Venus and the Seven Sexes
William Tenn

[t iswritten in the Book of Sevens;

When Plookh meets Plookh, they discuss sex. A convention is held, a coordinator selected, and,
amid cheers and rejoicing, they enter the wholesome state of matrimony. The square of seven is
forty-nine.

This, my dear children—my own meager, variable brood—was the notation | ex-tracted after
receiving word from the nzred nzredd that the first humans to encoun-ter uson Venushad at last
remembered their promise to our ancestors and sent a cultural emissary to guide us on the difficult path to
avilization.

L et the remaining barbarians among us cavil a the choice of this quotation; let them say it represents
the Golden Age of Plookhdom; let them sneer that it shows how far we are falen since the introduction
of The Old Switcheroo by the gifted Hogan Shlestertrap of Hollywood CaliforniaU.S.A. Earth.

The memory of Hogan Shlestertrap lives on while they disgppear. Unfortunatel y—ah, well.

Peaserecdl, when you go forth into the world to coordinate your own families, that at this point |
had no idea of the kind of help the Earthman wanted. | suspected | had been honored because of my
interest in literary numeras and because it was my ancestor—and yours, my dear children, your ancestor,
too!l—the nzred fanobrel, to whom those first Earthmen on Venus had made the wonderful promise of
culturd ad.

A tkan it was, atkan of my own family, who flew to bring me the message of the nzred nzredd. |
wasin hiding at the time—thiswas the Season of Wind-Driven Rains and the great spotted snakes had
come south for their annua Plookh feed; only a swift-flying tkan could have found mein the high grasses
of the marsh where we nzredd hide at this season.

The tkan gave me the message in afew moments. It was possible to do this, be-cause we had not
yet been civilized and were till using our ancestrd language in-stead of the cultivated English.

"Lagt night, aflame ship landed on the tenth highest mountain,” the tkan told me. "It contained the
long-promised emissary from Earth: aHogan of the Shlestertrapp.”

"Hogan Shlestertrap,” | corrected. "Their names are not like ours; these are civi-lized creatures
beyond our fumbling comprehension. The equivaent of what you called him would be ‘aman of the
Shlestertraps.” "

"Let that be" the tkan replied. "1 am no erudite nzred to hide lowly in the marshes and apply
numbers categoricdly; | am atkan who hasflown far and been useful in the chain of many families. This
Hogan Shlegtertrap, then, emerged from his ship and had a dwelling prepared for him by his—what did
the nzred nzredd cdl them?!

"Women?' | suggested, remembering my Book of Twos.

"No, not women—robots. Strange creatures these robots: they participatein no chain, as|
understand it, and yet are reproduced. After the dwelling was completed, the nzred nzredd called upon
this—this Hogan Earthman and was informed that the Hogan, who feeds and hatchesin aplace caled
Hollywood CdiforniaU.S.A. Earth, had been assigned to Venus on our behalf. It seemsthat Hollywood
CdiforniaU.SA. Earth is consdered the greatest source of civilizing influencein the universe by the
Terran Government. They civilize by means of something caled stereo-movies.™

"They send ustheir best,” | murmured, "their very best. How correctly did my ancestor describe
them when he said their unsdlfish greatness made disma mockery of comparison! We are such



inconsequentia creatures, we Plookhh: small of size, bereft of most useful knowledge, desired prey of dl
the monsters of our planet who consider us transcendentally delicious morsels—and these soaring
adventurers send us a cultural missonary from no lessthan Hollywood CdiforniaU.SA. Earth!”

"Will the Hogan Shlestertragp teach usto build flame ships and dwellings upon mountainsin which we
may be secure?’

"More, much more. Wewill learn to use the very soil of our planet for fuel; we will learn how to
build shipsto carry us through emptinessto the planet Earth so that we can express our gratitude; insteed
of merely twelve books of numberswe shall have thousands, and the numbers themsalves will be made
towork for usin Terran pursuitslike dectricity and palitics. Of course, we will learn dowly inthe
begin-ning. But your message?'

The tkan flapped hiswings experimentally. He was agood tkan: he had three fully developed wings
and four rudimentary ones—avery high variable-potentid. "That isdl. The Earthman wants help from
one of uswhose knowledge is great and whose books are full. Thisonewill act aswhat isknown as
‘technical advisar’ to him in the process of civilizing the Plookhh. Now the nzred nzredd's smdl tentacleis
stiff with age and badly adjusted for the speaking of English; he has therefore decided that it isyou who
must advise thisHogan technicaly.”

"l leaveimmediately,” | promised. "Any more?"
"Nothing that isimportant. But we will need anew nzred nzredd. Ashewas giving methe last of the

message outside the dwelling of the Earthman, he was noticed by aherd of tricepha ops and devoured.
Hewas old and crusty; | do not think they found him very good to edt.”

"A nzred isawaystasty," | told the winged Plookh proudly. "He done among the Plookhh
possesses tentacles, and the spice of our tentacles, it would seem, is beyond compare. Now the nzred
tinodep will become nzred nzredd—he has grown feeble lately and done much faulty coordination.”

Flapping hiswings, the tkan rose rapidly. "Beware of thetricephaops,” he cried. "The herd il
grazes outs de the Hogan's dwelling, and you are a plump and easily swalowed tidbit. Thiswill bea
difficult timefor thefamily to find another nzred."

A lizard-bird, attracted by hisvoice, plummeted down suddenly. The tkan turned sharply and
attempted to gain dtitude. Too late! The long neck of the lizard-bird extended, the fearful beak opened
and—

Thelizard-bird flew on, gurgling pleasurably to itself.
Truly it iswritten in the Book of Ones. Pride goeth before a gobble.

Hewas agood tkan, as| said, and had ahigh variable-potential. Fortunately, acycle had just
completed—he was carrying no eggs. And tkann were plentiful that season.

This conversation lasted a much shorter period than it seemsto havein my repeti-tion. At thetime,
only afew nzredd had learned the English that the first human explorers had taught my ancestor, nzred
fanobrel; and the rest of the Plookhh used the picturesgue language of our uncivilized ancestors. This
language had certain small advantages, it istrue. For one thing, fewer of us were eaten while conversing
with each other, snce the ancient Plookh diaect transmitted the maximum infor-mation in the minimum
time. Then again, | was not reduced to describing Plookhh interms of "he,” "she" or "it"; thisEnglish,
while admittedly the magnificent speech of civilized beings, iswoefully deficient in pronouns.

I uncoiled my tentacles from the grasses about me and prepared to roll. The mlenb, over whose
burrow | was resting, felt the decreased pressure as my body ceased to push upon the mud above him.
He churned to the surface, hisflippers soggy and quivering.

"Canit be" thefoolish fellow whispered, "that the Season of Wind-Driven Rainsisover and the
great spotted snakes have departed? The nzred is about to leave the marsh.”

"Go back," | told him. "I have an errand to perform. The spotted snakes are raven-ous as ever, and



now there are lizard-birds come into the marsh."

"Oh!" He turned and began to dig himsdlf back into the mud. | know it is ungra-cious to mock
mienbb, but the wet little crestures are so frantic and dow-moving at the sametimethatitisal | cando
to keep adtraight tentacle in their presence.

"Any news?"' heasked, al but onethird of him into the mud.

"Our tkan was just eaten, S0 keep your flippersaert for an unattached tkan of good variation. It is
not pressing; anew cyclewill not begin for our family until the end of this season. Oh—and the nzred
nzredd has been eaten, too—but that does not concern you, little muddy mlenb."

That does not, but have you heard the mlenb mlenbb also is gone? He was caught on the surface last
night by a spotted snake. Never was there such a Season of Wind-Driven Rains. the great of the Plookhh
fdl ondl sdes”

"Toamlenb al seasons are 'never was there such aseason,' " | mocked. "Wait until the Reason of
Early Hoods, and then tell me which you like better. Many mlenbb will go with the coming of the early
floods, and our family may haveto find anew mlenb aswdll.”

He shivered, spattering me with mud, and disappeared completely underground.

Ah, but those were the carefree times, the happy childhood days of our race! Little indeed there was
to trouble usthen.

| ate afew grasses and began rolling up and out of the marsh. In alittle while, my churning tentacles
had attained such speed that | had no reason to fear any but the largest of the great spotted snakes.

Once, atremendous reptile lesped a me and it seemed that the shafalon family would require anew
nzred aswell asanew tkan, but | have ahdlica nineteenth ten-tacle and this stood me in good stead. |
uncoiled it vigoroudy and with an enormous bound soared over the davering mouth of the spotted snake
and on to solid ground.

Thishdlicd tentacle—I regret deeply that none of you deer little nzredd have in-herited it from me.
My consolation isthat it will regppear in your descendants though in modified form; it unfortunately does
not seem to be adominant trait. But you al—all of thiscycle, a any rate—have the extremely active
amall tentacle which | acquired from the nzred fanobrel.

Yes, | said your descendants. Please do not interrupt with the callow thoughts of the recently
hatched. | tell you atale of the great early days and how we cameto this present state. The solution isfor
you to discover—there must be asolution; | am old and ripe for the gullet.

Once on solid ground, | had to move much faster, of course: here the great spotted snakes were
larger and more plentiful. They were dso hungrier.

Timeand again | wasforced to use the power latent in my helicd tentacle. Severa timesas| legped
into the air, alizard-bird or a swarm of gridniks swooped down at me; now and again, as | streaked for
the ground, | was barely ableto avoid thelolling tongue of agiant toad.

Shortly, however, | reached the top of the tenth highest mountain, having experi-enced no redl
adventure. There, for thefirgt time, | beheld a human habitation.

It was adome, transparent, yet colored with the bodies of many creatures who crawled on its
surfacein an attempt to reach theliving megt within.

Do you know what adomeis? Think of half the body of anewly hatched nzred, divorced of its
tentacles, expanded to athousand timesits Size. Think of this astrans-parent instead of darkly colorful,
and imagine the cut-away portion resting on its base while the still rounded part becomes the top. Of
course, this dome had none of the knobs and hollows we use for various organic purposes. It wasredly
quite bald.

Near it the flame ship stood upright. | cannot possibly describe the flame ship to you, except to say
that it looked partly like amlenb without the flippers and partly like avineless guur.



The tricephal ops discovered me and trampled each other in an attempt to get to mefirgt. | was
rather busy for awhile evading the three-headed monsters, even grow-ing dightly impatient with our
savior, Hogan Shlestertrap, for keeping me outside hisdwelling so long. | have awaystdt that, of dl the
innumerable ways for a Plookh to depart from life, the most unpleasant isto be torn into three unequa
pieces and masticated dowly by atricephaops. But, then, | have always been considered some-thing of
awidtful aesthete: most Plookhh didike the gridnik more.

Fortunately, before | could be caught, the herd came upon asmal patch of guurr who had taken
root in the neighborhood and fell to grazing upon them. | made cer-tain that none of the guurr were of our
family and concentrated once more upon attracting the attention of Shlestertrap.

