what atitle! War and Peace. Nothing pretentious, nothing complicated. Just
amply War and Peace. It'll knock them dead in St. Petersburg, | tell you. Of course, it'sjust abarelittle
short story at the moment, but I'll probably think of a couple of incidentsto pad it out.”

Travel to the Moon and the other planets of the solar system, |et done avoyage to the center of the
galaxy—in his pgiamas? No, that was definitely not amenu cacu-lated to make Clyde Manship sdivate.
In this respect, he had wisted no farther afield than aglimpse, say, of Victor Hugo's sky-high balcony in
S. Germain des Pres or the ides of Greece where burning Sgppho loved and, from timeto time asit
occurred to her, sang.

Professor Bowles, now, Bowles or any of the other dipstick-sniffersin the Physics
Department—what those boys would giveto be in his position! To be the subject of an actud experiment
far beyond the dreams of even theory on Earth, to be exposed to atechnology that was patently so much
more advanced than theirs—why, they would probably consider that, in exchangefor dl this, the
vivisection that Manship was morosaly certain would end the evening's festivities was an excdllent bargain
and verged on privilege. The Physics Department...

Manship suddenly recaled theintricately weird tower, sudded with gray dipoles, that the Physics
Department had been erecting in Murphy Field. Hed watched the government-subsidized project in
radiation research going up from hiswindow in Calahan Hall.

Only the evening before, when it had reached the height of hiswindow, held reflected that it |ooked
more like amedievad sege engine designed to bring down walled cities than amodern communicative
device.

But now, with Lirld's comment about one-way teleportation never having worked before, he found
himsalf wondering whether the uncompleted tower, poking aragged section of e ectronic superstructure
at his bedroom window, had been partialy re-sponsible for this veritable puree-of-nightmare he'd been
wading through.

Had it provided anecessary extralink with Lirld's machine, sort of an aeria connection or grounding
wire or whatever? If only he knew alittle physics! Eight years of higher education were inadequate to
suggest the barest aye or nay.

He gnashed his teeth, went too far and bit his tongue—and was forced to suspend menta operations
until the pain died away and the tears dribbled out of his eyes.

What if he knew for certain that the tower had played a potent, though passive, part in hisremoval
through interstellar space? What if he knew the exact part it had played in terms of megavoltsand
amperages and so forth—would the knowledge be the dight-est use to him in thisimpossible Stuation?

No, held still be a hideous flat-eyed, non-intelligent monster plucked pretty much at random from the
outer reaches of the universe, surrounded by creatures to whose minds his substantial knowledge of the
many literatures of astronomical unit 649-301-3 would probably come across, alowing even for the
miracle of trandation, as so much schizophrenic word-salad.

In hisdespair, he plucked hopelessly at the materia in which held been wrapped. Two small
sections came away in hisfingers.

There wasn't enough light to examine them, but the feel was unmistakable. Paper. He was wrapped
in an oversized sheet of something very much like paper.

It made sense, he thought, it made sense inits own weird way. Since the append-ages of the
flefnobes he had seen to date congisted of nothing more than dender ten-tacles ending in either eyesor
tapered points, and since they seemed to need knoblike protuberances on the laboratory table in order to
perch beside him, a cage of paper was pretty much escape-proof from their point of view. There was
nothing for their tentaclesto grip—and they evidently didn't have the musculature to punch their way
through.

Wi, hedid. Athleticaly, he had never amounted to much, but he believed, given enough of an



emergency, in hisability to fight hisway out of apaper bag. It was acomforting thought, but, a the
moment, only dightly more useful than the nugget about the tower in Murphy Feld.

If only there were some way of tranamitting that bit of information to Lirld'slittle group: Maybe
they'd redlize that the current flefnobe version of The Mindless Horror from Hyper space had afew
redeeming intellectud qualities, and maybe they could work out amethod of sending him back. If they
wanted to.

Only he couldn't transmit information. All he could do, for some reason peculiar to the widdly
separate evolutionary paths of man and flefnobe, was receive. So former Assistant Professor Clyde
Manship sighed heavily, dumped his shouldersyet afur-ther dump—and stolidly set himsdf to receive.

He d so straightened his pgjamas about him tenderly, not so much from latent sartorid ambition as
because of agonizing twinges of nostalgia: he had suddenly redlized that the inexpendgve green garment
with its heavily standardized cut wasthe only artifact he retained of hisownworld. It wasthe single
souvenir, so to speak, that he possessed of the civilization which had produced both Tamerlane and
terza rima; the pgamaswere, in fact, outsde of his physica body, hislast link with Earth.

"Sofar as1'm concerned,” Glomg's explorer son was commenting—it was obvious that the
argument had been breezing right long and that the papery barrier didn't affect Manship's "hearing” in the
dightest—"| can take these dien monsters or leave them done. When they get as downright disgusting as
this, of course, I'd rather leave them done. But what | mean—I'm not afraid of tampering with the infinite,
like Pop here, and on the other side, | can't believe that what you're doing, Professor Lirld, will ever lead
to anything redlly important.”

He paused, then went on. "I hope | haven't hurt your fedings, Sir, but that'swhat | honestly think. I'm
apractica flefnobe, and | believein practicd things.”

"How can you say—nothing redlly important?’ In spite of Rabd's gpology, the professor's menta
"voice' asit registered on Manship's brain postively undulated with indignation. "Why, the greatest
concern of flefnobe science at the moment isto achieve avoyage to some part of the outer galaxy where
the distances between stars are prodigious compared to their relative denseness here at the galactic
center.

"We can travd at will between thefifty-four planets of our syslem and we have recently achieved
flight to severa of our neighboring suns, but going so far as even the middle areas of the gdaxy, where
this gpecimen originates, remains as visonary aproject today as it was before the dawn of
extra-atmaospheric flight over two centuries ago.”

"Right!" Rabd brokein sharply. "And why? Because we don't have the ships ca-pable of making the
journey? Not on your semble-swol, Professor! Why, since the development of the Bulvonn Drive, any
ship in the flefnobe navy or merchant ma-rine, down to my little three-jet runabout, could scoot out to a
place asfar as astro-nomica unit 649-301-3—to name just one example—and back without even
hotting up her engines. But we don't. And for avery good reason.”

