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Super m nd
by A. E. Van Vogt
Version 1.0

Pr ol ogue
Take a sentient bei ng—

Even Steve Hanardy could fit that description. He was a
short, stocky man, with the | ook about him of soneone who
had lived too close to the animal stage. Hi s eyes were per-
petually narrowed, as if he were peering against a bright
light. Hs face was broad and fleshy. But he was human. He
could think and act, and he was a giver and not a taker

—Put this sentient person in a solar system surrounded by
a two billion |light-year ocean of virtual nothingness beyond
whi ch, apparently, is nore nothi ngness—

Hanardy, a product of the Earth's nmigration to the noon

and to the planets of the solar system was born on Europa,
one of the noons of Jupiter, before the educational system
caught up to the colonists. He grew up an incoherent roust-
about and a spacehand on the freighters and passenger liners
that sped about anpbng the i nmense anount of debris—

from noons to habitable neteorites—that surrounded the

massive Jupiter. It was a rich and ever-grow ng trade area,
and so presently even the stolid, unimginative Hanardy had

a freighter of his own. Al nost fromthe beginning, his nost
fruitful journeys were occasional trips to the neteorite where
a scientist, Professor Ungarn, lived with his daughter, Patri-
cia. For years, it was a lucrative, routine voyage, w thout in-
ci dent.

—€onfront this sentient individual with the eni gna of
bei ng—

I ndeci sion was dark in the man's thoughts as he wal ked
across the spaceship control roomto the cot where the

worman |lay so taut and so still. He bent over her. He said in
hi s deep voice

"W're slow ng down, Merla."

No answer, no novenent, not a quiver in her delicate,
abnormal |y bl anched cheeks. Her fine nostrils dilated ever so
slightly with each neasured breath. That was all.

The Dreegh lifted her arm then let it go. It dropped to her

lap like a piece of |lifeless wood and her body remained rigid
and unnatural. Carefully, he put his fingers to one eye, raised
the lid, peered intoit. It stared back at him a clouded, sight-
| ess blue. He straightened. As he stood there in the silence of
the hurtling ship, he seened the enbodinent of grim icy

cal culation. He thought grayly: "If | revived her now, she'd
have nore tinme to attack nme, and nore strength. If |

wai ted, she'd be weaker."

Slowy, he relaxed. Some of the weariness of the years he
and this woman had spent together in the dark vastness of
space canme to shatter his abnormal 1o0gic. Bleak synpathy

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (1 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:19 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

touched him and he nmade his decision. He prepared an in-
jection, and fed it into her arm His gray eyes held a steely
brightness as he put his |lips near the wonan's ear. In a
ringing resonant voice he said, "W're near a star system
There'll be blood, Merla! And life!l™

The woman stirred. Monentarily, she seemed |ike a gol d-
en-haired doll cone alive. No color touched her perfectly
fornmed cheeks, but her eyes grew alert. She stared up at him
with a hardening hostility, half questioning.

"I'"ve been chem cal," she said. Abruptly, she was no | ong-

er doll-like. Her gaze tightened on him and some of the pret-
ti ness vani shed fromher face. She said, "It's damed funny,
Jeel, that you're still OK If | thought—=

He was cold, watchful. "Forget it," he said curtly. "You're

an energy waster, and you know it. Anyway, we're going to
| and. "

The flameli ke tenseness of her faded. She sat up painfully,
but there was a thoughtful |ook on her face as she said, "I'm
interested in the risks. This is not a Galactic planet, is it?"