At long last, a section of the dome opened outward, aforce seemed to pluck at my tentaclesand |
was carried swiftly through the air and into the dome. The section closed behind me, leaving mein asmal
compartment near the outsde, my visible presence naturally exciting the beasts around me to scrabble
frenziedly upon the trangparent Stuff of the dwelling.

A robot entered—answering perfectly to the description of such things by nzred fanobre—and, with
the aid of asmall tubular weapon, quickly destroyed the myriad creatures and fragments of creatures
who had been sucked in with my humble person.

Then—my variegated descendants—then, | was conducted into the presence of Hogan Shlestertrap
himsdf!

How shdl | describethisillustrious scion of afar-flung race? From what | could see of him, he had
two pairs of mgjor tentacles (cal them flippers, vines, wings, fins, claws, talons or what you will),
classified respectively asarms and legs. There was afifth visible tentacle referred to as the head—at the
top of the edifice, profusaly knobbed and hollowed for sensory purposes. The entire anima, except for
extremi-ties of the tentacles, was covered with ablue and yelow striped substance which, | have since
learned, isnot secreted by it at al but supplied it by other humansin acomplicated chain | do not fully
understand. Each of the four mgjor tentacles was further divided into five smal tentacles somewhat in the
manner of ablap'staons, fingers, they are known as. The body proper of this Hogan Shlestertrap was
flat in therear and exhibited a pleasing dome-like protuberance in the front, much like anzred about to
lay eggs.

Conceive, if you can, that this human differed in no respect from those described by my ancestor
nzred fanobrel over sx generations ago! One of the great boons of civilization isthat continud variationis
not necessary in offpring; these creatures may preserve the same genera appearance for as many asten
or even twelve generations!

Of course, with every boon thereisa priceto be paid. That iswhat the dissidents among usfail to
understand...

Hogan Shlestertrap was occupying achair when | entered. A chair islike—well, possibly | shal
discussthat another time. In hishand (that part of the arm where the fingers originate) he held abottle
(shaped like asrob without fins) of whiskey. Every oncein awhile, he and the bottle of whiskey
performed what nzred fanobrel called an act of conjugation. 1, who have seen the act, assure you that
there isno other way to describe the process. Only | fail to seejust what benefit the bottle of whiskey
de-rivesfrom the act.

"Will you have achair?' Shlestertrap requested, dismissing the robot with afinger undulation.

I rolled up into the chair, only too happy to observe human protocol, but found some difficulty in
retaining my position as there were no graspable extremities anywherein the object. | findly settled into a
somewhat strained posture by keeping dl my tentacles stiff against the Sides and bottom.

"Y ou look like some spiders I've seen after an dl-night binge," Shlestertrap re-marked gracioudy.

Since much of human thought is beyond our puny minds, | have been careful to record al remarks
made by the Gresat Civilizer, whether or not | found them compre-hensible a the time. Thus—"spider"?



"dl-night binge'?
"Y ou are Hogan Shlestertrap of Hollywood CdiforniaU.S.A. Earth, cometo bring us out of the
dark maw of ignorance, into the bright hatchery of knowledge. | am nzred shafa on, descended from

nzred fanobrel who met your ancestors when they first landed on this planet, appointed by the late nzred
nzredd to be your technica adviser."

He sat perfectly ill, thelittle opening in his head—mouth, they call it—showing every moment a
wider and wider orifice.

Fedling flattered and encouraged by his evident interest, | continued into my most valuable piece of
information. How vauableit was, | did not then suspect:

"It iswritten in the Book of Sevens.

"When Plookh meets Plookh, they discuss sex. A convention is held, a coordinator se-lected, and
amid cheers and rgoicing, they enter the wholesome state of matrimony. The square of sevenis
forty-nine”

Silence. Hogan Shlestertrap conjugated rapidly with hisbottle.

"Pensioned off," he muttered after awhile. "The great Hogan Shlestertrap, the pro-ducer and
director of ‘Lunar Love Song,' 'Fissons of 2109, 'We Took to the Asteroids,’ pensioned off in anutty
fruitcake of aworld! Doomed to spend his remaining years among gabby mathematical spiders and
hungry whetchamecallits.

He rose and began pacing, an act accomplished with the lower tentacles. "I gave them saga after
saga, the greatest stereos that Hollywood ever saw or felt, and just because my remake of 'Quest to
Mars came out merely as an epic, they say I'm through. Did they have the decency—those people |
picked out of the gutter and made into household names—did they have the decency to get meajob
with the distribu-tion end on a place like Titan or Ganymede? No! If they had to send meto Venus, did
they even try to salve their consciences by sending me to the Polar Continent where aguy can find abar
or two and have alittle human conversation? Oho, they wouldn't dare—I might make a comeback if |
had haf achance. That Sonny Galenhooper—my friend, he cdled himsdf!l—gets me acrummy job with
the Interplanetary Cul-tural Mission and | find myself plopped down in the steaming Macro Continent
with amess of equipment to make stereos for an animd that haf the biologists of the sysem clam is
impossible. Big deal! But Shlestertrap Productions will be back yet, bigger and better than ever!”

These were hismemorable words: | report them faithfully. Possibly in timesto come, when
civilization among us shdl have advanced to a higher level—aways assuming that the present problem
will be solved—these wordswill be fully under-stood and appreciated by a generation of asyet unborn
but much more intellectuaized Plookhh. To them, therefore, | dedicate this speech of the Greet Civilizer.

"Now," he said, turning to me. "Y ou know what stereos are?"

"No, not quite. Y ou see only one of us has ever conversed with humans before this, and we know
little of their glorious ways. Our Book of Twosisamost bare of useful information, being devoted chiefly
to adescription of your first Sx explorers, their ship and robots, by the nzred fanobrd. | deduce,
however, that stereos are an essential concomitant of an indudtrid civilization.”

He waved the bottle. "Exactly. At the base of everything. Take your literature, your music, your
painting—"

"Pardon me," | interposed. "But we have been able to build none of these things asyet. We are
chased by so many—"

"l wasjust spitbdling," heroared. "Don't interrupt my train of thought. I'm build-ing! Now, where
was |? Oh, yes—take your literature, music and painting and you know what you can do with them. The
stereos comprise everything in art; they present to the masses, in one colossd little package, thewhole
dtirring history of human endeavor. They are not a substitute for art in the twenty-second century—they
are the art of the twenty-second century. And without art, where are you?'



"Where?" | asked, for | will admit the question intrigued me.

"Nowhere. Nowhere at dl. Oh, you might be ableto get by in the sticks, but classwill tell
eventualy. Y ou've got to romp home with an Oscar now and then to show the reviewersthat you're
interested in fine things aswell as money-making potboilers.”

| concentrated on memorizing, deciding to reserve interpretation for later. Per-haps thiswas my
mistake, perhaps | should have asked more questions. But it was al so bewildering, so stimulating...

"The stereos have gone along way since the pioneering sound movies of medieva times,” he
continued. "Solid images that apped to dl five sensesin gorgeous panora-mas of perception.”

Hogan Shlestertrap paused and went on with even more passion. "And wasn't it said that
Shlestertrap Productions had their specia niche, their specia technique among the senses? Yes, sir! No
greater accolade could be accorded a stereo than to say it had the authentic Shlestertrap Odor. The
Shlestertrap smell—how | used to daveto get that in just right! And | amost away's succeeded. Oh,
well, they say you'rejust as good as your last stereo.”

| took advantage of the brooding silence that followed to clack my small tentacle hesitantly.

The emissary looked up. " Sorry, fella. What we've got to do hereisturn out a stereo based on your
life, your hopes and spiritud aspirations. Something that will make 'em st up and take notice way out in
Peoria. Something that will giveyou guysa culture.”

"We need one badly. Particularly a culture to defend us againgt—"

"All right. Let me carry theball. Understand I'm only talking off the top of my mind right now; |
never make adecision until 1've dept on it and let the good old subconscious take a couple of whacks at
theidea. Now that you understand the tech-nical Sde of stereo-making, we can start working on astory.
Now, religion and palitics are dandy weenies, but for agood successful piece of art | always say give me
the old-fashioned love story. What's the lowdown on your love-life?"

"That question isatrifle difficult to answer,” | replied dowly. "We had the gravest communicative
difficultieswith thefirst explorers of your race over this question. They seemed to find it complicated.”

"A-ah," he waved a contemptuous hand. "Those scientific bunnies are aways [ook-ing for trouble.
Takes abusinessman, who's also an artist, mind you—first and last an artis—to get to the roots of a
problem. Let me put it thisway, what do you call your two sexes?"

"That isthe difficulty. We don't have two sexes.”

"Oh. One of those asomething animals. Not too much conflict possiblein that Stuation, | guess.
No-0-0. Not in one sex."

| was unhappy: he had evidently misunderstood me. "1 meant we have more than two sexes.”

"More than two sexes? Like the bees, you mean? Workers, drones and queens? But that's really
only two. The workers are—"

"We Plookhh have seven sexes."

"Seven sexes. Well, that makesit alittle more complicated. Well haveto work our story from
a—SEVEN SEXES?' he shrieked.

He dropped back into the chair where he sat very loosaly, regarding me with opti-cal organs that
seemed to quiver like tentacles.

"They are, to use the order stated in the Book of Sevens, srob, mlenb, tkan, guur—"

"Hold t, hold it," he commanded. He conjugated with his bottle and called to arobot to bring him
another. He sighed finally and said: "Why in the name of al the optionsthat were ever dropped do you
need seven sexes?’

"Well, a onetime, we thought that al creatures required seven sexes asamini-mum. After your
explorers arrived, however, we investigated and found that thiswas not true even of the animalshere on



our planet. My ancestor, nzred fanobrel, had many profitable talks with the biologists of the expedition
who provided him with theoretical knowledge to explain that which we had only known in practice. For
example, the biolo-gists decided that we had evolved into a seven-sexed formin order to stimulate
variation."

"Variation?'Y ou mean so your children would be different?”

"Exactly. You see, thereisonly onething that dl the ravening life-forms of Venuswould rather eat
than each other; and that one thing is aPlookh. From the other con-tinent, from al the idands and seas of
Venusthey come at different timesfor their Plookh feed. When a Plookh is discovered, anormally
herbivorous animd will battle amighty carnivore to the death and disregard the carcass of its defeated
opponent—to enjoy the Plookh.”

Our civilizer considered mewith agood ded of interest. "\WWhy—what have you got that no one else
has got?'

"We don't know—exactly. It may bethat our bodies possess aflavor that is uni-formly exciting to all
Venudan paates, it may be, asone of the biologists suggested to nzred fanobrd, that our tissue contains
an dement—avitamin—essentia to the diet of dl thelife-forms of our planet. But we are small and
helpless creatures who must reproduce in quantity if we areto survive. And alarge part of that quantity
must differ from the parent who himself has survived into the reproductive stage. Thus, with seven parents
who havelived long enough to reproduce, the offspring inherits the maximum qualities of survival aswell
as enough variation from any given parent to insure acongtantly and rapidly improving race of Plookh.”