Clyde Manship was now listening—or receiving—s0 hard that the two halves of hisbrain seemed to
grind againgt each other. He was very much interested in astro-nomical unit 649-301-3 and anything that
made trave to it eesier or more difficult, however exotic the method of trangportation employed might be
by prevailing ter-restrid standards.

"And the reason, of course," the young explorer went on, "isa practical one. Men-tal dwindle. Good
old mental dwindle. In two hundred years of solving every prob-lem connected with space travel, we
haven't so much as pmbffed the surface of that one. All we haveto do isgo ameady twenty light-years
from the surface of our home planet and mental dwindle setsin with abang. The brightest crews Sart
acting like retarded children and, if they don't turn back right away, their minds go out like so many lights:
they've dwindled mentally smack down to zero."

It figured, Manship decided excitedly, it figured. A telepathic race like the flefnobes...why, of



course! Accustomed since earliest infancy to having the mental aura of the entire species about them at all
times, dependent completely on telepathy for communication since there had never been aneed for
developing any other method, what londiness, what ultimate magnification of londiness, must they not fedl
once their ships had reached a point too far from their world to maintain contact!

And their education now—Manship could only guess at the educational system of acreature so
different from himsdlf, but surely it must be akind of high-order and continud mental osmos's, amutua
mental osmosis. However it worked, their edu-cationa system probably accentuated the involvement of
the individua with the group. Once the feding of involvement became too tenuous, because of intervening
barrier or overpowering stdlar distance, the flefnobe's psychologica disintegration wasinevitable.

But dl thiswas unimportant. There were interstellar spaceshipsin existence! There were vehicles
that could take Clyde Manship back to Earth, back to Kelly University and the work-in-progress he
hoped would eventudly win him afull professorship in Comparative Literature: Style vs. Content in
Fifteen Representative Corporation Reports to Minority Stockholders for the Period 1919-1931.

For thefirst time, hope sprang within his breast. A moment later, it was lying on its back and
massaging atwisted knee. Because assume, just assume for the sake of ar-gument, his native intelligence
told him, that he could somehow get out of this place and pick hisway about what was, by every
indication, acomplete oddity of aworld, until he found the spaceships Rabd had mentioned—could it
ever be believed by any imagination no matter how wild or fevered, his native intelligence continued, that
he, Clyde Manship, whose fingerswere al thumbs and whose thumbs were dl knuck-les, whose
mechanica abilities would have made Swanscombe Man sneer and Sinanthropus snicker, could it ever
be bdieved, his native intelligence inquired sar-donicaly, that held be capable of working out the various
gadgets of advanced space-ship design, let lone the peculiaritiesthat highly unusua creatureslikethe
flefnobes would inevitably have incorporated into their vessels?

Clyde Manship was forced to admit morosaly that the entire project was some-what less than
possible. But hedid tell hisnative intelligence to go straight to hell.

Rabd now, though. Rabd could pilot him back to Earth if (a) Rabd found it worth-while persondly
and if (b) Rabd could be communicated with. Well, what interested Rabd most? Evidently this Mental
Dwindleranked quite high.

"If you'd come up with an answer to that, Professor,” he was expostulating at this point, "1 would
cheer s0 hard I'd unship my glrnk. That's what's kept us boxed up here at the center of the galaxy for
too many years. That's the practical problem. But when you haul this Qrm-forsaken blob of protoplasm
out of its hole halfway across the universe and ask mewhat | think of it, | must tel you the whole
bus ness leaves me completely dry. This, to me, isnot apractica experiment.”

Manship caught the mentd ripples of anod from Rabd's father. "I'm forced to agree with you, son.
Impractical and dangerous. And | think | can get the rest of the council to seeit my way. Far too much
has been spent on this project aready.”

Asthe resonance of their thoughts decreased dightly in volume, Manship deduced they were leaving
the [aboratory.

He heard the beginnings of adesperate, "But—but—" from Lirld. Then, off in the distance,
Councilor Glomg, evidently having dismissed the scientist, asked his son aquestion, "And whereislittle
Tekt? | thought shedd be with you."

"Oh, she'sout at thelanding field," Rabd answered, "supervising last-minute stuff going into the ship.
After dl, we begin our mating flight tonight.”

"A wonderful femde,” Glomgtold himina"voice' that was now barely audible. "Y ou're avery lucky
flefnobe.”

"I know that, Pop," Rabd assured him. "Don't think | don't know that. The most plentiful bunch of
eye-ended tentacles this side of Gansibokkle and they'remine, dl minel™



"Tekt isawarm and highly intelligent femaeflefnobe," hisfather pointed out se-verely from agreat
distance. " She has many fine qudities. | don't like you acting asif the mating process were amere matter
of the number of eye-ended tentacles pos-sessed by the female.”

"Oh, it isn't, Pop," Rabd assured him. "It isn't at all. The mating processis a grave and—er, aserious
matter to me. Full of responsbilities—er, serious respongbili-ties. Yes, sr. Highly serious. But the fact
that Tekt has over ahundred and seventy-six dime-washed tentacles, each topped by alovely, limpid
eye, won't do our relation-ship abit of harm. Quite the contrary, Pop, quite the contrary.”

"A superdtitious old crank and a brash bumpkin,” Professor Lirld commented bitterly. "But between
them, they can have my appropriation shut off, Srin. They can stop my work. Just when it's showing
positive results. Weve got to prepare counter-measures!™

Manship was not interested in this al-too-familiar academic despair, however. Hewas straining
desperately after the receding minds of Glomg and Rabd. Not that hewas at al intrigued by the elder's
advice on How to Have a Sane and Happy Sex Life Though Married.

What had excited him prodigioudy was amenta by-product of amuch earlier comment. When
Rabd had mentioned the last-minute loading of his ship, another part of the flefnobe's mind had, asif
gimulated by association, dwelt briefly on the congtruction of the small vessd, its maintenance and, most
important, its operation.

