CONCEALMENT
By A E van Vogt

The Earth ship cane so swiftly around the planetless G sser sun that the alarm
systemin the neteorite weather station had no tine to react. The great
machi ne was al ready vi si bl e when Watcher grew aware of it.

Al arms nmust have blared in the ship, too, for it slowed noticeably and, stil
braki ng, di sappeared. Now it was com ng back, creeping along, obviously trying
to locate the small object that had affected its energy screens.

It loonmed vast in the glare of the distant yell owwhite sun, bigger even at
this distance than anything ever seen by the Fifty Suns, a very hell ship out
of rempte space, a nonster froma sem -nythical world, instantly recognizable
fromthe descriptions in the history books as a battleship of Inperial Earth.
Dire had been the warnings in the histories of what woul d happen soneday- and
here it was.

He knew his duty. There was a warning, the age-long dreaded warning, to send
to the Fifty Suns by the non-directional sub-space radio; and he had to make
sure nothing telltale remai ned of the station

There was no fire. As the overl oaded atom c engi nes di ssol ved, the massive
buil di ng that had been a weather sub-station sinply fell into its conponent

el enent s.

Wat cher made no attenpt to escape. His brain, with its know edge, nust not be
tapped. He felt a brief, blinding spasmof pain as the energy tore himto

at ons.

She didn't bother to acconmpany the expedition that | anded on the neteorite.
But she watched with intent eyes through the astroplate.

Fromthe very first nmonent that the spy rays had shown a human figure in a
weat her station-a weather station out here- she had known the surpassing

i nportance of the discovery. Her mind | eaped instantly to the severa
possibilities.

Weat her stations neant interstellar travel. Human beings neant Earth origin.
She visualized how it could have happened:

an expedition long ago; it nmust have been | ong ago because now they had
interstellar travel, and that meant |arge popul ati ons on many pl anets.

H s mjesty, she thought, would be pl eased.

So was she. In a burst of generosity, she called the energy room

" Your pronpt action, Captain Clone,' she said warmy, '"in inclosing the entire
nmeteorite in a sphere of protective energy is conmendable, and wili be

rewar ded. '

The man whose i mage showed on the astroplate, bowed. i Thank you, noble |ady."'
He added: '| think we saved the electronic and atomnic conponents of the entire
station. Unfortunately, because of the interference of the atom c energy of
the station itself, | understand the photographi c department was not so
successful in obtaining clear prints.'

The woman smiled grinmy, said: 'The man will be sufficient, and that is a
matrix for which we need no prints.'

She broke the connection, still smling, and returned her gaze to the scene on
the neteorite. As she watched the energy and matter absorbers in their gl ow ng
gl uttony, she thought:

There had been several storms on the map in that weather station. She'd seen
themin the spy ray; and one of the storms had been very large. Her great ship
couldn't dare to go fast while the location of that stormwas in doubt.

Rat her a handsonme young man he had seened in the flashing glinpse she had had
in the spy ray, strong-willed, brave. Should be interesting in an uncivilized
sort of fashion.

First, of course, he'd have to be conditioned, drained of relevant



i nformati on. Even now a nistake might make it necessary to begin a |ong,

| aborious search. Centuries could be wasted on these short distances of a few
light years, where a ship couldn't get up speed, and where it dared not

mai ntain velocity, once attained, w thout exact weather information

She saw that the nen were leaving the nmeteorite. Decisively, she clicked off
the intershi p comunicator, nade an adj ust nent

and stepped through a transmitter into the receiving roomhalf a mle distant.

The officer in charge cane over and sal uted. He was frowning:

"I have just received the prints fromthe photographic departnment. The bl ur of
energy haze over the map is particularly distressing. | would say that we
should first attenpt to reconstibite the building and its contents, |eaving
the man to the last.'

He seened to sense her disapproval, Went on quickly:

"After all, he conmes under the common human matrix. H s reconstruction, while
basi cally somewhat nore difficult, falls into the same category as your
stepping through the transmitter in the main bridge and comng to this room
In both cases there is dissolution of el enents-which rmust be brought back into
the original solution.'