An afirmative grunt. "That would beit. In the one-sex sage—asexual iswhat the bio professors
cdl it—it'samost impossible to have varied offspring. In the bisexual stage, you get agood dedl of
variation. And with seven sexes, the sky must be the limit. But don't you ever get a Plookh who isn't
good to eat, or who can maybe fight hisway out of ajam?"

"No. It would seem that whatever makes us deliciousis essentia to our own physi-ca structure.
And, according to the biologists of the expedition again, our evolu-tionary accent has ways been on
evad veness—whether by nimbleness, protective coloration or ability to hide—so that we have never
developed abdligerent Plookh. We have never been ableto: it isnot asif we had only one or two
enemies. All who are not Plookh will eat Plookhh. Except humans—and may | take this occasion to
ex-press our deep gratitude?

"From timeto time, our Books of Numberstell us, Plookh have formed commu-nities and attempted
to resst extermination by united effort. In vain; they merdly disgppeared in groupsinstead of individudly.
We never had the time to perfect aworkable system of defense, to devise such splendid things as
wegpons—which we understand humans have. That iswhy we rgoiced so a your coming. At last—"

"Save the pats on the back. I'm here to do ajob, to make a stereo that will be at least an epic, even
if I don't havethe raw materid of asaga. Give mealine on how dl thisworks."

"May | say that whether it isan epic or asaga, we will till be grateful and sing the greatness of your
name forever? Just so we are set on the path of civilization; just so welearn to construct impregnable
dwdlingsand—"

"Sure. Sure. Wait till I get me afresh bottle. Now—what are your seven sexes and how do you go
about meking families?’

| reflected carefully. | knew full well what aresponghbility was mine at that mo-ment; how important
it wasthat | give our benefactor completely accurate informartion to aid him in the making of sereos, the
first step we must take toward civilization.

"Please understand that much of thisis beyond our ken. We know what seems to happen, but for an
explanation we use the theories of thefirg flame ship's biologists. Unfortunately, their theorieswere
multiple and couched in human terms which even they admitted were somewhat e ementary when gpplied
to the process of Plookh re-production. We sacrificed awhole generation of the fanobrdl family for



microscopic experimentation and only abroad outline was worked out. Our seven sexes are—"

"l heard it was complicated,” Shlestertrap interrupted. "The biologists I eft five miles of figuresin the
Venusian Section of the Interplanetary Cultural Mission after they returned from this expedition. Y ou see,
there was an dection right after that: anew party camein and fired them. | wasn't going to wade through
al that scientific junk, no sir! One of them—Gogarty, | think—pulled every wire there wasto take this
job away from me and come here in my place. Some people just can't stand being out after they've been
politically infor so long. Me, I'm here to make stereos—good ones. I'm here to do just what the
prospectus of the Venusian Section called for—'bring culture to the Plookhh as per request.’ "

"Thank you. We did wonder why the Gogarty—pardon—why Gogarty didn't re-turn; he expressed
such an enormousinterest in our ways and welfare. But no doubt the operation of firing him by the new
party after the election was far more produc-tive in the human scheme of things. We have not yet
advanced to the state of parties and eections or any such tools. To us one human is as omniscient and
magnificent asthe other. Of course, you understand al relevant data on human genetics?

"Sure. Y ou mean chromosomes and stuff?"

| flapped my small tentacle eagerly. ™Y es, chromosomes and stuff. Especidly stuff. | think itisthe
part about 'stuff that has made the whole subject somewhat difficult for us. Gogarty never mentioned it.
All he discussed were chromosomes and genes.”

"No wonder | got such acrash bio briefing! Let's see. Chromosomes are collec-tions of genes
whichin turn control characteristics. When an animal is ready to re-produce, its germ-cells—or
reproductive cells—each divide into two daughter cells caled gametes, each daughter cell possessing
one-hdf the chromosomes of the par-ent cell, every chromosome in each gamete corresponding to an
opposite number chromosome in the other. Processis called meiosis. Correct meif I'm wrong
any-where."

"And how can ahuman bewrong?' | asked devoutly.

Hisface wrinkled. "In the case of humans, the female germ-cell has twenty-four pairs of
chromosomes, one pair being known asthe X chromosome and determin-ing sex. It splitsinto two
fema e gametes of twenty-four corresponding chromosomes, one X chromosome in each gamete. Since
the male germ-cell—if | remember rightly—has only twenty-three identica pairs of chromosomes and an
additiond unmatched pair called the X-Y chromosome, it dividesinto two male gametes of twenty-four
chromosomes each, of which only twenty-three have atwin in each ga-mete; the twenty-fourth being the
X chromosome in one male gamete and the Y chromosome in the other. If amae gamete—or
gperm-cell—containing an X chro-mosome unites with afemale gamete—ovum, or egg-cell, the briefing
guy cdled it—carrying an X chromosome, the resultant zygote will be female; but if the Y chro-mosome
gamete fertilizes the ovum, you have a male zygote. They redly jammed that Stuff in me before they let
me leave Earth. Lectures, deep-sessions, the whole bit.”

"Exactly,” | said enthusiagticdly. "Now in our case—"

" recall something else, cometo think of it. The Y is supposed to be adightly undeveloped or
retarded chromosome and it makes the gamete containing it alittle weaker or something. The sperm-cell
with the X chromosomeisfaster and stronger and has a better chance of fertilizing the ovum. It dso
shows why women can take it better than men and live longer. Smple. How's it work with you?”

The extended conversation was making me giddy, and the atmosphere of the dome—with its small
vapor content—dried my faculties. However, thiswas a his-toric occasion: no persona weskness must
be dlowed to interfere. | stiffened my tentacles and began.

"After the matrimonia convention, when the chain is established, each sex's germ-cells are stimulated

into meioss. The germ-cdl dividesinto seven gametes, sx of them with ciliaand the seventh secreted
ether insde or outsde the Plookh, depend-ing on the sex.”

"What'sthischain?'



"The chain of reproduction. The usudly stated order is srob (aguatic form), mlenb (amphibian), tkan
(winged), guur (plant-like), flin (aburrower), blap (tree-dweller). And, of course, the chain proceedsina
circleas srob, mlenb, tkan, guur, flin, blap, srob, mlenb, tkan, guur, flin, blap, srob—"

Hogan Shlestertrap had grasped his head with his hands and was rocking it dowly back and forth.
"Startswith srobs and ends with blaps,” he said, dmost inaudibly. "And I'm a—"

"Srobb," | corrected him timidly. "And blapp. And it doesn't necessarily start with one and end with
another. A birth may beinitiated anywhere dong the chain of afamily, just so it passesthrough all
sexes—thus acquiring the necessary chromaosomes for afertilized zygote.”

"All right! Please get back to chromosomes and sanity. Y ou just had agerm-cdll dividing—asrob's,
say—into seven gametesinstead of adecent two like al other logica speciesuse.”

"Well, so far as our weak minds can compassit, thisis the chromosome pattern worked out by
Gogarty and his assstant, Wolfsten, after prolonged microscopic ex-amination. Gogarty warned my
ancestor, nzred fanobrd, that it was only an gpproxi-mation. According to thisanayss, the germ-cell of a
given sex hasforty-nine chro-mosomes, seven each of Types A, B, C, D, E, F, sx of Type G and one of
Type H—thelagt, Type H, being the sex determinant. Six mobile gametes are formed through
meios s—each containing an identica group of seven chromaosomes of Types A through G—and a
seventh or stationary gamete containing chromosomesA, B, C, D, E, F, and H. Thislast Gogarty cdled
thefemaeor H gamete, anceit never leavesthe body of the Plookh until the fully fertilized cdll of
forty-nine chromosomes—or seven gametes—is formed, and since it determines sex. The sex, of course,
isthat of the Plookh in whose bodly it is stationary.”

"Of course," Shlestertrap murmured and conjugated long and thoughtfully with the bottle.

"It hasto be, sincethat isthe only H chromosomein thefina zygote. But you know that for yoursdlf.
In fact, operating with ahuman intelligence, you have prob-ably anticipated me and aready extrapolated
the whole process from the few facts | have mentioned.”

Moisture gathered at the top of our civilizer's head and rolled down hisfacein the quaintest of
patterns. "1 understand you," he admitted, "and of course I've dready figured out the whole thing. But just
to makeit clear in your own mind, don't you think you might aswell continue?’

| thanked him for his unfailing human courtesy. "Now, if it isasrob with whom we start our chain, it
will transmit one of its Sx mobile gametes to amlenb where the gamete will unite with one of the mlenb's
A through G cdlls, forming what Gogarty called a double-gamete or pre-zygote. This pre-zygote will
contain seven pairs of A through G chromosomes, and, in the body of the tkan—next in the chain—it will
unite with atkan mobile gamete forming atriple-gamete with seven triplets of A through G chromosomes.
It proceeds successively through the rest of the sexes cap-turing a seven-chromosome gamete each time,
until, when it istransmitted to the blap, it contains forty-two chromosomes—six A's, Sx B's and so on
through to six G's. At this point, the sextuple gamete losesits cilia; and unites, in the blap, with the
gationary H gamete to form aforty-nine chromaosome zygote which, of course, is of the blap sex. The
egg islaid and it hatches shortly into ababy blap, guarded—when at dl possible—and taught in ten days
all that its parent can teach it about surviving as ablap Plookh. At the end of ten days, the haf-grown
blap goesitsway to feed and escape from danger by itsalf. At the end of ahundred days, it isready to
joinafamily and reproduce in full adulthood.

"The chain may be said to begin a any point; but it dwaystravelsin the same direction. Thusaflin
will transmit the original seven-chromosome gamete to the blap of his chain whereit will become a
double-gamete; the blap will tranamit the double-gamete to the srob, who will make it atriple-gamete;
eventudly, in this case, the processwill cometo fruition on the vines of the guur resulting in aguur zygote.
Was not Gogarty clever, even for ahuman? He suggested, by the way, that it was pos-sible we were not
redly aseven-sexed creature, but seven distinct speciesliving in areproductive symbioss.”

"Gogarty was adamned geniusl Hey, wait aminute! Srob, mlenb, tkan, guur, flin, blap—that's only
ax!"



At last we were getting to the interesting part. "Quite so. | am arepresentative of the seventh sex—a
nzred."

"A nzred, huh? What do you do?'
"| coordinate.”

One of the robots scurried in in answer to hisyell. He ordered it to bring a case of these bottles of
whiskey and to place it near hischair. He a so ordered it to stand by, prepared for emergencies.

Thiswasdl very enjoyable. My information was cresting even more of a sensa-tion than that
described by my ancestor, nzred fanobrd. It is not often that we Plookhh have an opportunity to St thus
with an animd of adifferent species and provide in-tellectua instead of gustatory diversion.