For just afew seconds, there had been aflash of acontrol pand with varicolored lights going on and
off, and the beginnings of long-ago, often-repeated ingdruction: "To warm up the motors of the Bulvonn
Drive, first gently rotate the uppermost three cylinders...Gently now!"

It wasthe kind of sublimind thought-picture, Manship redlized excitedly, that had emanated from
Srin ashort while ago, and had enabled him to guess that the shifting light-patterns on the sphere the
|aboratory assstant held were actudly meter readings. Evidently, his sengtivity to the flefnobe brain went
deeper than the mental statements that were conscioudy transmitted by it and penetrated, if not the
uncon-scious mind, at least the less submerged areas of personal awareness and memory.

But this meant—this meant—seated as he was, he still managed to stagger at the concept. A little
practice, just alittle acquired skill, and he could no doubt pick the brain of every flefnobe on the planet.

He sat and glowed at the thought. An ego that had never been particularly robust had been taking an
especidly ferocious pounding in the past haf-hour under the contemptuous scrutiny of ahundred
turquoise eyes and dozens of telepathic gibes. A personadity that had been power-starved most of its
adult life abruptly discovered it might well hold the fate of an entire planet in the hollow of its cerebrum.

Y es, this certainly made him fed alot better. Every bit of information these flefnobes possessed was
hisfor thetaking. What, for example, did hefed like taking? For a starter, that is.

Manship remembered. His euphoriadwindled like a spat-upon match. There was only one piece of
information he desired, only one thing he wanted to know. How to get home!

One of thefew creatures on this planet, possibly the only onefor al he knew, whose thoughts were
of atypeto makethispossble, was on hisway with hisfather to some flefnobe equivaent of Tony's Bar
and Grill. Rabd had, in fact, to judge from the S-lence reigning on the subject, just this moment passed
out of effective telepathic range.

With ahoarse, anguished, yearning cry, smilar to that of abull who—having got in ajuicy lick with
his horns and having been carried by the momentum of hisrush the full length of the bull-ring—turns, only
to see the atendants dragging the wounded matador out of the arena...with precisaly that sort of
thoroughly dismayed bellow, Clyde Manship reached up, tore the surrounding materia apart with one
mighty two-handed gesture, and leaped to hisfeet on the in-and-out curving tabletop.

"...And saven or eight chartsin full color, representing the history of teleportation prior to this
experiment,” Lirld wasteling hisassstant at that moment. "In fact, Srin, if you have time to make
three-dimensional charts, the Council iseven more likely to beimpressed. We'rein afight, Srin, and



weve got to use every—"

His thoughts broke off as an eyestalk curled around and regarded Manship. A moment later his
entire complement of eyestalks aswell asthose of his assstant swished about and stopped, quivering,
with their focus on the erect, emergent human.

"Holy, concentrated Qrm," the professor's mind barely transmitted the quavering thought. "The
flat-eyed mongter. It's broken loose!”

"Out of acage of solid paper!” Srin added in awe.

Lirld cameto adecison. "Theblaster," he ordered peremptorily. "Tentacle me the blaster, Srin.
Appropriation or no appropriation, we don't dare take chances with a creature like this. We'rein a
crowded city. Onceit got out on arampage—" He shud-dered the entire black suitcase length of him.
He made arapid adjustment in the curlicued ingtrument that Srin had given him. He pointed it at Manship.

Having actualy fought hisway out of the paper bag, Manship had paused, irreso-lute, on the
tabletop. Far from being aman of action in any sense, he now found himsdlf ditinctly puzzled asto just
which way to act. He had no idea of the direction taken by Glomg pere and fils; furthermore hewasat a
loss as helooked around for anything that in any way resembled a door. He regretted very much that he
had not noticed through which aperture Rabd had entered the room when the younger flefnobe had
joined their jally littlecircle.

He had just about made up hismind to look into a series of zigzag indentations in the opposite wall
when he observed Lirld pointing the blaster a him with determined if unprofessona tremulousness. His
mind, which had been filing the recent con-versation between professor and assistant in an uninterested
back-portion, suddenly informed him that he was about to become thefirst, and probably unrecorded
vic-tim, inaWar of Worlds.

"Hey!" heyelped, entirely forgetting his meager powers of communication. "'l just want to look up
Rabd. I'm not going on any ramp—"

Lirld did something to the curlicued instrument that seemed like winding a clock, but was probably
more equivaent to the pressing of atrigger. He smultaneoudy shut dl of hiseyes—no mean feat in itsdf.

That, Clyde Manship reflected |ater —when there was time and space to reflect—was the only thing
which saved hislife. That and the prodigious Sdeways broad-jump he made as millions of crackling red
dotsripped out of the instrument toward him.

The red dots sped past his pgjamartops and into one of the lower vaults that made up the ceiling.
Without a sound, a hole some ten feet in circumference gppeared in the masonry. The hole was deegp
enough—some three or four feet—to let the night sky of the planet show through. A heavy haze of white
powder drifted down like the dust from awell-beaten rug.

Staring at it, Manship felt theroll of tiny glacierstoward his heart. His somach flattened out against
itsabdomina wall and tried to skulk quietly around hisribs. He had never felt so completely frightenedin
hislife. "Hey-y-y—" he began.

"A little too much power, Professor,” Srin observed judicioudy from where he rested easily with
tentacles outspread againgt thewall. "A little too much power and not enough glrnk. Try alittle more
glrnk and see what happens.”

"Thank you," Lirld told him gratefully. "Likethis, you mean?'
He raised and pointed the instrument again.

"Hey-y-y!" Manship continued in the same vein as before, not so much because he felt the results of
such a statement would be particularly rewarding as because he lacked, at the moment, the creetive
facultiesfor another, more el aborate comment. "Hey-y-y-y!" he repesated between chattering teeth,
daring at Lirld out of eyesno longer entirely flat.