The wonman said: 'But why |eave himto the last?

' There are technical reasons having to do with the greater conplexity of

i nani mat e obj ects. Organized matter, as you know, is little nore than a
hydr o- car bon compound, easily conjured.’

"Very well.' She wasn't as sure as he that a man and his brain, with the
know edge that had made the map, was |ess inportant than the map itself. But
if both could be had- She nodded with decision. 'Proceed.’

She wat ched the building take shape inside the large receiver. It slid out
finally on wings of antigravity, and was deposited in the center of the
enornous metal fl oor.

The technician cane down fromhis control chamber shaking his head. He | ed her
and the half dozen others who had arrived, through the rebuilt weat her
station, pointing out the defects.

'"Only twenty-seven sun points showi ng on the map,' he said. 'That is
ridiculously |ow, even assumi ng that these people are organized for only a
smal | area of space. And, besides, notice how many storns are shown, sone
consi derably beyond the area of the reconstituted suns and-'

He stopped, his gaze fixed on the shadowy floor behind a nachine twenty feet
away.

The wonman's eyes followed his. A nman lay there, his body tw sting.

"I thought,' she said frowning, 'the man was to be left to the last.'

The scientist was apologetic: 'My assistant nust have m sunderstood. They-'
The woman cut himoff: 'Never m nd. Have himsent at once to Psychol ogy House,
and tell Lieutenant Neslor | shall be there shortly.

'"At once, noble |ady.'

Wait! Cive ny conplinments to the senior meteorol ogist and ask himto conme down
here, exanmine this map, and advise ne of his findings.'

She whirled on the group around her, |aughing through her even, white teeth.
"By space, here's action at last after ten dull years of surveying. W'Ill rout
out these hide-and-go-seekers in short order."'

Excitenent bl azed inside her like a living force.

The strange thing to Watcher was that he knew before he wakened why he was
still alive. Not very long before.

He felt the approach of consciousness. Instinctively, he began his nornal
Del I i an preawakeni ng nmuscle, nerve and nmind exercises. In the niddle of the
curious rhythm c system his brain paused in a dreadful surm se.



Ret urning to consci ousness? He!

It was at that point, as his brain threatened to burst fromhis head with
shock, that the know edge cane of how it had been done.

He grew quiet, thoughtful. He stared at the young woman who reclined on a
chai se | ongue near his bed. She had a fine, oval face and a distingui shed
appear ance for so young a person. She was studying himfrom sparkling gray
eyes. Under that steady gaze, his mnd grew very still.

He thought finally: 'I've been conditioned to an easy awakeni ng. \Wat else did
t hey do-find out?

The thought grew until it seemed to swell his brainpan

WHAT ELSE?

He saw that the woman was snmiling at him a faint, amused smle. It was like a
tonic. He grew even calnmer as the woman said in a silvery voice:

'"Do not be alarned. That is, not too alarmed. What is your nane?

Wat cher parted his lips, then closed them again, and shook his

head grimy. He had the inpulse to explain then that even answering one
guestion would break the thrall of Dellian nmental inertia and result in the
revel ati on of val uable information

But the explanation would have constituted a different kind of defeat. He
suppressed it, and once nore shook his head.

The young woman, he saw, was frowning. She said: 'You won't answer a sinple
question like that? Surely, your name can do no harm'

H s nanme, Watcher thought, then what planet he was from where the planet was
inrelation to the G sser sun, what about intervening storns. And so on down
the line. There wasn't any end.

Every day that he could hold these people away fromthe information they
craved would give the Fifty Suns so nuch nore tinme to organi ze agai nst the
greatest machine that had ever flown into this part of space.

H s thought trailed. The wonan was sitting up, gazing at himw th eyes that
had gone steely. Her voice held a netallic resonance as she said:

"Know this, whoever you are, that you are aboard the Inperial Battleship Star
Cluster, Gand Captain Laurr at your service. Know, too, that it is our

unalterable will that you shall prepare for us an orbit that will take our
ship safely to your chief planet.’
She went un vibrantly: "It is nmy solem belief you already know that Earth

recogni zes no separate governnents. Space is indivisible. The universe shal
not be an area of countl ess soverei gn peopl es squabbling and quarreling for
power .