"He coordinates! Maybe they can use agood expediter or dispatcher?’

"| fulfill dl of those functions. Chiefly, however, | coordinate. Y ou see, amlenbis primarily interested
inwinning the affections of alikely srob and finding atkan whom he can love. A tkan merely courtsa
mlenb and is attracted to agood guur. | am responsible for getting acomplete chain of these individualsin
operation, achain of competibility where perfect amity runsin acomplete circle—achain which will
produce offspring of maximum variability. Then, after the matrimonia convention, whenthechainis
established, each sex beginsto secreteits original germ with the full forty-nine chromosomes. A busy time
for nzredd! | must make certain that al germ-cells are developing at a uniform rate—each sex attemptsto
fertilize seven H gametesin the course of a cycle—and the destruction of oneindividud in the middle of
the cycle means the complete disarrangement of afamily except for the gametes which he has aready
passed on in multiple state. Replacement of an esten individua with another of the same sex, the
remainder of whose family has been wiped out, is occasiondly possible with the ad of the chief of his

"| can seethey keep you hopping,” Hogan Shlestertrap observed. "But how does anzred get born if
you arent in this chain thing?'

"A nzred isoutsde achain, yet insgdeit aswell. The Sx sexes which transmit ga-metesto each other
directly form achain; achain plusanzred equasafamily. The nzred, in his personal reproductive
functions, fitshimsdlf at any point in the chain which the exigencies of the Stuation seem to demand. He
may receive the sextuple super-gamete from the tkan and transmit the original single gamete to the guur,
he may be between the flin and blap, the blap and srob, whatever isrequired. For ex-ample, inthe
Season of Twelve Hurricanes, the tkan is unable to fly and pursue his reproductive relationship with the
guur wherever it has rooted itsdlf: the nzred fillswhat would be agap in the chain. Thisisrather difficult to
expressin an unfamiliar language—the biologists of the first expedition found this process dightly more
com-plicated than the mitoses of the fertilized Plookh cell, but—"

"Hold it," Hogan commanded. "I have an ounce of sanity left, and | might want to useit to blow my
brainsout. | am no longer dightly interested in how a nzred weavesin and out of this crazy reproductive
dance, and | certainly don't want to hear about your mitoss. | have troubles of my own, and they grow
nastier every second. Tell methis: how many offspring does a sex have each cycle?!

"That depends on al parents being alive throughout, on the amount of unhatched eggs dueto
over-variation in particular cases—"

"OK! At the end of aperfect cycle—when the smoke clears—how many baby plookhs do you
havedl told?'

"Pookhh. We have forty-nine young."

He rested his head on the back of the chair. "Not very many, considering how fast you seemto go
out of thisworld."

"True. Dismdly true. But a parent is unable to hatch more than seven eggs in the conditions under
which welive, and completely unable to rear more than seven young so that al will get the full benefit of
his surviva-knowledge. Thisisfor the best.”



"l guess 0." He removed a pointed instrument from his garment and a sheet of white material. After
awhile, | recognized his actions from nzred fanobrd's descrip-tion. "In just amoment,” he said, while
writing, "1'm going to have you shown into the projection room where you'll see arecent stereo
employing human performers. Not too good a stereo: colossa in avery minor way; but it'll give you an
ideaof what I'll be doing for your peoplein theline of culture. While you seeit, figure out waysto help
me on astory. Now, isthis Gogarty's description of your chromosome pattern after the parent germ-cell
has undergone meiosis?' He extended the sheet under my sensory tentacles:
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"Quite correct,” | said, marveling at the superiority of these written symbolsto those we are il
forced to scratch in sand or mud.

"Good enough." He wrote further upon the sheet. "Now, which of your sexesis male and which
femae? | notice you say 'he’ and—"

| wasforced to interrupt him. "1 only use those designations because of the deficiencies or limitations
of English. | understand what awonderful speech it isand how, when you came to congtruct it, you saw
no reason to consider the Plookhh. Nonetheless, you have no pronouns for tkan or guur or blap. We are
al maein re-lation to each other, in the sense that we transmit the fertilizing gametes, we are dso femae,
in the sense that we hatch the developed zygote. Then again—"

"Sow down, boy, dow down. | have to work a story out of this, and you're not doing me any good
at dl. Herésapicture of your family—right?' He held the sheet out once more.
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"Yes. Only your picture of the nzred is not exactly—"

"Ligten, Pierre," hegrowled, "I'll cdll it theway | seeit. And that'stheway | seeit. A love-story,
now, let methink..."

| waited while he cerebrated upon this strange thing caled a story which was es-sentid to the
making of astereo, which, in turn, was essential to our beginning upon culture and civilization. Soon,
soon, we would have dwellingslike this powerful oneinwhich | sat, we would have tubular wegponslike
that the robot had used when | entered—

"How would thisbe?' he asked suddenly. "Understand, thisisn't the finished prod-uct—I'm just
working off the cuff, just trying it on for Sze. S ob meets mlenb, tkan loses guur, flin gets blap. How's
it sound? Only onel can't fitinisthenzred."



"I coordinate."

"Y eah, you coordinate. That would make it, srob meets—Ah, shaddap! All you're supposed to do
issay 'yes onceinawhile" He murmured afew words to the robot who moved over to my chair.
"Bronzo will take you to the projection room now. I'll think some more.”

Tumbling painfully to thefloor, | prepared to follow the robot.

"A love story isgoing to be tough,” Shlestertrap mused behind me. "I can see that right now. Like
three-dimensiona chesswith al pawvnswild and the queen operating in and out of hyperspace. Wonder if
these potato sprouts have areligion. A nice, pi-ouslittle stereo every oncein awhile—Hey! Got a
reigion?'

"Yes" | sad.

"What isit? 1 mean what do you believein, generaly speaking? Simple terms. we can savethe
philosophy for later."

After thelapse of aninterva which | felt | could gpproximate asa"while" | said again, very
cautioudy: "Yes"

"Huh? Cut the comedy on thislot, if you know what's good for you. Just because | told you not to
disagree with me when I'm thinking out loud—No doppy gagswhen | ask you adirect question!™

| gpologized and tried to explain my seeming impudencein terms of the smple conditions under
which we Plookhh live. After al, when atkan fliesin franticdly to warn afamily that apack of strinth are
ravening in itsdirection, no one thinksto take the message in other than itsmost litera form.
Communicetion, for us, isbasicaly ameans of passing along information essentid to surviva: it must be
explicit and definitive.

Human speech, however, being the product of acivilized race, isatree bearing many different fruits.
And, aswe have discovered to our sorrow, it is not always easy to find the one intended to be edible.
For example, this mind-corroding intangible that they cal a pun—

Shlestertrap waved my explanations back at me. " So you're sorry and | forgive you. Meanwhile,
what'syour belief about alife after death?'

"We don't exactly have abelief,” | explained dowly, "since no Plookh has returned after desth to
assure us of the possibilities ahead. However, because of the difficulties we experiencein the onelifewe
know and its somewhat irritating shortness of dura-tion—we like to think we have at least one additiond
existence. Thus, we have not so much aBédlief asaHope."

"For an anima without lungs, you sure are long-winded. What's your Hope, then?”’

"That after desth we emergeinto avast land of small seas, marshes and mountains. That throughout
thisland are the pink weeds we find so succulent. That, in every direction asfar asan optica organ can
see, there are nothing but Plookhh.”
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"Nothing else. That isour Hope: to arrive sometime, in thislife or the next, in aland wherethere are
nothing but Plookhh. Plookhh, you understand, are the only creatures who we are certain do not est
Plookhh. We fed we could be very happy aone.”

"Not enough there to make aone-shot quickie. If only you believed in agod who demanded living
Pookhh sacrifices—but | guess your lives are complicated enough. Go and see the stereo. I'll work out
something.”

In the projection room, | twisted up into achair the robot pushed forward and watched him and his
matesinsert shiny colored gtripsinto five long, mlenb-shaped objects attached to the walls and celling.
Naturdly, | have learned since that the hu-man terms are "film" and "projector,” respectively, but, at that
time, everything was new and strange and wonderful; | wasdl optical tentacles and audal knobs.

The sheer quantity of things that humans possess! Their recording methods are so plentiful and



varied—books, stereos, pencil-paper, to name but afew—that | am convinced their memories are
largely outgrown evolutionary characteristics which, dready atrophying, will be supplanted shortly by
some method of keying recording apparatus directly to the thinking process. They have no need of
carrying Books of Numbersin their minds, of memorizing individualy some nine thousand years of racid
history, of continudly revising the conclusions drawn from an ancient inci-dent to conform with the
exigencies of acurrent one. Contemplation of their magnificent potentiaities dmost dissolves my ego.

Abruptly, the room darkened and atiny spot of white expanded into the full-color, full-sound,
full-olfactory and dightly tactile projection we have come to know so well. For some reason, the humans
who make these stereos neglect almost completely the senses of taste, brotch, pressure and
griggo—athough the olfactory appeal stimu-lates an approximation of taste and an dert individual may
brotch satisfactorily during an emotiona sequence. The full-color—yes: it should be obvious that humans
use only three primariesinstead of the existing nine because they consider it acivilized smplicity; the very
drabness of the combinations of blue, red and yellow, | believe, isa sdf-imposed limitation ingtituted asa
chdlengeto their technicians.

Asthe human figures came to seeming life before me, | began to understand what Hogan
Shlestertrap had meant by a"story.” A story isthe history of one or more indi-vidualsin aspecific cultura
matrix. | wondered then just how Shlestertrap would derive a story from the meager life of aPlookh; he
had known so few of us. | did not know of the wonderful human sense of imagination.

Thisstory, that | saw on that awesomefirst day of our civilization, was about their two sexes. One
representative of each sex (aman, Louis Trescott—and agirl, Bettina Bramwell) figured asthe
protagonists of thefilm.

The story concerned the efforts of Bettina Bramwaell and L ouis Trescott to get to-gether and lay an
egg. Many and complex were the difficultiesthis pair faced, but, at last, having overcome every obstacle,
they were united and ready to reproduce.

Through some oversight, the story ended before the actuad egg-laying; there was definite assurance,
however, that the process would be under way shortly.

Thus, thefirst stereo | had ever seen. The colors sharpened in company with the sound of this
obscure business called music, then all faded and disappeared. The lights returned to the room and the
robots attended to the projectors. | went back to Shlestertrap, quivering with new knowledge.

"Sure," hesaid. "It's good. It's good enough, considering the budget. Now, look, | have anideafor
adereo. It'sgot to jel and whatnot, but meanwhileit'san idea. What's the anima you bugs are most
afrad of?"