"There are no Galactics out here. But there is an Cbserver.
I'"ve been catching the secret ultra signals for the last two
hours"—a sardonic note entered his voi ce—warning all

ships to stay cl ear because the systemisn't ready for any kind
of contact with Galactic planets.™

Sone of the diabolic glee that was in his thoughts nust
have comuni cated through his tone. The wonan stared at
him and slowy her eyes wi dened. She half whispered, "You
mean—

He shrugged. "The signals ought to be registering ful
bl ast now. W'Ill see what degree systemthis is. But you can
start hoping hard right now "

At the control board, he cautiously manipul ated the room

into darkness and set the automatics. A picture took formon

a screen on the opposite wall. At first there was only a point
of light in the mddle of a starry sky, then a planet floating
brightly in the dark space, continents and oceans plainly
visible. A voice cane out of the screen

"This star system contai ns one inhabited planet, the third
fromthe Sun, called Earth by its domi nant race. It was

col oni zed by Gal actics about seven thousand years ago in the
usual manner. It is nowin the third degree of devel opnent,
having attained a limted formof space travel little nore
than a hundred years ago."

Wth a swift novement, the man cut off the picture and
turned on the light, then | ooked across at the woman tri -
unphantly. "Third degree!" he said softly, and there was an
al most i ncredul ous note in his voice. "Only third degree.
Merla, do you realize what this nmeans? This is the oppor-

tunity of the ages. I'mgoing to call the Dreegh tribe. If we
can't get away with several tankers of blood and a whol e
battery of 'life,' we don't deserve to be imortal."
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He turned toward the comruni cator; and for that exultant

nmonment caution was dun in the back of his mnd. Fromthe

comer of his eye, he saw the woman | eap fromthe edge of

the cot. Too late, he tw sted aside. The npvenent saved
himonly partially. It was their cheeks not their lips that net.

Blue flanme flashed fromhimto her. The burning energy
seared his cheek to instant, bleeding rawness. He half fell to

the floor. And then, furious with the intense agony, he fought
free. "I'Il break your bones!" he raged.

Her laughter, unlovely with her own suppressed fury, floated
up at himfromthe fl oor where he had flung her. She said,
"So you did have a secret supply of '"life'" for yourself. You
dammed doubl e-crosser!™

H's nortification yielded to the realization that anger was
usel ess. Tense with the weakness that was al ready a wei ght
on his muscles, he whirled toward the control board, and
began feverishly to nake the adjustnments that would pull the
ship back into nornmal space and tine.

The body urge grewin himswi ftly, a dark, renorsel ess

need. Twice, he reeled to the cot in a fit of nausea. But each
time he fought back to the control board. He sat there finally
at the controls, head drooping, conscious of the nunbing
tautness that crept deeper, deeper. He drove the ship too fast.
It turned a blazing white when at last it struck the atno-
sphere of the third planet. But those hard netals held their
shape; and the terrible speeds yielded to the fury of the
reversers and to the pressure of air that thickened with every
mle.

It was the wonman who hel ped his faltering forminto the

tiny lifeboat. He lay there, gathering strength, staring
eagerly down at the blazing sea of lights that was the first
city he had seen on the night side of this strange world.
Dully, he watched as the woman eased the small ship into the
darkness behind a shed in a little back alley. And, because
succor seemed suddenly near, he was able to wal k besi de her
to the dimy lighted residential street near by.

He woul d have wal ked on blankly into the street, but the
worman's fingers held himback into the shadows of the alley.
"Are you nad?" she whispered. "Lie down. We'll stay here
until someone cones."

The concrete was hard beneath his body, but after a no-

ment of the painful rest it brought, he felt a fault surge of
energy, and he was able to voice his bitter thought. "If you
hadn't stolen nost of ny carefully saved 'life,' we wouldn't
be in this desperate position. You well know that it's nore
inportant that | remain at full power."

In the dark beside him the woman lay quiet for a while.
Then her defiant whisper cane. "W both need a change

of blood, and a new charge of 'life.' Perhaps | did take a
little too much out of you, but that was because | had to

steal it. You wouldn't have given it to ne of your own free
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will, and you knowit."