"That is the aw. Those who set thenselves against it are outlaws, subject to
any puni shnment which may be decided upon in their special case.

' Take warni ng."'

Wthout waiting for an answer, she turned her head. 'Lieutenant Neslor,' she
said at the wall facing Watcher, 'have you made any progress?

A woman' s voi ce answered: 'Yes, noble lady. | have set up an integer based on
the Miir-Gayson studies of col onial peoples who have been isolated fromthe
mai n stream of galactic life. There is no historical precedent for such a |ong
i solation as seens to have obtained here, so | have decided to assume that

t hey have passed the static period, and have nmade sone progress of their own.
"I think we should begin very sinmply, however. A few forced answers will open
his brain to further pressures, and we can draw val uabl e concl usi ons neanwhil e
fromthe speed with which he adjusts his resistance to the brain nachine.

Shall | proceed?

The wonman on the chai se | ongue nodded. There was a flash of light fromthe
wal | facing Watcher. He tried to dodge, and discovered for the first tinme that
somet hing held himin the bed, not rope, or chain, nothing visible. But
somet hi ng as pal pabl e as rubbery steel



Before he could think further, the light was in his eyes, in his nind, a
dazzling fury. Voices seened to push through it, voices that danced and sang,
and spoke into his brain, voices that said:

"A simple question like that-of course I'll answer . . . of course, of course,
of course- My name is G sser Watcher. | was born on the planet Kaider 111, of
Dellian parents. There are seventy inhabited planets, fifty suns, thirty
billion people, four hundred inmportant storms, the biggest at Latitude 473.
The Central Government is on the glorious planet, Cassidor VII-'

Wth a blank horror of what he was doing, Watcher caught his roaring nmnd into
a Dellian knot, and stopped that devastating burst of revelation. He knew he
woul d never be caught |ike that again but-too |ate, he thought, too | ate by
far.

The wonan wasn't quite so certain. She went out of the bedroom and cane
presently to where the m ddl e-aged Lieutenant Neslor was classifying her
findings on receptor spoois.

The psychol ogi st gl anced up fromher work, said in an amazed voice: 'Noble

| ady, his resistance during the stoppage nonment registered an equivalent of 1Q
800. Now, that's utterly inpossible, particularly because he started tal king
at a pressure point equivalent to I Q 167, which matches with his genera
appear ance, and which you know i s average.

" There nust be a systemof mind training behind his resistance. And | think
found the clue in his reference to his Dellian ancestry. Hi s graph squared in
i ntensity when he used the word.

"This is very serious, and may cause great delay-unless we are prepared to
break his mnd.'

The grand captai n shook her head, said only: 'Report further devel opnents to
ne.'

On the way to the transnitter, she paused to check the battleship's position
A bleak smle touched her lips, as she saw on the reflector the shadow of a
ship circling the brighter shadow of a sun

Marking time, she thought, and felt a chill of prenmonition. Was it possible
that one nman was going to hold up a ship strong enough to conquer an entire
gal axy?

The senior ship meteorol ogi st, Lieutenant Cannons, stood up froma chair as
she cane toward himacross the vast floor of the transm ssion receiving room
where the Fifty Suns weather station still stood. He had graying hair, and he
was very old, she remenbered, very old. Wal king toward him she thought:
There was a slow pulse of life in these men who watched the great stornms of
space. There nmust be to thema sense of futility about it all, a tinelessness.
Storns that took a century or nore to attain their full roaring maturity, such
storns and the men who cat al ogued them nust acquire a sort of affinity of
spirit.

The slow stateliness was in his voice, too, as he bowed with a measure of
grace, and said:

"Grand Captain, the Right Honourable @oria Cecily, the Lady Laurr of Noble
Laurr, | am honoured by your personal presence.'