"Well, in the Season of Twelve Hurricanes, the strinth and sucking ivy do alarge amount of damage
to our race. In the other hurricane seasons—which are the worst for us, after al—the tricephaops,
brinosaursor gridniks—"

"Don'ttdl me all your troubles. Put it thisway: which animal are you afraid of most right now?”

| consdered lengthily. Ordinarily, the question would have given me thought maxteria for two days,
but The Great Civilizer was shifting from foot to foot and | griggoed hisimpatience. A decison was
necessary; this may have been my mistake, my off-spring, but remember we might never have received
any of the benefits of civilization if | had taken more time to determine which creature was egting most of
usat that season.

"The great spotted snakes. Of coursg, it isfeared only by the nzredd, mlenbb, flinn and blapp. At
thistime, guurr are esten principally by tricepha ops, while srobb—"

"All right. Spotted snakes. Now let's go to the observation corridor and you point one out to me.”

In the room where | had entered the dome, | extended my optical tentaclestoward the transparent
roof.

"There, dmost directly above me. The anima which has haf swallowed adodle and isbeing



attacked by gridniks and sucking ivy."

Shlestertrap faced upwards and shivered. At the sight of us, the creatures scrabbled even more
frantically on the dome's structure, continuing to eat whatever they had been eating when we entered. The
sucking ivy dragged the great spotted snake away.

"What aplace" Shlestertrap muttered. "A guy could make afortune here with an anti-vacation
resort. ‘Come to this home away from home and learn to giggle a your nightmares. All kinds of dishes
served, including you. Be aguest of the best diges-tions. Everybody to histaste and atasteto fit

everybody.' "
| waited, while his human mind explored concepts beyond my primeva grasp.

"OK. So that was a great spotted snake. I'll send acrew of robots out to get some shots of one of
those babies that we can processinto the stereo. Meanwhile, what about the cast?!

"Cagt?' | fumbled. "How—what kind of cast do you mean?"

"Actors. Characters. Course | understand that none of you have any experience, even in stock, but
I'll treet thislike aDe Mille documentary. I'll need arepresenta-tive of each one of your sexes—the best
initsline. Y ou should be able to dredge them up with beauty contests or whatever you use. Just so | get
seven of you—d| different.”

"These can be obtained through the chiefs of the various sexes. The nzred tinodep will be the new
nzred nzredd and areplacement for the mlenb mlenbb should have been chosen if enough mlenbb dared
to congregate in the marshes. And thisis all we need to do to take the first movement toward
dvilizaion?'

"Absolutdy al. I'll writethefirst story for you—it'sonly mildly magnificent right now, but I'll have
plenty of timeto work it up into something better.”

"Then| may leave”

He cdled for arobot who entered and motioned me in front of a machine much like astereo
projector.

"Sorry | can't send arobot to protect you down the mountain, but we're only half unpacked and I'll
need al of them around for aday or two. All | have here are Government Standard Models, see; and
you can't get any high-speed work out of those babies. To think that | used to have eighteen Frictionless
Frenziesjust to clean up around the house! Oh well, asick trance isn't glorious Mon-days.”

Admitting the justice of this obscure dlusion, | tried to reassure him. "If | am eaten, there are at least
three nzredd who can replace me. It is only necessary for meto get far enough down the mountain to
meset aliving Plookh and inform him of your—your character requirements.”

"Good," hetold me heartily. "And I'm pretty sure | can play bal with any of your people who speak
Englishfarly well. That sews up that: I'd hate to leave my stuff lying around in crates any longer than |
haveto. Dentface, throw alittle extrajuiceinto that beam so the kid here can get abig head start. And,
once you get him out, quick-quick turn the dome back on fast, or well have haf the empty ssomachson
Venusingdetrying to work usinto their ulcers.”

Therobot called Dentface depressed alever on the beam projector. Just as| had turned wistfully
toward it in the hope that my meager mentality could somehow preserve an impression of the mechanism
that would enable us to adapt it to our pressing needs, | was carried swiftly through a suddenly opened
section of the dome and deposited halfway down the mountain. The opening, | observed as| got to my
tentacles and rolled away from acreegper of sucking ivy, was actudly an area of the dome that had
temporarily ceased to exist.

| was unable to reflect further upon this matter because of the various lunges, sngps and grabs that
were made at me from severa directions. As| twisted and scud-ded down the tenth highest mountain, |
deeply regretted Hogan Shlestertrap's need of the robots for unpacking purposes.



This, my children, wasthe occasion on which | lost my circular tentacle. A tricephaops, it was—or
possibly alarge dodle.

Near the marsh, | observed that my remaining pursuer, agreen shata, had been caught by aswarm
of gridniks. Accordingly, | rested in the shadow of agiant fern.

A scrabbling noise above me bardy gave metimeto stiffen my helica tentacle for aspring, when |
recognized its source as the blap koreon. Peering from the lowest fan-leaf, he called softly: "The nzred
shafaon has come from the dwelling of the human who wasto give us many and mighty wegpons, yet till
| see him fleeing from empty bellieslike the veriest morsd of aPlookh.”

"And soon you will see him mocking all the beasts of prey from the safety of adome where heand
hiskind livein thoughtful comfort,” | replied with someimpor-tance. "l am to aid the human Shlestertrap
of Hollywood CdiforniaU.S.A. Earth in the making of astereo for our race.”

The blap loosed his hold on the immense leaf and dropped to the ground besde me. "A stereo? Isit
smdll or large? How many great spotted snakes can it destroy? Will we be able to make them
ourselves?'

"Wewill be able to make them oursavesin time, but they will destroy no great spotted snakesfor
us. A stereo, my impatient wayfarer upon branches, isacultural necessity without which, it seems, arace
must wander forever inignoble and fearful darkness. With stereos as models, we may progress
irresigtibly to that high control of our environment in which humanity exults on Earth. But enough of this
munching the husk—our sex-chiefs must conduct Beauty Contests to select charactersfor thefirst
Plookh stereo. Where is the blap blapp?*

"l saw him last leaping from bough to bough in the fifth widest forest with alizard-bird just atdon's
length behind him. If he has not yet ascertained the judtification of the Hope, any tkan should be ableto
guide you to his present lair. Meanwhile, | think | know where the flin flinn has most recently dug.”

He scampered to a mass of rocks and scratched at the ground near the outermost one. The heavy
body of an old flin shortly appeared at the mouth of the hole he made. | rolled over and told the flin flinn
of Shlestertrap's requirements.

The doddering burrower examined his broken claws nervoudy. "The chiefs of the other sexeswill
probably want to convene above ground. | know how important this stereo isto our race, but | am old
and not at dl agile—and thisisthe Season of Wind-Driven Rains—and the great spotted snakes are
ravenous enough below the surface—"

"And it will shortly bethe Season of Early FHoods," | interrupted him, "when only tkann will have
time for conversation. Our civilizing must begin as soon as possble.”

"What have you to fear, old one?' the blap jeered. " A snake would find you tough and amost
without flavor!”

Hinflinn edged back into his hole. "But not until he had experimented in are-grettably fina fashion
upon my person,” he pointed out gloomily. "1 will communi-cate with the new mlenb mlenbb—their moist
burrows connect with ours again. Where might we meet do you think, O coordinator who gathers human
wisdom?'

"In the sheltered spot at the base of the sixth highest mountain,” | suggested. "1t will befairly safe
during the next great wind. And consider, in the meantime, which istheliving flin most fitted to represent
our racein thisour first stereo. Tell the mlenb mlenbb to do likewise."

After the sound of his claws had diminished in the under distance, the blap and | moved back to the
giant fern. It iswritten in the Book of Ones. A bush nearby is worth two in the by and by.

"The only other sex-chief whose wheregbouts | griggo,” the tree-dweller observed, "isthe new nzred
nzredd. Heisin the marsh organizing the coordination of the next cycle.”

"The nzred tinodep that was?"



"Yes, and little did herelish hishonord Plentiful rose his complaintsto High Hope. Vainly heinssted
he was dill in the very prime of coordination—that he had agood many novel arrangementsyet within
him. But al know of the pathetic hybrids pro-duced in the last tinodep cycle. Y ou have heard, |

SUppose—
And hetold methelatest septuple entendre that had been making the rounds.

| was not amused. "Beware, scratcher of bark, of ridicule at the expense of him whom your
coordinator obeys! Another blap may fill your place in the chain, while you gaze morosdly at unhatched
eggs. Thenzred tinodep, that was, organized mighty cyclesin histime and now uses accumulated
wisdom in the service of dl the Plookhh, unlike the blap blapp and the flin flinn who have the
responsbility of alone sex.”

Record this speech well, my nzreddi. Thusit is necessary to constantly impress upon the wesker,
more garrulous sexes the respect due to coordination; else familieswill dissolve and each sex will operate
in ungenetic independence. The nzred must ever be a Plookh apart—yes, yes, even in these shattering
times of trangition should he maintain his aoofnessjedoudy. Even a present there are good reasons for
him to do so—Please! Allow meto continue! Save these involved questions for another session, you
who are so recently hatched, | know there are now complications...

The blap hastened to gpologize.

"I meant no ridicule, none at dl, omnipotent arranger of births! | thoughtlessy passed on avulgar tde
told me by an itinerant unattached guur who should have known better. Please do not tear me from the
finsof thefinest srob that | have ever known and the most ddlightful flin that ever brotched in aburrow!
The nzred koreon is dready displeased with me for two baby blapp | varied to the point of extinction,
and now—"

Something coughed wetly behind us and we both legped for the lowest frond of the fern. The blap
streaked to the top of the plant and thence to along-extending bough of aneighboring tree; | bounced off
the leaf and into the marsh with powerful strokes of my helical tentacle. Behind me, the giant toad
sorrowfully rolled histongue back into his mouth.

| went my way fully satisfied: this blap would not mock nzredd again for many cycles.

The leader of my sex was surrounded by young nzredd in the weediest section of the marsh. He
dismissed them when | approached and heard my recitd.

"This meeting-place you suggested to the flin flinn—the land sexes may find it very easlly, but what
of the srob srobb?”

"A little stream has pushed through to the base of the sixth highest mountain,” | informed him. "It isnt
very wide, but the leader of the srobb should be able to swim to the sheltered place without difficulty.
Only the mlenb mlenbb will be at a disad-vantage there because of the stream'’s newness.”

"And whenisamlenb not at adisadvantage?' he countered. "No, if astream isthere, the sheltered
place will serve uswell enough—during awind, in any event. Y ou have ordered thingswisdly, nzred
shafdon; you will yet surviveto be anzred nzredd when your more thoughtless contemporaries are
excreta”

| waggled my tentacles at this praise. To betold that | would escape assmilation long enough to be
nzred nzredd was a compliment indeed. And to think | am at last chief of my sex and yet ill ableto
coordinate effectively! Truly, our race has been startled by civilization—to say nothing of its highest
manifestation, The Old Switcheroo.

"Y ou need atkan,” the nzred nzredd went on; "I believe tkan tkann has a satisfac-tory one for you.
The tkan gadulit isthe sole survivor of an attack of tricepha ops upon his matrimonia convention (I must
remember that the gadulit name is now available for use by new families). He hasfair variation. Suppose
you meet him and introduce him to the chainif dl eseisgood in your own judgment. As soon asthe
sex-chiefs have met and approximated this odd business of Beauty Contests, we will assemblethe



individuals selected and you may escort them to awesome Shlestertrap. And may this stereo lead quickly
to the softness of civilization.”