He held up a shaking, admonishing hand. Fear was gibbering through him like the news of panic
through anation of monkeys. He watched the flefnobe make the peculiar winding trigger adjustment
again. Histhoughts came to astop and every muscle in his body seemed to tense unendurably.

Suddenly Lirld shook. He did backward aong the tabletop. The weapon dropped out of stiffened
tentacles and smashed into bunches of circular wiresthat rolled in dl directions. "Srin!™ hismind
whimpered. "Srin! The monster—Do—do you see what's coming out of his eyes? Heés—he's—"

His body cracked open and apde, blue goo poured out. Tentacles dropped off him like so many
long leavesin abrisk autumn wind. The eyesthat studded his sur-face turned from turquoise to adull
brown. "S'in!" hebegged in atiny, faraway thought. "Help me—theflat-eyed mongter is—help—help!”

And then he dissolved. Where he had been, there was nothing but adark liquid, streaked with blue,
that flowed and bubbled and dripped off the curving edge of the table.

Manship stared at it uncomprehendingly, redlizing only onething fully—hewas Hill dive.

A flicker of absolutdly mad, stampeding fear reached him from Srin'smind. The |aboratory assstant
jumped from the wall against which he'd been standing, skidded across the tabletop with thrashing
tentacles, paused for amoment at the knobsthat lined its edge to get the necessary traction—and then
legped in an enormous arc to the far wall of the building. The zigzag indentations widened in a sort of
lightning flash to let his body through.

So that had been adoor after dl. Manship found himself feding rather smug at the deduction. With
0 little to go on—pretty smart, pretty smart.

And then the various parts of hisbrain caught up with current events and he be-gan trembling from
the reaction. He should be dead, athing of shredded flesh and powdered bone. What had happened?

Lirld had fired the wegpon a him and missed thefirst time. Just as he was about to fire again,
something had struck the flefnobe about as hard as it had the Assyrian back in the days when the latter
wasin the habit of coming down like thewolf on the fold. What? Manship had been using no weapon of
hisown. He had, so far as he knew, no aly on thisworld. He looked about the huge, vaulted room.
Silence. There was noth-ing € se, nobody elsein the place.

What wasiit the professor had screamed tel epathically before he turned into soup? Something about
Manship's eyes? Something coming out of the Earthman's eyes?

Still intensaly puzzled—and despite hisrdlief at having survived the last few min-utes—Manship
could not help regretting Lirld's extinction. Possibly because of his somewhat smilar occupationd status,
the flefnobe had been the only creature of his type toward whom Manship felt any sympathy. Hefelt a
little londlier now—and, obscurdly, alittle guilty.

Thedifferent thoughts which had been mashing themselvesto and fro in hismind abruptly
disappeared, to be replaced by a highly important observation.

The zigzag doorway through which Srin had fled was closing, was coming together! And, asfar as
Manship knew, it was the only way out of the place!

Manship bounced off the huge tabletop in ajump that for the second timein ten minutes did greeat

credit to afew semester-hours of gym some six years ago. He reached the narrowing gap, prepared to
claw hisway through the solid stone if necessary.

He was determined not to be trapped in this place when the flefnobe police closed in with whatever
they used in place of tear gas and machine guns. He had also not forgotten the need to catch up to Rabd
and get two or three more driving lessons.

To hisintense relief, the aperture dilated again as he was about to hit it. Some sort of photoeectric
gadget, he wondered, or wasit just sensitive to the approach of a body?

He charged through, and for the first time found himsalf on the surface of the planet with the night
sky dl around him.



The view of the sky amost took his bresth away and made him forget, temporarily, the utterly
strange city of the flefnobes that stretched away in every direction.

There were so many stardl It was asif these stellar bodies were so much confec-tioner's sugar and
someone had tossed a bagful a the heavens. They glowed with enough luminosity to maintain a
three-quarters twilight. There was no moon, but itslack was not felt; rather it seemed that half adozen
moons had been broken up into quadrillions of tiny white dots.

It would be impossible, in this plenty, to trace out asingle constellation. It would be necessary,
instead, Manship guessed, to speak of athird brightest patch, afifth largest sector. Truly, hereinthe
center of the galaxy, one did not merely see the sars—one lived amongst them!

He noticed his feet were wet. Glancing down, he saw he was standing in avery shallow stream of
some reddish liquid that flowed between the rounded flefnobe buildings. Sewage disposal ? Water
supply? Probably neither, probably something else completely out of the range of human needs. For there
were other colored streams flowing pardld to it, Manship saw how—green ones, mauve ones, bright
pink ones. At astreet intersection afew yards from him, the reddish stream flowed away by itself down a
sort of aley, while afew new colored ribbons joined the main body.

Widl, hewasn't here to work out problemsin extraterrestria sociology. He aready had the sniffling
intimation of abad head cold. Not only hisfeet were wet in this spongdlike atmosphere; his pgamas
clung to his skin in dampest companionship and, every oncein awhile, hiseyesgot blurry with the
moisture and he had to brush them dry with the back of a hand.

Furthermore, while he was not hungry, he had not only seen nothing resembling human-type victuals
snce hisariva, but also no evidence to suggest that the flefnobes had stomachs, let done mouths.

Maybe they took in nourishment through the skin, soaked it up, say, from those differently colored
streams that ran through their city. Red might be meat, green could be vegetables, white for dessert—

He clenched hisfists and shook himself. I've no timefor any of this philosophic badminton, hetold
himsdlf fiercdy. In just afew hours, I'm going to be extremely hun-gry and thirsty. I'm aso going to be
extremely hunted. 1'd better get moving—work out some solutions!

Only where? Fortunately, the street outside Lirld's [aboratory seemed deserted. Maybe the
flefnobes were afraid of the dark? Maybe they were dl good, respectable homebodies and everyone,
without exception, toddled into hisbed at night to deep the darkness through? Maybe—

Rabd. He had to find Rabd. That was the beginning and the end of the only solu-tion to his problems
he had come even close to, Since his materialization on Profes-sor Lirld's [ab table.

Rabd

Hetried "ligening” with hismind. All kinds of drifting, miscellaneous thoughts were doshing around
in hisbrain, from the nearer inhabitants of the city.