She acknow edged the greeting, and then unwound the spool for him He
listened, frowning, said finally:

'"The |l atitude he gave for the stormis a neaningless quantity. These

i ncredi bl e people have built up a sun relation systemin the Lesser Magell anic
Coud, in which the center is an arbitrary one having no recogni zabl e
connection with the magnetic center of the whole Coud. Probably, they've

pi cked some sun, called it center, and built their whole spatial geography
around it.'

The old man whirled abruptly away fromher, and led the way into the weather
station, to the edge of the pit above which poised the reconstructed weat her
map.



"The map is utterly worthless to us,' he said succinctly.
' What ?'

She saw that he was staring at her, his china-blue eyes thoughtful

"Tell me, what is your idea of this map?

The wonman was silent, unwilling to commt herself in the face of so nuch
definiteness. Then she frowned, and said:

"My inmpression is nmuch as you described. They've got a systemof their own
here, and all we've got to do is find the key.'

She finished nmore confidently: 'Qur main problens, it seems to ne, would be to
det erm ne which direction we should go in the immediate vicinity of this
nmeteorite weather station we've found. If we chose the wong direction, there
woul d be vexatious del ay, and, throughout, our chief obstacle would be that we
dare not go fast because of possible storns.'

She | ooked at him questioningly, as she ended. And saw that he was shaking his
head, gravely:

'"I"'mafraid,' he said, '"it's not so sinple as that. Those bri ght

poi nt-replicas of suns |ook the size of peas due to light distortion, but when
exam ned through a nmetroscope they show only a few nol ecules in dianeter. If
that is their proportion to the suns they represent-'

She had | earned in genuine crises to hide her feelings from subordinates. She
stood now, inwardly stunned, outwardly cool, thoughtful, calm She said
finally:

' You nmean each one of those suns, their suns, is buried among about a thousand
ot her suns?'

Wrse than that. | would say that they have only inhabited one systemin ten

t housand. We nust never forget that the Lesser Magellanic Cloud is a universe
of fifty million stars. That's a |lot of sunshine.’

The old man concluded quietly: "If you wish, I will prepare orbits involving
maxi mum speeds of ten light days a minute to all the nearest stars. W may
strike it lucky.'

The wonman shook her head savagely: 'One in ten thousand. Don't be foolish. |
happen to know the | aw of averages that relates to ten thousand. W woul d have
to visit a mnimmof twenty-five hundred suns if we were lucky, thirty-five
to fifty thousand if we were not.

"No, no'-a grimsnmile conpressed her fine lips-'we're not going to spend five
hundred years | ooking for a needle in a haystack. I'Il trust to psychol ogy
before | trust to chance. W have

the man who understands the map, and while it will take time, he'll talk in
the end.'

She started to turn away, then stopped. 'What,' she asked, 'about the building
itsel f? Have you drawn any conclusions fromits design?

He nodded. 'O the type used in the gal axy about fifteen thousand years ago.'

" Any i nprovenents, changes?

"None that 1 can see. One observer, who does all the work. Sinple, primtive.'
She stood thoughtful, shaking her head as if trying to clear away a mst.

"It seens strange. Surely after fifteen thousand years they could have added
somet hing. Colonies are usually static, but not that static.'

She was examining routine reports three hours |ater when her astro cl anged

twi ce, softly. Two nessages- The first was from Psychol ogy House, a single
guestion: 'Have we perm ssion to break the prisoner's mnmind?

"No!' said Grand Captain Laurr.

The second nessage nmade her glance across at the orbit board. The board was
aglitter with orbit symbols. That wetched old nan, disobeying her injunction
NOT to prepare any orbits.

Smiling tw stedly, she wal ked over and studied the shining things, and finally
sent an order to Central Engines. She watched as her great ship plunged into



ni ght .
After all, she thought, there was such a thing as playing two ganes at the
same time. Counterpoint was older in human relations than it was in nusic.

The first day she stared down at the outer planet of a blue-white sun. It
floated in the darkness bel ow the ship, an airless mass of rock and netal
drab and terrible as any neteorite, a world of prineval canyons and nount ai ns
unt ouched by the | eavening breath of life.