"May it only," | assented fervently, and went to meet the new tkan. He was variable enough for dl
normal purposes, the guur shafaon found him admirable; and even our mlenb, stodgy and retiring ashe
was, admitted his fondness for the winged mem-ber. The tkan was overwhemed at being admitted into
the shafdon family, and | approved of his sensble attitude. | began to make plans for a convention—it
wastimeto start another cycle.

Before| could communicate with my srob, however—he aways swam agood distance from land
during the Season of Wind-Driven Rains—the tkan tkann flew to inform me of the sex-chiefs choices
and lead meto them. | regretfully postponed theinitiation of offspring.

The Plookhh selected by the Beauty Contests were the very glory of our race. Each was
differentiated from the other members of his sex by scores of characteristics. United in one family, they
might well have produced Superplookhh.

With infinite graciousness, the tkan tkann told methat | had been considered most serioudy for the
nzred protagonist—only, my value as Shlestertrap's assstant being primary, another was selected in my
place. "No matter,” | told the chief as he soared away, "1 have honors enough for one Plookh: my books
runneth over."

The gasping srob represented the greatest problem and the tkan-character volun-teered to fly him
directly to the dome without waiting for the rest of us so that the finny one would not dry up and die.
Then, with the nzred-character and the blap-character carrying the plant-like guur between them, we
began our ascent of the tenth highest mountain.

Although the Season of Wind-Driven Rains was dmost over, there were even more greet spotted
snakes than before crawling upon the dome; and, grappling with their morbid coils, were more davering
dodlesthan | remembered seeing at onetime; even afew brinosaur ranged about now, in anticipation of
the approaching Season of Early Floods. | deduced, in some surprise, that they considered the human a
pal at-able substitute for Plookhh.

| had gone ahead of my little band since | knew the terrain better and was more likely to attract
Hogan Shlegtertrgp's attention. Thiswas fortunate, for we had not worked halfway up the mountain
before we were feverishly euding what seemed to be the entire fauna of Venus. They poured off the
domein agreat snapping, sdivating horde, pausing occasiondly to gouge or tear a their neighbors, but
nonethel ess pur-suing us with adistressing concentration. | found additional causeto be grateful for the
wise choices of the sex-chiefs: only really diversified Plookhh with the very latest surviva characterigtics
could have come through that madness of frustrated glut-tony unscathed. Relatively unscathed.

It was only necessary for meto cross once in front of the robot in the outer com-partment of the
dome. Gridnik-fast, the beam poured out and captured me, swing-ing thence to the rest of my elite family
and carrying dl of usthrough the open space of the dome which seemed to be materidizing shut dmost
before wewereinside.

| was particularly grateful, | recall, snce the beam had snatched me from between the creepers of
the largest sucking ivy | had ever sumbled upon. A helicd tentacleisdl very well, but it doesnot help
over-much when oneistoo busy evading three liz-ard-birds to notice what liesin wait upon the ground.

One of the robots had aready constructed a specia tank for the srob, and he also rapidly found
some soil into which the guur could root Sghingly.

"That ared plant?' Shlestertrap inquired. He had changed from his previous cov-ering into ablack
garment becomingly decorated with red splotches which disguised his dome-shaped middle protuberance
inaway | could not quite fathom. On his head, he now wore what he caled a cap with the visor pointing
behind him—a cus-tom, he explained, which was observed by stereo peoplein deference to their ancient
greats.



"No, itisaguur, the Plookh which relies most on blending into its surroundings. Although it does
derive some nourishment photosynthetically, it is not quite a veg-etable, retaining enough mobility to—"

"A guur, you call it? Helpless, huh? Got to be carried over the threshold? Keep still—I'm thinking!"

| throbbed out atrandation. We dll froze into slence. The srob, who had lifted his head out of the
tank to survey the dome, began to strangle quietly in the open air.

Findly, Shlestertrap nodded and we al moved again. The mlenb flapped over and pushed the srab,
who had become insensible, back under the surface of the tank.

"Yep," said our civilizer. "It adds up. | have the weenie. A little too pat for an artistic stereo, but |
can dwaysdressit up so no onewill know the difference.” He turned to me. "That'sthe big gimmick in
this busness—dressing it up so they can't tdll it's the same thing they've been seeing since they got their
firgt universa vaccination. If you dressit up enough, the stickswill dways go nuts over it. Maybe the
criticswill make cracks, sure, but who reads the critics?'

Alas, | did not know.

Much time passed before | had extended conversation with the human again. First, it was necessary
for meto teach English to the first Plookh thespians so that they could follow Shlestertrap's direction. Not
very difficult, this it Smply required ashort pe-riod of concentrated griggoing by the seven of them. |
could now give them much terminology that even my ancestor, nzred fanobrel, had not been ableto use;
unfor-tunately, agood ded of Shlestertrap's phrase-shadings remained as nothing but unguessable
semantic gods, and when it came to many attitudes and implements used exclusvely upon Earth—we
could do nothing but throw up our tentacles and flippers, our vines and talons, in utter helplessness.

Some day, however—not us, but one of our conceivable descendants, perhaps—we will learn the
exact condtituents of a"thingumgig.”

After learning the language, the other Plookhh were taken in charge by the ro-bots—the same
friendly crestures who would |leave the dome occasiondly to forage the fresh pink weeds that were
essentid to our diet—and told to do many incompre-hensible things againgt backgrounds that varied from
the artificially constructed to the projected stereo.

Frequently, Shlestertrap would hdt the robotsin their fluid activity with booms and cameras and
lights, turn to me and demand asignificant bit of information about our habitsthat usualy required my
remembering every page of dl our Books of Numbersto give an adequate reply.

Before | could finish, however, he generadly signaed to the robots to begin once more—muittering to
himsdlf something like: "Oh, well, we can fake up afair copy with more processwork. If it only looks
good, who cares about realism?”

Then again, he would express annoyance over the fact that, while some of us had heads, the mlenbb
and nzredd had torso-enclosed brains, and the guur were the proud possessors of what the first ship's
biologists had called a"dissolved nervous system.”

"How can you get intriguing close-ups," Shlestertrap wailed, "when you don't know whét part of the
anima you want in them?Y ou'd think these characters would get together and decide what they want to
look like, ingtead of shortening my life with complicationd™

"These are the most thoroughly differentiated Plookhh,” | reminded him proudly. "The beauty contest
winners”

"Yeah. I'll bet the homely onesare ared old-fashioned treat.”

Thus, gently and generoudy, did hetoil on the process of civilizing us. May his name be revered by
any Plookhh that survive!

My only red difficulty wasin gaining more knowledge. The robots were rather uncommunicative
(we have not yet resolved their exact place in human affairs) and Hogan Shlestertrap explained that a
genius like himself could not be bothered with the minutiae of stereographical mechanics. That was left



entirely to hismetdlic assgants.

Nevertheless, | perssted. My hunted race, | felt, expected meto gather al knowl-edgeto which |
was exposed for the building of our own technology. | asked Shles-tertrap detailed questions about the
operations of the sound robot who deftly ma-neuvered the writhing, amost-live microphone booms
above the actors and scen-ery; | pestered him for facts on the great smell-camerawith its peculiar,
shimmering olfactory lensand its dids cdlibrated pungently from rose-congtantsto
hydrogen-sul phide-constants.

Once, after aparticularly long session, | came upon him in acompartment com-posing the score for
our gtereo. | had dways found this music vagudly stimulating if obscure of use, and | was very curious as
to how it was made.

This, let me say to hisglory, he explained very patiently. "See, hereé's a sound-track of a Beethoven
symphony and there's one of a Gershwin medley. | run off bits of each dternately into the orchestrator
and flip the switch like s0. The box joggles and bangsit around for awhile—it can make more
combinations than there are inches be-tween here and Earth! Findly, out comes the consolidated
sound-track, and we have a brand-new score for our stereo. Remember the formula: alittle Beethoven, a
little Gershwin, and lots and lots of orchestration.”

| told him | would never forget it. "But what kind of machine makesthe origina Gershwin and
Beethoven strips? And can ether of them be used in any way under water againgt the brinosaur? And
exactly what isinvolved in the process of the or-chestrator joggling and banging? And how would we go
about making—"

"Herel" He plucked abook from atable behind him. "I meant to give you this yesterday when you
asked me how we connect tactions to the manipulating antenna. Y ou want to know al about culture and
how humans operate with it, huh?'Y ou want to know how our culture fitsin with nonhumans, don't you?
WEéll, read this and don't bother me until you do. Just keep busy going over it until you haveit cold.
About the most basic book in the place. Now, maybe | can get some quiet drinking out of the way."

My thanks poured at hisretreating back. | retired to a corner with my treasure. Thetitle, how
inspiring it looked! Abridged Regulations of the Inter planetary Cultural Mission, Annotated, with
an Appendix of Standard Office Pro-cedures for Solarian Missions.

Most unhappily, my intellectual powerswere not yet sufficiently developed to extract much that was
useful from this great human repository of knowledge. | was till groping dowly through Paragraph 5,
Correction Circular 16, of the introduction (Pseudo-Mammalian Carnivores, Permissible Approaches
to and Placating of for the Purpose of Administering the Binet-plex) when arobot summoned meto
Shlestertrap's presence.

"It'sfinished,” hetold me, waving aside aquestion | began to ask regarding a par-ticularly elusive
footnote. "Here, let me put that book back in the storeroom. | just gave it to you to keep you out of my
hair. It's done, boy!"

"The sere0?'

He nodded. " All wrapped up and ready to preview. | have your friendswaiting in the projection
room."

There was a pause while he rose and walked dowly around the compartment. | waited for his next
words, hardly daring to savor the impact of the moment. Our culture had been Started!

"Look, Plookh, I've given you guys a stereo that, in my opinion, positively smashesthe gong. I've
locked the budget out of sight, and 1've worked from degp down in the middle of my mind. Now, do you
think you might do alittle favor for old Shiestertrap in return?”

"Anything," | throbbed. "Wewould do anything for the unsdfish genius who—"

"Okey-dandy. A couple of busybodies on Earth are prancing around and making a fuss about my
being assigned to thismission, on the groundsthat | never even had acoursein dien psych. They're



making meinto aregular curse of labor, using my appointment and a bunch of othersfrom show business
asameans of attacking the present administration on grounds of corruption and incompetence. | never
looked at this job as anything more than a stop-gap until Hollywood findsthat it just can't do without the
authentic Shlestertrap Odor in its stereos—dtill, the good old bank ac-count on Earth is growing nicely
and right now | don't have any better place to go. It would be kind of nice and appreciative of you to
give me atestimonia in theform of astereo record that | can beam back to Earth. Sort of show humanity
that you're grate-ful for what were doing.”