"All right, darling, dl right. If you don't want to gadl, you don't haveto gadl. Well do something
dee.”

"That smart-deck Bohrg! Will | fix him properly tomorrow.
"Do you have three zamshkins for a plet? | want to make along-distance send...”

"Bohrg will roll in tomorrow morning, thinking everything isthe same asit's d-ways been. Ishe going
to be surprised...”

"l likeyou, Nernt, | likeyou alot. And that'swhy | fed it'smy duty to tell you, srictly asafriend,
you understand.

"No, darling, | didn't mean that | didn't want to gadl. | thought you didn't want to; | wastrying to be
consderate like you dwaystell meto be. Of course | want to gadl. Now please don't look at melike
that..."

"Ligten here. | canlick any flefnobein the place...”



"Totell you thetruth, Nernt, | think you're the only one who doesn't know. Every-body ese..."
"Soyou'real scared, huh? All right, I'll take you on two at atime. Come on, come on..."

But no hint of Rabd. Manship began to walk cautioudy down the stone-paved streets, doshing
through thelittlerivulets.

He stepped too closeto thewdll of the dark buildings. Immediately, a zigzag door-way opened its
jagged invitation. He hesitated for a moment, then stepped through.

Nobody here ether. Did the flefnobes deep in some centra building, dormitory fashion? Did they
deep at dl? He must remember to tunein on somelikely mind and investigate. The information might be
useful.

This building seemed to be awarehouse; it wasfilled with shelves. Thewalswere bare,
however—there seemed to be some flefnobe inhibition againgt putting objects againgt thewals. The
shelvesrosein tal tiers—again free-form shapes—from the center of thefloor.

Manship gtrolled over to the shelving that was the height of his chest. Dozens of fat green balls
rested in white porcelain cups. Food? Could be. They looked digtinctly edible, like melons.

He reached out and picked one up. It immediately spread wings and flew away to the calling. Every
one of the other green balls, on dl the shelves, soread asimilar set of multiple, tiny wingsand flew
upward, like so many spherical birds whose nests have been disturbed. When they reached the domed
ceiling, they seemed to disappear.

Manship backed out of the place hurriedly through the jagged aperture. He seemed to be setting off
darmswherever he went!

Onceout in the street, he sensed anew feding. There was a sensation of bubbling excitement
everywhere, atense waiting. Very few individua thoughts were coming through.

Suddenly the restlessness cod esced into an enormous menta shout that dmost deafened him.

"Good evening!" it said. "Please stand by for an emergency news bulletin. Thisis Pukr, the son of
Kimp, coming to you on a planetwide, mind-to-mind hookup. Here isthe latest on the flat-eyed monster:

"At forty-three skims past bebblewort, tonight, this creature was materidized by Professor Lirld
from astronomical unit 649-301-3 as part of an experiment in one-way teleportation. Councilor Glomg
was present as awitness to the experiment in the course of hisofficial duties and, observing the
aggressive way in which the monster comported itself, immediately warned Lirld of the dangersin letting
itremandive

"Lirld disregarded the warning and, later, after Councilor Glomg had departed with his son, Rabd,
the well-known interplanetary explorer and flefnobe-about-town, the monster ran amuck. Having fought
itsway out of acage of solid paper, it atacked the professor with an unknown type of high-frequency
mental beam that seemsto emanate from its unbelievably flat eyes. Thisbeam seemsto be gmilar, in
effect, to that thrown out by second-order grepsas when dl fuses have blown. Our best
psycho-physicisgs are, at this very moment, working feverishly on that aspect of the problem.

"But Professor Lirld paid with hislife for his scientific curiosity and for disregard-ing the warnings of
Councilor Glomg's experience. Despite the best efforts of Srin, Lirld's laboratory assstant, who fought a
desperate and courageous diversionary ac-tion in an attempt to save the old scientit, Lirld perished
horribly before the monster's ferocious ondaught. With his superior dead, Srin retreated tentacle by
tentacle, fighting al the way, barely managing to make hisescgpeintime.

"Thisdien mongter with itsincredible powersis now loosein our city! All citi-zensare urged to
remain cam, not to panic. Rest assured that as soon as the authori-ties know what to do, they will do it.
Remember—above dl—gtay cam!

"Meanwhile, Rabd, the son of Glomg, has postponed his mating flight which was to have begun



tonight. Heis mating, asyou al know, with Tekt, the daughter of Hilp—Tekt being the well-known star
of fnesh and blelg from the southern continent. Rabd isleading atroop of volunteer flefnobesto the
scientific quarters of the city, where the monster was last seen, in an attempt to exterminate it with
aready-exigting, con-ventiona weapons before the creature starts to reproduce. | will return with more
bulletinswhen they are available. That isdl for now."

That was more than enough, Manship felt. Now there wasn't any hope that he could work out some
method of communication with these creatures and sit down for alittle quiet conversation on ways and
means of getting himsaf home—which seemed to be a conclusion earnestly desired by al. From now on
the watchword was going to be Get That Manship!

Hedidn't likethat at all.

On the other hand, he didn't have to wander after Rabd. If Manship can't get to the flefnobe, the
flefnobe will come to Manship. Heavily armed, however, and with ho-micida intent...

He decided he had better hide. He stepped up to a building and wandered along awall until the
doorway opened. He waked through and watched it close behind him, then looked around.

Tohisrdief, it ssemed like an excellent place to hide. There were quantities of large, heavy objects
in the center of the place, none of them, so far ashe could tell, alive, and al of them satisfactorily opaque.
He wedged himself between two of these, which looked like stored tabletops, and hoped wistfully that
the flefnobe sensory apparatus did not boast any more detective mechanisms than he had aready
experienced.

What hewouldn't give to be an assistant professor in Kelly University again in-stead of aflat-eyed
mongter ravening, dl unwittingly, through an dien metropolid

He found himself wondering about the strange powers he was supposed to pos-sess. What was dl
this nonsense about a high-frequency menta beam emanating from his eyes? He hadn't noticed anything
coming out—and he should have noticed if anyone did, hefelt. Y et Lirld had made some comment to
that effect just before he dissolved.