Spy rays showed only rock, endless rock, not a sign of novenment or of past
novenent .

There were three other planets, one of thema warm green world where w nds
si ghed through virgin forests and ani nmal s swarned on the plains.

Not a house showed, nor the erect formof a human being.

Gimy, the woman said into the intership comrunicator: 'Exactly how far can
our spy rays penetrate into the ground?

"A hundred feet.'

"Are there any netals which can sinulate a hundred feet of earth?

'Several, noble |ady.'

Di ssatisfied, she broke the connection. There was no call that day from
Psychol ogy House.

The second day, a giant red sun swaminto her inpatient ken. N nety-four

pl anets swung in their great orbits around their massive parent. Two were
habi t abl e, but again there was the profusion of wlderness and of aninals
usual ly found only on planets untouched by the hand and netal of civilization
The chief zoological officer reported the fact in his precise voice: 'The
percentage of animals parallels the mean for worlds not inhabited by
intelligent beings.'

The wonman snapped: 'Has it occurred to you that there may have been a
deliberate policy to keep animal |ife abundant, and | aws preventing the
tilling of the soil even for pleasure?

She did not expect, nor did she receive, an answer. And once nore there was
not a word from Li eutenant Neslor, the chief psychol ogist.

The third sun was farther away. She had the speed stepped up to twenty I|ight
days a mnute-and received a shocking rem nder as the ship bludgeoned into a
small storm It rmust have been small because the shuddering of netal had
barely begun when it ended.

' There has been sone talk,' she said afterward to the thirty captains
assenbled in the captains' pool, 'that we return to the gal axy and ask for an
expedition that will uncover these hidden rascals.

'One of the nore whining of the reports that have cone to ny ears suggests
that, after all, we were on our way hone when we nade our discovery, and that
our ten years in the Coud have earned us a rest.'

Her gray eyes flashed; her voice grewicy: 'You may be sure that those who
sponsor such defeatismare not the ones who woul d have to make the persona
report of failure to his ngj

esty's government. Therefore, let ne assure the faint hearts and the honesick
that we shall remain another ten years if it should prove necessary. Tell the
officers and crew to act accordingly. That is all.’

Back in the main bridge, she saw that there was still no call from Psychol ogy
House. There was a hot remmant of anger and inpatience in her, as she dialed
the nunber. But she controlled herself as the distinguished face of Lieutenant
Nesl or appeared on the plate. She said then

"What is happening, lieutenant? | am anxiously waiting for further information
fromthe prisoner.’



The wonman psychol ogi st shook her head. 'Nothing to report.'

"Not hi ng!' Her amazenment was harsh in her voice.

"I have asked twice,' was the answer, 'for permission to break his mnd. You
must have known that | would not lightly suggest such a drastic step.'

'"Ch!' She had known, but the disapproval of the people at hone, the necessity
for accounting for any anoral action against individuals, had made refusal an
automatic actioii Now Before she could speak, the psychol ogi st went on

"I have made sone attenpts to condition himin his sleep, stressing the

usel essness of resisting Earth when eventual discovery is sure. But that has
only convinced himthat his earlier revelations were-of no benefit to us.'
The | eader found her voice: 'Do you really mean, |ieutenant, that you have no
pl an ot her than vi ol ence? Not hi ng?'

In the astroplate, the i mage head made a negative novenent. The psychol ogi st

said sinply:

"An 800 IQresistance in a 167 1Q brain is sonething new in ny experience.'
The wonman felt a great wonder. 'l can't understand it,' she conplained. "I
have a feeling we've nissed some vital clue. Just like that we run into a

weat her station in a systemof fifty mllion suns, a station in which there is

a human being who, contrary to all the |aws of self-preservation, imediately
kills hinmself to prevent hinmself fromfalling into our hands.

' The weather station itself is an old nodel galactic affair, which shows no

i nprovenents after fifteen thousand years; and yet the vastness of the tine
el apsed, the caliber of the brains in-

vol ved suggest that all the obvious changes shoul d have been made.