"I would be grateful in turn to be given an opportunity to show my gratitude,” | replied. "It will tekea
little time, however, for me to compose a proper speech. | will start immediately.”

He reached for my long tentacles and pulled me back into the compartment. "Fine! Now, you don't
want to make up a speech of your own and give out with al kinds of errors that would make humans
think you aren't worth the money we're spending on you? Of course you don't! | have ahoney of a
gpeech al written—just the thing they'll want to hear you say back home. Greasgob! Y ou and Dentface
get that appa-ratus ready for recording.”

Then, while the robots manipul ated the stereo-record, | read aloud the speech Shlestertrap had
written from acopy he held up just out of camerarange. | ssumbled abit over unfamiliar concepts—for
example, passageswhere| extolled The Great Civilizer for teaching us English and explaining our
complicated biologicd func-tionsto us—but generdly, the speech was no more than the hymn of praise
that the man deserved. When | finished, heyelled: "Cut! Good!"

Before | had timeto ask him the reasons for the seeming inconsistencies in the speech—I knew thét,
since he was human, they could not be mere errors—he had pushed me into the projection room where
the Plookh actors waited. | thought | heard him mumble something about " That should hold the Gogarty
crowd till the next eection,” but | was so excited over the prospect of the first Plookhian cultura
achieve-ment that | did nothing more than scurry to my place as the projectors started. Now, sometimes,
| think perhaps—No.

Thefirgt stereo with an al-Plookh cast! Already, it isacommonplace, with al Plookh seeing it for
thefirst time before they are more than six days out of the egg. But that preview, asit was called, wasa
moment when everything seemed to pause and offer us sanctuary. Our civilization seemed assured.

| decided that its murky passages were the result of one viewing and would disap-pear intime aswe
expanded intelectudly.

Y ou know what | mean. The beginning isinteresting and delightful asthe various sexes meet in
different ways and decide to become afamily. The matrimonia con-vention, athough somewhat unusud
procedurdly, isfairly closeto the methodsin use at that time. But why does the guur suddenly proclaim
sheisinsulted and bolt the convention?

Of course, you al know—or should—that our reservation of the pronoun "she" for guur dates from
the didogue in this steren?

Again, why, after the guur leaves, do the others pursue her—instead of finding and mating with a
more reasonable specimen? And the great spotted snake that notices the guur—we had thought till then
that the guur isthe one form of Plookh safe from these dread creatures: evidently we werewrong. In her
flight, she passes tricepha ops and sucking ivy: these ignore her; yet the great spotted snake suddenly
develops a perverted fancy for her vines and tendrils.

And the battle, where the other six Plookhh fall upon and destroy the snake! Even the srob crawls
out of the stream and falls gasping into the fray! It continues for along period—the snake seemsto be
triumphing, logicaly enough—suddenly, the snakeis dead.

| am an old nzred. | have seen that stereo hundreds of times, and many the fero-cious spotted snake
from whose jaws | have legped. On the basis of my experience, | can only agree with the other oldsters
among the Plookhh that the snake seemsto have been strangled to death. | know thisis not much help



and | know what it means taken together with our other difficulties—but as the nzred nzredd announced
at thefirst public showing of the stereo: "What Plookh has done, Plookh can do!"

Therest of the stereo is comprehensble enough. Which guur, no matter what her reasonsfor leaving
the chain origindly, would not joyfully return to afamily power-ful enough to destroy agrest spotted
snake? And even now we all laugh (all except mlenbb, that is) at the find sequence wherethe
mlenb-character crawlsinto his burrow backward and almost breaks aflipper.

"Terrific, huh?' Shlestertrgp inquired, when we had returned to his compartment. "And that
process-work—it was out of this system, wasn't it? Can | mastermind a masterpiece, or can't 1?"

| consdered. "You can,” | told him at last. " This stereo will affect our way of life more than anything
elsein ninethousand years of Plookh history.”

He dapped hissdes. "This stereo, artigticaly, has everything. Theway | handled that finde was
positively reminiscent of Chaplin in his bamboo-cane period with just atouch of the Marx Brothers and
De Ska"

After agpasm of bottle-conjugating, he suggested: "Guess you want to chasein and get those robots
to teach you how to handle projectors. I'll give you three com-plete sets and awhole dew of copies; you
show some of your friendsin the back-woods how to turn them on and off—then you can come back
here and write the next stereo.”

"Writethe next stereo? | am overwhelmed, O Shlestertrap, but | don't quite un-derstand wheat |
could write about. Have you not said dl inthisone? If thereismore, | am afraid my uncivilized personis
not capable of concelving and organizing it.”

"Not amatter of civilization," hetold meimpatiently. "Just ameatter of atwist. Y ou saw how this
stereo ran—now you smply apply The Old Switcheroo."

"The Old Switcheroo?"

"The new angle—the twist—the tangent. No sensein using agood plot just the once. I'll make an
artist out of you yet! Look—on second thought, maybe you're too new at this racket to get it after all.
Was sort of hoping you'd carry the load while | rested up. But | guess | can knock out another stereo
fast to give you the idea. Mean-while, suppose you get started on that projection course so that your
buddiesin the jungle can see what the Interplanetary Cultural Mission isdoing for them.”

Shortly theresfter, | was deposited outside the dome with the three sets of projec-tors. Again, | was
fortunate in making my escape from the creatures who swarmed at me. | returned to the spot with forty
young Plookhh | gathered from the neighbor-hood and, with the expenditure of much labor and life, we
divided the equipment into small, somewhat portable groups and removed it to another mountain.

Asrapidly aspossible, | taught them theintricacies of operation | had learned from the robots. | had
tactlesdy requested one or two of these creatures from Hogan Shlestertrap, by theway, to aid usin the
difficult task of shifting the equipment. "Not on your materiaization,” he had roared. "Isn't it enough thet |
send them out of the dome to get those orange weeds you guys are so nuts about? Two of my best
robots—Greasg ob and Dentface—are walking around with cracked bodies because some overgrown
cockroach mistook them for an order of. | made a stereo for you people: now you carry the ball for a
while" Naturdly, | apologized.

When my assistants could work the projectorsto my satisfaction, | divided them into three groups
and sent two of them off with setsand asupply of stereo-film. | kept one group and set with me, and had
atkan carry word to the chief of hissex that al wasready.

Meanwhile, the nzred nzredd and twelve specidly trained helpers had been trav-eling everywhere,
griggoing English to dl Plookhh they met and ordering them to go forth and griggo likewise. Thiswas
necessary because that had been the language of the stereo: as aresult, English has completely replaced
our native language.

One of the groups| sent out was stationed in arelatively sheltered cove to which srobb and mlenbb



could comein comparative safety. The other, in adistant valley, exhibited chiefly to guurr, flinnand
nzredd; my crew, on amountain, to blgpp and tkann. By showing the stereo to audiences of
approximatdly two hundred Plookhh at atime, we were reaching the maximum number at al compatible
with safety. Even so, performances were frequently interrupted by a pack of strinth who paused to feed
upon us, by an occasiond swarm of gridniks who descended on our engrossed mul-titudes with delighted
drones. We changed our projection spots after every perfor-mance; but | was twice forced to train new
groups of young Plookhh to replace those projectionists casually annihilated when the stereo-exhibition
attracted some car-nivore's attention.

Not agood system, admittedly; but none better has yet been devised. We al know how dangerous
itisto congregate. To trandate into inadequate English: " Too many Plookhh make a broth.”
Nonethdless, it was imperative that the message of civilization be spread aswiddy and asrapidly as
possible.

The message was spread, received and acted upon.

However much it may beto my discredit, | must confessthat | felt some small and definite joy at
bel onging to an dready-organized family unit. Whenever there-after | saw amatrimonia convention
breaking up, the guur moving asrapidly as she could through the forest until she came to a great spotted
snake, the other sx mem-bers of her family immediately throwing themselvesin a sort of hopeless
enthusi-asm upon the reptile—whenever | saw that spectacle which now, of course, became o frequent,
| could not help but rgjoice inglorioudly in having my family's conven-tion cycles behind me. | wastoo old
for cvilization.

Once, | remember, four successive matrimonia conventionsinvolved the same snake. He became
s0 gorged with Plookhh that he could not move from the scene of the feeding. Possibly incidents of this
sort gave rise to what is known as the nzred magandu system which is used, when possible, a present.
Asyou know, under this system, six families hold their matrimonia conventions together and the Six guur
perform the traditiond civilized bolt in unison. When they come across agreat spot-ted snake, dl the
other members of the S familiesfdl upon it and, under the weight of their numbers, the snakeisvery
often smothered to death. There are usually enough survivorsto make at least onefull family after the
battle, the only important difficulty here being that this system creates asurplus of guurr. The so-called
blgp vintorin sysemisvery smilar.

In any event, despite the great odds, we Plookhh had learned the lesson of the ste-reo well and
were beginning to live (though usudly we did the opposite) as civilized beings who are ready for
technological knowledge. Then—Y es, then came The Old Switcheroo.

The Season of Early Floodswasin full tide when aflin pushed out of his ground passage and up the
mountain where we had recently set our projectors anew.

"Hail, tranamitter of culture,” he wheezed. "I bear amessage from the flin flinn who had it from the
nzred nzredd who had it from the Shlestertrgp himsalf. He wishes you to cometo hisdome immediately.”

| was busy helping to swing the ponderous machinery around, and therefore called over my
tentacle-joint: "The area between here and the tenth highest mountain is under water. Find some srobb
who will convey methere.”

"Notime" | heard him say. "Thereis no time to gather waterporters. Y ou will have to make the
circuitoustrip by land, and soon! The Shlestertrap is—"

Then came ahorribly familiar gurgle and his speech was cut off. | soun round as my assstants
scattered in dl directions. A full-grown brinosaur had sneaked up the mountain behind the flin and sucked
the burrower into histhroat while he was con-centrating on giving me important information.

| suppressed every logica impulse that told meto flee; however frightened, | must act likea
representative of the civilized race which we Plookhh were becoming. | stood before the brinosaur's
idiotically gleeful face and inquired: "What about the Shlestertrap? For the sake of al Plookhh, aready



eaten and as yet unhatched, answer me quickly, O flin!"

From somewhere within the immense throat, the flin's voice came painfully in-distinct through the
sdlivawnhich blocked its path. " Shlestertrap is going back to Earth. He says you must—"

The monster gulped and the bulge that was once aflin did down the great neck and into the body
proper. Only then, when he had burped his enjoyment and the first faint daver of expectancy beganin
regard to me—only then, did | use the power of my helica tentacle to leap to one sde and into asmall
grove of trees.

After swinging his head in alazy curve, the brinosaur, morosely certain that there were no other
unaerted Plookhh in the vicinity, turned and flapped dowly down the mountain. The moment he entered
the screaming floods, | was out of conceadlment and detailing a party of three nzredd to follow meto the
dome.