Wasit possible that there was some by-product of the human brain that was only visible to flefnobes
and was highly deleteriousto them?

After dl, he could tunein on the flefnobes minds and they couldn't tunein on his. Maybe the only
way he could make his menta presence felt to them was in some prodigious blast of thought which
literdly ripped them apart.

But he gpparently couldn't turn it on and off a will—he hadn't caused the dight-est dteration in
Lirld, thefirst time the professor had fired.

There wereripples of new, excited thoughts reaching him suddenly. They were coming from
somewherein the street outside.

Rabd had arrived with his posse.

"Three of you move down that way," the young flefnobe ordered. "I want two each to cover the side
dreets. Don't spend too much time searching through the buildings. I'm positive well find this monster
skulking somewherein the dark streets, looking for new victims. Tanj, Zogt and Lewv—come with me.
And keep on your tentacle-tips, everybody—thisthing is crazy dangerous. But remember, we've got to
blast it beforeit starts reproducing. Imagine what this planet would be like with a couple of hundred of
these flat-eyed mongters running around!”

Manship let out along, dow sigh of relief. If they hoped to find him on the streets, he might have a
litletime.

Helet hismind follow that of Rabd. It wasn't too hard—just amatter of concen-tration—and you
pretty much blocked out the thoughts of the other individuals. Follow Rabd's mind, Rabd's thoughts.
Now block out most of Rabd's conscious thoughts. There. The subliminal layer, the memory



patterns. No, not the stuff about that female flefnobe last month, all eyes and soft tentacles,
dammit!

The memory patterns, the older ones. "When landing on aC-12 type planet..." No, not that one.
Alittle further. Therel..." Having fired the forward jet to clear it, gently de-pressthe...”

Manship combed through the operationd ingtructionsin Rabd's mind, pausing every oncein awhile
to clear up a concept peculiar to flefnobe terminology, stop-ping now and then as a grinning thought
about Tekt wandered in and threw every-thing out of focus.

He noticed that whatever information he absorbed in this fashion, he seemed to absorb permanently;
there was no need to go back to previous data. Probably |eft a permanent print on hismind, he
concluded.

Hehad it dl now, at least as much about running the ship asit was possible to understand. In the last
few moments, he had been operating the ship—and operat-ing the ship for years and years—at least
through Rabd's memories. For thefirgt time, Manship began to fed alittle confident.

But how was he to find the little spaceship in the streets of this utterly strange city? He clasped his
handsin perspired bafflement. After dl this—

Then he had the answer. HEd get the directions from Rabd's mind. Of course. Good old
encyclopediaRabd! Hed certainly remember where he parked the vessdl.

And hedid. With askill that seemed to have come from ages of practice, Clyde Manship riffled
through the flefnobe's thoughts, discarding this one, absorbing that one—"...the indigo stream for five
blocks. Then take the first merging red one and..."—until he had as thorough and as permanent a picture
of the route to Rabd's three-jet runabout asif held been studying the subject in graduate school for six
months

Pretty good going for astodgy young assistant professor of Comparative Litera-ture who up to this
night had about as much experience with telepathy as African lion-hunting! But perhaps—perhapsit had
been amatter of conscious experience of telepathy; perhaps the human mind was accustomed to a sort
of regular, deep-in-the-brain, unconscious telepathy from infancy and being exposed to creatures so easy
to receive from as flefnobes had brought the latently exercised powersto the surface.

That would explain the quickly acquired skill that felt so much like the sudden surprising ability to
type whole words and sentences after months of practicing nothing but meaningless combinations of
lettersin certain set dphabetical patterns.

Wi, it might be interesting, but that particular speculation was not hisfield of research and not his
problem. Not for tonight, anyway.

Right now, what he had to do was somehow dip out of the building unobserved by the crowd of
flefnobe vigilantes outside, and get on hisway fast. After al, it might not be long before the militiawas
called out to deal with something asvicioudy destruc-tive as himsdf...

He dipped out of his hiding place and made for the wall. The zigzag doorway opened. He stepped
through—and bowled over atentacled black suitcase who'd ap-parently been coming in.

The flefnobe recovered fast. He pointed his spiray weapon at Manship from where helay and
began winding it. Once more, the Earthman went rigid with fright; held seen what that thing could do. To
be killed now, after al he'd gone through...

And once more, there was aquiver and amenta scream of distress from the flefnobe: "Theflat-eyed
monster—I've found him—nhis eyes—his eyes. Zogt, Rabd, help! His eyes—"

There was nothing left but atwitching tentacle or two and a puddle of liquid rippling back and forth
inalittle hollow near the building wall. Without looking back, Manship fled.

A stream of red dots chattered over his shoulder and dissolved adomed roof di-rectly ahead of him.
Then he had turned the corner and was picking up speed. From the dwindling telepathic shouts behind



him, he deduced with rdief that feet moved faster than tentacles.

He found the correct colored streams and began to work hisway in the direction of Rabd's
spaceship. Only once or twice did he come across aflefnobe. And none of them seemed to be armed.

At 9ght of him, these passersby wound their tentacles about their bodies, huddled against the
nearest wal, and, after afew disma muttersto the effect of "Qrm save me, Qrm save me," seemed to

pass out.

Hewas grateful for the absence of heavy traffic, but wondered why it should be so, especidly since
he was now moving through the residential quarters of the city ac-cording to the mental map he had
purloined from Rabd.

Ancther overpowering roar in hismind gave him the answer.

"Thisis Pukr, the son of Kimp, returning to you with more news of the flat-eyed mongter. Firg, the
Council wishes meto notify al who have not aready been in-formed through their blelg servicethat a
date of martia law hasbeen proclamed in the city.

"Repeat: astate of martia law has been proclaimed in the city! All citizensareto stay off the streets
until further notice. Units of the army and space fleet aswell as heavy maizeltoovers are being moved in
hurriedly. Don't get in their way! Stay off the Streets!