"And the man's nane, Watcher, is so typical of the ancient prespaceship nethod
of calling names on Earth according to the trade. It is possible that even the
sun, where he is watching, is a service heritage of his famly. There's

somet hi ng- depr essi ng- here somewhere that-'

She broke off, frowning: 'Wat is your plan?" After a mnute, she nodded. 'I
see . . . very well, bring himto one of the bedroons in the main bridge. And
forget that part about making up one of our strong-armgirls to |look like mne.
"Il do everything that's necessary. Tonmorrow. Fine.'

Coldly she sat watching the prisoner's image in the plate. The man, Watcher
lay in bed, an alnost notionless figure, eyes closed, but his face curiously
tense. He | ooked, she thought, Iike soneone discovering that for the first
time in four days, the invisible force Iines that had bound hi m had been

wi t hdr awn.

Besi de her, the woman psychol ogi st hissed: 'He's still suspicious, and w ||l
probably remain so until you partially ease his nmind. H's general reactions

wi || become nore and nore concentrated. Every nminute that passes will increase
his conviction that he will have only one chance to destroy the ship, and that
he must be decisively ruthless regardl ess of risk

"I have been conditioning himthe past ten hours to resistance to us in a very
subtl e fashion. You will see in a nonent

nh- h!"

Wat cher was sitting up in bed. He poked a leg fromunder the sheets, then slid
forward, and onto his feet. It was an oddly powerful novenent.

He stood for a noment, a tall figure in gray pajamas. He had evidently been

pl anning his first actions because, after a swift |ook at the door, he wal ked
over to a set of drawers built into one wall, tugged at themtentatively, and
then jerked themopen with an effortless strength, snapping their |ocks one by
one.

Her own gasp was only an echo of the gasp of Lieutenant Neslor

' Good heavens!' the psychologist said finally. 'Don't ask ne to explain how
he's breaking those nmetal |ocks. Strength nust be a by-product of his Dellian
trai ning. Noble |ady-'



Her tone was anxi ous; and the grand captain | ooked at her. 'Yes?

"Do you think, under the circumstances, you should play such a personal role
in his subjection? H's strength is obviously such that he can break the body
of anyone aboard-'

She was cut off by an inperious gesture. 'l cannot,' said the R ght Honourable
Goria Cecily, 'risk sone fool naking a mistake. I'Il take an antipain pill
Tell me when it is time to go in.'

Watcher felt cold, tense, as he entered the instrument room of the main
bridge. He had found his clothes in some | ocked drawers. He hadn't known they
were there, but the drawers aroused his curiosity. He nade the prelimnary
Del lian extra energy nmovenents; and the | ocks snapped before his super
strengt h.

Pausi ng on the threshold, he flicked his gaze through the great domed room
And after a noment his terrible fear that he and his kind were lost, suffered
anot her transfusion of hope. He was actually free.

These peopl e couldn't have the faintest suspicion of the truth. The great

geni us, Joseph H Dell, nust be a forgotten man on Earth. Their rel ease of him
nmust have behind it some plan of course but- 'Death,' he thought ferociously,
‘"death to themall, as they had once inflicted death, and woul d again.'

He was exam ni ng the bank on bank of control boards when, out of the corner of
his eyes, he saw the worman step fromthe nearby wal L

He | ooked up; he thought with a savage joy: The |eader! They'd have guns
protecting her, naturally, but they wouldn't know that all these days he had
been frantically wondering how he could force the use of guns.

Surely to space, they couldn't be prepared to gather up his conponent el enents
again. Their very act of freeing himhad showed psychol ogy intentions.

Bef ore he coul d speak, the worman said, smilingly: 'I really shouldn't let you
exam ne those controls. But we have decided on a different tactic with you.
Freedom of the ship, an opportu

nity to neet the crew W want to convince you . . . convince you-'

Sonet hi ng of the bl eakness and i nmpl acabl eness of hi m nust have touched her
She faltered, shook herself in transparent self-annoyance, then smiled nore
firmy, and went on in a persuasive tone:

"W want you to realize that we're not ogres. W want to end your al armthat
we nean harmto your people. You must know, now we have found you exist, that
di scovery is only a matter of tine.