We picked our way painfully acrossastring of rocks, in adirection which, while leading awvay from
the tenth highest mountain, would form part of agreat arc de-signed to lead usto the dome across dry
land.

"Canit be" one of the youngsters asked, "that Shlestertrap, observing our careful obedienceto the
principleslaid down in the stereo, has decided that we have irrevo-cably joined the chain that must
produce civilization and that hiswork istherefore finished?"

"l hope not. If that weretrue," | replied, "it would mean, from the rate of develop-ment | have
observed, that our civilization would not makeitsdf felt for severd life-times beyond mine. Possibly heis
returning to Earth to acquire the necessary mate-riasfor our next stage, that of technology.”

"Good! The culturd stage through which we pass, while obvioudy necessary, is extremely damaging
to our population figures. | am continually forced to revise my Book of Sevensin unhappy decrease of
Pookhh. Not that the prospect of civilization for our raceis not well worth the passing misery | fed at
attending my first matrimo-nia convention two daysfrom now. | only hope that our guur findsa
comparatively small great spotted snake!™

Thus, discoursing pleasantly of hopes amost as ddightful as the Hope—of atime when the power of
Plookh domination would shake the very soil of Venus—we rolled damply the long distance to the dome.
| lost only one assistant before the robot picked us up with hisbeam, and scurried rapidly to
Shlegtertrap'sinterior compartment.

The place was dmost bare: | deduced that most of the mission's equipment had aready been carried

to theflame ship. Our civilizer sat on asingle chair surrounded by multitudes of bottles, al of whom had
aready been conjugated to the point of extinction.

"Well," hecried, "if it isn't little plookhiyaki and hiswedded nzred! Didn't think | could say that, did
you? Sit down and take aload off your nzred!" | was glad to ob-serve that while hisvoice was
somewhat thick, his attitude seemed to express adesire to be more communicative than usud.

"We hear that you return to Hollywood CdiforniaU.S.A. Earth,” | began.

"Wishit wasthat, laddie. Wish it wasthat little thing. Finest place in the universe—Hollywood Cdlif
etcetera. Nope. | been recalled, that'swhat | been. The mission's closed.”

"But why?"

"Thisthing—Economy. At least that's what they said in the bulletin they sent me. 'Due to necessary
retrenchment in many government services—' Don't you believeit! It'sthose big busybodies! Gogarty's
probably laughing his head off down in Sahara University: he'sthe guy started dl that hullabubballoo
about meinfirst place. And me, | gottago back and sart lifedl over again.”

Here he put his head down between his arms and shook his shoulders. After awhile, herolled off
the chair and onto the floor. A robot entered, carrying a packing box. He set Shlestertrap back inthe
chair and left, the heavy box il under hisarm.



| could not help adight feding of pride at the sight of the awe with which the two young nzredd
regarded my obviousintimacy with the human. They were more than alittle confused by hisaien
communicative pattern; but they were as desperately determined as | to memorize every nuance of this
portentous last conversation. Thiswasfortunate: the fact that their versions of this affair agreed with mine
helped to strengthen my position in the difficult daysthat lay ahead.

"And our civilizing process," | asked. "Isit to stop?'

"Huh?What civil—Oh, that! No, gir! Little old Shlesty'staken care of hisfriends. Alwaystakes
care. Got the new stereo ready. Onefinejob! Wait—I'll get it for you."

Herose dowly to hisfeet. "Wheresarobot? Never one of ‘em around when you want one of ‘em
around. Hey, Highsprockets!" he bellowed. " Get me the copies of the stereo in the next room or
something. The new stereo.

"Gotit al cut yesterday," he continued, when the robot had given him the pack-ages. "Didn't redlly
finishit theway | wanted to; but when bulletin came, | just sent al your actor friends on home. | don't
work for nothing, | don't. But | sat up and cut it into right length, and what do you know? It came out
fine. Here"

| digtributed the packages equally among the three of us. "And does it contain that wonderful device
you mentioned—The Old Switcheroo?!

"Contains nothing else but. As neat a switcheroo on an origina plot as Hogan Shlestertrap has ever
turned. Yop. It'sgot al you need. Y ou just notice theway | worked it and pretty soon you'll be making
gereosin competition with Hollywood. Which ismore than I'll be doing.”

"We do not even faintly aspireto such heights” | told him humbly. "Wewill be sufficiently grateful
for thegift of civilization."

"Thassdl right,” he waved ahand at us as he swayed. "Don't thank me. Thank me. In those two
stereos you have two of the finest love stories ever told, and done by the latest Hollywood methods from
one of itsgreatest directorsin his grandest—\What | mean to say is, they told me to mission you some
cultureand | missoned you culture and if they don't like t, they can—"

At this point, he crumpled suddenly into a huddle upon the chair. We waited patiently for any further
disclosures, but, as he seemed preoccupied with a peculiarly human manifestation, we made our
departures with no further formality.

Once safely away from the dome, | ingtructed my assistants to hurry to our two distant ingtallations
and prepare them for immediate projection of our new stereo.

"Remember,” | caled after them. "Any change the First Stereo has madein our way of lifewill be as
nothing to what will be done by The Old Switcheroo.”

And | wasright. Theintroduction of The Old Switcheroo—

| saw it mysdlf for thefirst time along with over ahundred other Plookhh upon our mountain. After it
was over, | was as bereft of gpeech astherest. After along pause in which no one dared to comment,
the nzred nzredd suggested | project the First Stereo again with The Old Switcheroo immediately
following so that we could compare them more eesily.

Thiswas done, but it proved of little help.

The problem isfor you to solve. May my recounting of the entire history of the relationship between
Hogan Shlestertrap and mysdlf be of somevauein finding asolution! | an old, and, as| have sad, ripe
for the gullet; you have been hatched in the very midst of this preliminary period of our culture—it isfor
you to find the way, the way that must be there, out of thisimpasse in which we shuttle unreproductively.

Y ou are but afew days from the egg, but you have aready seen both the First Stereo and The Old
Switcheroo as many times as conditions permit. Y ou should know that there is a Sngle question common
to both of them.



The one essentia point of difference between the First Stereo and The Old Switcheroo isthat, inthe
|atter, the srob, mlenb, tkan, flin, blgp and nzred bolt the matrimonia convention, leaving the guur to
pursue them affectionately and finaly rescue them from the great spotted snake; while, in the former, the
reverse occurs. The loving reunion at the end isthe same in both, except that the mlenb, instead of
backing into hismuddy burrow in the final scene of The Old Switcheroo, dipsand fals heavily acrossit.

After the preiminary exhibitions, the guurr began ingsting loudly that the hu-mans could not have
expected them—weak and dow-moving asthey are—to de-stroy great spotted snakes. Confronted with
the specific evidence, however, they fell back on the claim that the First Stereo depicted the civilized
dtate; and the second, an aternative barbarity.

Tothis, the other six sexes replied that The Old Switcheroo was not an aternative, but the
consummation of our cultura process. Also, asaresult of the mores devel-oped with the First Stereo,
there was now a disgusting and unprecedented surplus of guurr: what better way to dispose of them than
inthisextremely selective one? The snakes, when sufficiently irritated by attacking guurr, will swallow
them it seems—

The mlenbb, of course, had their own difficulty: whether and how to enter their burrowsimmediately
after the convention. But thiswas aminor matter.

Some of the new Plookh families attempted to follow the patternsindicated in the First Stereo;
others, thosein the second. A very few completely barbaric individuas, obliviousto the high destiny of
their species, withdrew from the Plookh community and tried to return to the primitive methods of our
ancestors, but since few high-variables cared to attach themselvesto so atavistic agroup, their offspring
are being exterminated rapidly—and good riddance.

Moaost Plookhh remain in two greet divisons: the guurr, who believein the civiliz-ing logic of the First
Stereo, and the other sexes who accept only the amendment of The Old Switcheroo. Then, of course,
there are afew dtruistic nzredd and flinn who agree with the guurr, and vice-versa...

We need the cooperation of all saven sexesfor successful reproduction. But how can we achieve
that, Plookhh argue, unlesswe know which isthe stereo of civiliza-tion? To be so closeto liberation from
our gustatory bondage, and because of sheer intellectua inadequacy—For the past eleven cycles, not a
snglematrimonia con-vention has been celebrated.

Asamember of apre-Shlestertrap family, | take no sides. My convention is past: yours, my
diversfied nzreddi, lies ahead. | am certain of onething.

The answer isto be found in neither one stereo nor the other. The answer involves unity of the two:
acore of relationship which both must share and which, when dis-covered, will dissolve their apparent
incons stency. Remember, these stereos are the product of ahighly civilized creature.

Whereisthat core of relationship to be found? In the origina stereo? In The Old Switcheroo? Or in
that book | never finished—Abridged Regulations of the Interplanetary Cultural Mission,
Annotated, with an Appendix of Stan-dard Office Procedure for Solarian Missions?

Humanity has solved such problems, and today flicks stars from its path. We must solveit or dieas
arace, dbeit acivilized race.

Wewill not solve it—and thisis most important—we will not solve this problem by the disgusting,
utterly futile expedient to which more and more of our young are daily resorting. | refer to the
unmentionable and perverted six-sex families...

Afterword

For what theinformation may beworth, the origina title was"The Old Switcheroo." The editor



purchasing the story changed thetitle, which, while not to my taste, isthe one that has been used by
anthologigts.

In terms of sheer length, "V enus and the Seven Sexes' held the record for many years among my
gtories. | wrote it surrounded by thumb-tacked charts showing which sex did what and how and to
whom. My brother, Morton, sat in acorner of my study through-out, feverishly working out the
chromosome patterns. When | finished the story, we had asmdl ceremony, and Morton formaly
witnessed my oath: from that day on, | would avoid anything but human characters and the very smplest
plots. Well, time passes and wounds hedl. | have broken that oath many times—but never since have |
been caught in coils of such intricacy.

The story drew my first memorable fan letter, alovely and gracious comment from Robert Heinlein.
| was avery new, very young science-fiction writer, and getting atribute from one of the two men whose
work had shaped mine (the other was Henry Kuttner) smply overwhelmed me. Even praise from avery
famous geneticist didn't mean as much.

Three further notes: I'm not asfond of the piece as| was years ago (the Shlestertrap passages creak
badly and are badly dated) but, as Aldous Huxley remarked in asimilar context, the younger writer's salf
isentitled to have his own story stand—therefore, no late-date rewrite.

The Venusin the pieceisthe Venuswe knew so little about in 1947. It'sajungle Venus used by
many writers of the time, and it's one on which this story was then at least imag-inable.

Third. | once asked Heinlein if hisuse of grok in Sranger in a Strange Land had been influenced
a dl by my useof griggo in"Venus and the Seven Sexes." He looked startled, then thought about it for
along time. Findly, he shrugged. "It's possible, very possible" he said.

Do me something. | likethet "very."

Written 1947 / Published 1949