"The flat-eyed monster has struck again. Just ten short skims ago, it struck down Lewv, the son of
Yifg, in arunning battle outside the College of Advanced Turkaslerg, amost trampling Rabd, the son of
Glomg, who courageoudy hurled himsdf inits path in avadiant attempt to delay the monger'sflight.
Rabd, however, believes he seriously wounded it with awell-placed bolt from hisblaster. The monster's
weapon was the high-frequency beam from its eyes—

"Shortly before this battle, the flat-eyed horror from the outer galactic wastes had evidently
wandered into amuseum where it completely destroyed a valuable collec-tion of green fermfnaks. They
werefound in ausdesswinged condition. Why did it do this? Pure viciousness? Some scientists believe
that thisact indicatesintelligence of avery high order indeed, and that thisintelligence, together with the
fantastic pow-ers dready in evidence, will make the killing of the monster amuch more difficult task than
the local authorities expect.

"Professor Wuvb is one of these scientists. He fedsthat only through a correct psycho-sociological
evauation of the mongter and an understanding of the peculiar culturd milieu from which it evidently
derives will we be able to work out adequate counter-measures and save the planet. Therefore, in the
interests of flefnobe sur-vival, we have brought the professor here tonight to give you hisviews. The next
mind you hear will bethat of Professor Wuvb."

Just asthe newcomer began portentoudy, "To understand any given cultural milieu, we must first ask
ourselves what we mean by culture. Do we mean, for ex-ample—" Manship reached the landing field.

He came out upon it near the corner on which Rabd's three-jet runabout was parked between an
enormous interplanetary vessal being loaded with freight and what Manship would have been certain was
awarehousg, if he hadn't learned so thoroughly how wrong he could be about flefnobe equivaents of
humean activities

There seemed to be no guards about, the landing field was not particularly well-lit, and most of the
individuasin the neighborhood were concentrated around the freighter.

He took a deep breath and ran for the comparatively tiny, spherica ship with the deep hollow inthe
top and bottom, something like an oversized metdlic apple. He reached it, ran around the sde until he
cameto the zigzag line that indicated an entrance and squeezed through.

Asfar ashe could tell, he hadn't been observed. Outside of the mutter of loading and stowage
ingtructions coming from the larger ship, there were only Professor Wuvb's louder thoughts weaving their



intricate sociophilosophica web:"...So we may conclude that in thisrespect, at least, the flat-eyed
monster does not show the typical basic persondity pattern of anilliterate. But then, if we attempt to
rel ate the charac-terigtics of a prditerate urban cultura configuration...”

Manship waited for the doorway to contract, then made hisway hand over hand up anarrow,
twisting ladderlike affair to the control room of the vessel. He seated himself uncomfortably before the
main instrument pane and went to work.

It was difficult using fingers on gadgets which had been designed for tentacles, but he had no
choice. "To warm up the motors of the Bulvonn Drive—" Gently, very gently, he rotated the
uppermogt three cylinders acomplete turn each. Then, when the rectangular plate on hisleft began to
show an even succession of red and white stripes acrossits face, he pulled on the large black knob
protruding from the floor. A yowling roar of jets started from outside. He worked almost without
conscious effort, letting memory take over. It was asif Rabd himself were getting the spaceship into
operation.

A few seconds later, he was off the planet and in deep space.

He switched to interstel lar operation, set the directiona indicator for astronomi-ca unit
649-301-3—and sat back. There was nothing else for him to do until the time came for landing. He was
alittle apprehendve about that part, but things had gone so well up to this point that he felt quite the
interstellar daredevil. "Old Rocketfingers Manship,” he grinned to himsalf smugly.

According to Rabd's sublimind caculations, he should be arriving on Earth—given the maximum
output of the Bulvonn Drive which he was using—in ten to twelve hours. He was going to be more than
abit hungry and thirsty, but—What a sensation he was going to make! Even more of a sensation than he
had |eft behind him. Theflat-eyed mongter with ahigh-frequency mental beam coming out of itseyes...

What had that been? All that had happened to him, each time aflefnobe dissolved before his stare,
was agood dedl of fear. He had been terribly frightened that he was going to be blasted into tiny pieces
and had, somewherein the process of being fright-ened, evidently been able to throw out something
pretty tremendous—to judge from results.

Possibly the abnormally high secretion of adrendin in the human system at mo-ments of stresswas
bascdly inimica to flefnobe body structure. Or maybe there was an entirely menta reactionin Man's
brain at such times whose emanations caused the flefnobes to literdly fall gpart. It made sense.

If he was s0 sengitive to their thoughts, they should be sengtive to him in someway. And obvioudy,
when hewas very much afraid, that sengtivity showed up with a vengeance.

He put his hands behind his head and glanced up to check his meters. Everything was working
satisfactorily. The brown circles were expanding and contracting on the sekkel board, as Rabd's mind
had said they should; the little serrations on the edge of the control pandl were moving along at auniform
rate, the visiscreen showed—the visiscreen!

Manship legped to hisfeet. The visiscreen showed what seemed to be every vessd in the flefnobe
army and space flest—not to mention the heavy maizeltoover s—in hot pursuit of him. And getting
closer.

There was one large spacecraft that had dmost caught up and was beginning to exude a series of
bright rays that, Manship remembered from Rabd's recollections, were grapples.

What could have caused al this commotion—the theft of asinglejet runabout? The fear that he
might stedl the secrets of flefnobe science? They should have been so glad to get rid of him, especidly
before he started reproducing hundreds of himself al over the planet!

And then a persistent thought ripple from inside his own ship—athought ripple which he had been
disregarding dl the time he had been concentrating on the unfamiliar problems of deep-space
navigation—gave himaclue.

He had taken off with someone—or something—else in the ship!



Clyde Manship scurried down the twisting ladder to the main cabin. As he ap-proached, the
thoughts became clearer and he redlized, even before the cabin aper-ture dilated to let him through,
exactly whom he would find.

Tekt.