"Earth is not cruel, or donminating, at |east not any nore. The barest mini num
of allegiance is demanded, and that only to the idea of a comon unity, the
indivisibility of space. It is required, too, that crimnal |aws be uniform
and that a high mninumwage for workers be nmaintained. In addition, wars of
any kind are absolutely forbidden

'Except for that, every planet or group of planets, can have its own form of
government, trade with whomthey please, live their own life. Surely, there is
nothing terrible enough in all this to justify the curious attenpt at suicide
you made when we di scovered the weather station.'

He woul d, he thought, listening to her, break her head first. The best nethod
woul d be to grab her by the feet, and smash her against the metal wall or
floor. Bone would crush easily and the act would serve two vital purposes:

It would be a terrible and salutary warning to the other officers of the ship.
And it would precipitate upon himthe death fire of her guards.

He took a step toward her. And began the faintly visible nmuscle and nerve
noverments so necessary to punping the Dellian body to a pitch of superhunman
capability. The woman was sayi ng:

"You stated before that your people have inhabited fifty suns in this space.
Way only fifty? In twelve thousand or nore years, a popul ation of twelve

t housand billion would not be beyond possibility.



He took another step. And another. Then knew that he rmust speak if he hoped to
keep her unsuspicious for those vital seconds while he inched closer, closer.
He said:

" About two thirds of our marriages are childless. It has been

very unfortunate, but you see there are two types of us, and when
intermarriage occurs as it does w thout hindrance-'

Al most he was near enough; he heard her say: 'You nmean, a nutation has taken
pl ace; and the two don't mi x?

He didn't have to answer that. He was ten feet fromher; and like a tiger he
| aunched hinmsel f across the intervening gap

The first energy beamripped through his body too | ow down to be fatal, but it
brought a hot scal di ng nausea and a dreadful heaviness. He heard the grand
captain scream

' Li eut enant Nesl or, what are you doi ng?

He had her then. H's fingers were grabbing hard at her fending arm when the
second bl ow struck himhigh in the ribs and brought the blood frothing into
his mouth. In spite of all his will, he felt his hands slipping fromthe
woman. Oh, space, how he woul d have liked to take her into the realmof death
with him

Once again, the woman screaned: 'Lieutenant Neslor, are you mad? Cease firer
Just before the third beam burned at himw th its indescribable violence, he
t hought with a final and trenendous sardonicism 'She still didn't suspect.
But sonebody did, somebody who at this ultinate noment had guessed the truth.'
"Too late," he thought, 'too late, you fools! Go ahead and hunt. They've had
warning, tine to conceal thenselves even nore thoroughly. And the Fifty Suns
are scattered, scattered anpbng a million stars, anong-'

Deat h caught his thought.

The wonman pi cked hersel f off the floor, and stood dizzily striving to draw her
roughly handl ed senses back into her brain. She was vaguely aware of

Li eutenant Neslor coming through a transmitter, pausing at the dead body of

G sser Watcher and rushing toward her

"Are you all right, ny dear? It was so hard firing through an astropl ate

t hat -

"You mad worman!' The grand captai n caught her breath. 'Do you realize that a
body can't be reconstituted once vital organs have been destroyed. Dissolution
or resolution cannot be piecenmeal. W'Ill have to go honme without-'

She stopped. She saw that the psychol ogi st was staring at her. Lieutenant
Nesl or said:

'"His intention to attack was unm stakable and it was too soon according to ny
graphs. Al the way through, he's never fitted anything in human psychol ogy.
"At the very | ast possible nmoment | renmenbered Joseph Dell and the massacre of
the Dellian supernen fifteen thousand years ago. Fantastic to think that sone
of them escaped and established a civilization in this renote part of space.
"Do you see now. "Dellian"-Joseph H Dell-the inventor of the Dellian perfect
robot .