Thewell-known femae star of fnesh and blelg from the southern continent and Rabd's about-to-be
bride cowered in afar corner; al of her tentacles—including the hundred and seventy-six dime-washed
onesthat were topped by limpid eyes—twisted about her tiny black body in the most complicated series
of knots Manship had ever seen.

"Oo-ooh!" her mind moaned. "Qrm! Qrm! Now it'sgoing to happen! That awful, horriblething! It's
going to happen to me! It's coming closer—closer—"

"L ook, lady, I'm not even dightly interested in you," Manship began, before he remembered that
he'd never been able to communicate with any flefnobe before, let done ahysterica female one.

Hefdt the ship shudder asthe grapplestouched it. Well, here | go again, hethought. In amoment
there would be boarders and he'd have to turn them into bluish soup.

Evidently, Tekt had been deeping aboard the vessal when he took off. She'd been waiting for Rabd
to return and begin their mating flight. And she was obvioudy a sufficiently important figure to have every
last reserve called up.

His mind caught the sensation of someone entering the ship. Rabd. From what Manship could tell,
he was done, carrying histrusty blaster—and determined to diefighting.

Wi, that's exactly what hed have to do. Clyde Manship was afairly considerate individua and
heartily didiked theideaof disintegrating abridegroom on what wasto have been his honeymoon. But,
snce he had found no way of communicating his pacific intentions, he had no choice.

"Tekt!" Rabd telepathed softly. "Areyou dl right?*

"Murder!" Tekt screamed. "Help-help-help-help..." Her thoughts abruptly dis-appeared; she had
fanted.

The zigzag aperture widened and Rabd bounced into the cabin, looking like a series of long balloons
in his spacesuit. He glanced at the recumbent Tekt and then turned desperately, pointing his curlicued
blaster a Manship.

"Poor guy," Manship was thinking. "Poor, dumb, narrow-minded hero type. In just asecond, you'll
be nothing but goo." He waited, full of confidence.

Hewas so full of confidence, in fact, that he wasn't abit frightened.
So nothing came out of his eyes, nothing but a certain condescending sympathy.

So Rabd blasted the ugly, obscene, horrible, flat-eyed thing down where it stood. And scooped up
his bride with loving tentacles. And went back home to a hero's reception.

Afterword

Two days after Christmas 1954, the woman with whom | wasliving and with whom | was planning
marriage made me abang-up supper featuring all kinds of sharp spices. Two hourslater, | was admitted
to the hospital with ableeding ulcer. Asafree-lance writer, | had no medical insurance of any kind; my
usually low bank account had to be com-pletely emptied so that | could be admitted in astatus other than
that of charity patient.

The word spread rapidly through the New Y ork City science-fiction community, and for some
reason the word that was spread wasthat | goneto St. Vincent's Hospital for an ordinary check-up. As



aresult, science-fiction folk showed up in my hospital room that night with al kinds of bizarre gag
accouterments, only to find out that | wasinvolved in some very serious businessindeed. Harry and Joan
Harrison, for example, camein hold-ing alily each—and were crushed to discover that the doctors were
trying to decide if adangerousimmediate operation should be attempted.

After aconference, the doctors decided to hold off on the operation unless the bleeding intensified
during the night. Then, one by one, the people around my bed drifted off, still apologizing for their jokey
entrances. The last one to go was the woman with whom | was planning to share my life. She bent over
me and put her warm, wet mouth to my ear.

Now | know that when awriter memoirizes some fifty years after the event, he cannot be expected
to remember exactly every word of every speech. | therefore ask the reader to keep in mind two
essentia congderations: One, for most of my time on this planet, | have been blessed and cursed with
amost perfect recdl; and, two, such was the matter of her communication to me that it kind of seared
itsdf into my brain.

"Now, darling," she asked warmly, wetly. "Isit true that you are absol utely penniless?”

"Absolutely,” | told her. "My brother, Mort, cleaned out my whole bank account just to get mein
here. | don't know what I'll do for next month'srent. Not to mention the surgeon's bill if they do decideto
operate.”

"That'swhat | thought," she breathed, still warm and still wet. "Now sweetheart, please listen to me.
Y ou areflat on your back, physicaly, psychologicdly, and financidly. Theresredly nothing in thisfor me
anymore. So I'll be going. Goodbye, my darling.”

| pulled my head away and swiveled round to stare a her. "Hey," | said. "Y ou can't be serious.”

"Now, don't be selfish," she said, backing away to the door. "Try to look at it from my point of
view. Goodbye."

Then sheraised her right hand, waved it twice at me, closed the door behind her, and was gone.

| sat up in bed. | stared at the closed door for along time. Then | picked up the tele-phone and
caled Horace Gold, the editor of Galaxy. (Horace was an agoraphobe and edited the magazine out of
his gpartment in Peter Cooper Village)

Horace had heard what was going on with me. "Ligten,” he said. "They tell meyou'rein tough shape
and you're broke. I'll put avoucher through tomorrow morning for five hundred dollars. Y ou can have
someone pick up the check for you about eleven am. What | want you to do for me...I want you to
write aten-thousand-word novel ette—it should be very, very funny. Okay?"

"Thanks, Horace" | said. "I'll doit. If I live."

"Right," he agreed. "If you live. Meanwhile, don't forget. Very, very funny.”

I hung up the phone, swallowed alarge pill, and reached for the clipboard that my brother, Morton,
and hiswife, Sheila, had placed on my bedside table. What should | write? Well, there was the fact that
Galaxy prided itsdf on not being a cheapo science-fiction magazine like those pul ps that featured
"bug-eyed mongter” covers, with stories full of dime-dripping horrorsto match. And there was my great
fondnessfor two early storiesby A.E. van Vogt, "Black Destroyer” and "Discord in Scarlet.” | had long
dreamed of doing aminor and respectful parody of the sociologica andysis of diens both stories
featured.

The nurse camein, took my temperature, urged meto rest and get agood night's deep—and left.

| picked up apencil. Trying hard not to bleed, | began writing, in longhand, "The Hat-Eyed
Mongter.” Now, what, | mused to mysdlf as| wrote, would Horace consider very, very funny?
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