For a tinme, the futility of argument held himsilent, but
as the m nutes dragged, that dreadful physical urgency once
more tainted his thought. He said heavily:

"You realize, of course, that we've reveal ed our presence.
W shoul d have waited for the others to come. There's no
doubt at all that our ship was spotted by the Gal actic Ob-
server in this systembefore we reached the outer planets.
They' Il have tracers on us wherever we go, and no matter
where we bury our machine, they'll know its exact |ocation.
It's inpossible to hide the interstellar drive energies; and
since they wouldn't nmake the m stake of bringing such
energies to a third-degree planet, we can't hope to |locate
themin that fashion. But we nust expect an attack of sone
kind. I only hope one of the great Galactics doesn't take part
init."

"One of them " Her whisper was a gasp. She controlled her-
self, and snapped irritably, "Don't try to scare ne. You' ve
told ne tinme and again that—

"All right, all right!" He spoke grudgingly, wearily.

"Time has proved that they consider us beneath their
personal attention. And"—n spite of his appalling weakness,
scorn came—l| et any of the kind of agents they have in
these | ower category planets try to stop us."

"Hush!" Her whisper was tense. "Footsteps! Quick, get to
your feet!"

He was aware of the shadowed form of her rising. Then
her hands were tugging at him Dizzily, he stood up

"I don't think," he began wanly, "that | can—

"Jeel!'" Her whisper beat at him her hands shook him "It's
a man and a wonan. They're 'life,' Jeel, '"life!""

Li f e!

He strai ghtened. A spark of the unquenchable will to live

that had brought himacross the black miles and the bl acker

years burst into flane inside him Lightly, swiftly, he fell into
step beside Merla, and strode into the open. He saw the

shapes of the nman and the wonman. In the hal f-ni ght under

the trees of that street, the couple cane towards them draw

ing aside to |l et thempass. First the woman cane, then the
man—and it was as sinple as if all his strength had been

there in his nuscles.

He saw Merla | aunch herself at the man; and then he was

grabbi ng the woman, his head bending instantly for that
abnormal ki ss.

Afterwards—after they had taken the blood, too—grim

ness cane to the man, a hard fabric of thought and counter-
thought, that slowy forned into purpose. He said, "Wl

| eave the bodi es here."
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Her startled whisper rose in objection, but he cut her short,
harshly. "Let nme handle this. These dead bodies will draw to
this city news gatherers, news reporters, or whatever their
breed are called on this planet. And we need such a person
now. Sonewhere in the reservoir of facts possessed by a per-
son of this type nmust be clues, meaningless to himbut by

whi ch we can di scover the secret base of the Galactic Ob-
server in this system W nust find that base, discover its
strength, and destroy it if necessary when the tribe cones."

Hi s voice took on a steely note. "And now, we've got to
explore this city, find a much frequented buil di ng under which
we can bury our ship, learn the | anguage, replenish our own
vital supplies, and capture that reporter.

"After I'mthrough with hin—his tone becane sil ken-
snmoot h—he wi ||l undoubtedly provide you with that physica
di versi on which you apparently crave when you have been
particularly chemcal."

He | aughed gently, as her fingers gripped his armin the
darkness, a convul sive gesture. She said, "Thank you, Jeel
You do understand, don't you?"

Il
BEG N |. Q REHABI LI TATI ON

Behi nd Lei gh, a door opened. Instantly the clatter of voices
in the roomfaded to a nurmur. He turned alertly, tossing

his cigarette onto the nmarble floor and stepping onit, all in
one noti on.

Overhead, the lights brightened to daylight intensity. In
that bl aze he saw what the other eyes were already staring
at: the two bodies, the man's and the wonman's, as they were
wheel ed in. The dead couple lay side by side on the flat,

gleaning top of the carrier. Their bodies were rigid, their
eyes closed. They | ooked as dead as they were, and not at all,
Lei gh thought, as if they were sl eeping.

He caught hinmself naking a nental note of that fact,

and felt shocked at hinself. The first nurders on the North
Anerican continent in twenty-seven years. And it was only
anot her job. He was tougher than he'd ever believed.

Around him the voi ces had stopped. The only sound was

the hoarse breathing of the man nearest him the scrape

of his own shoes as he went forward. H s novenent acted

like a signal on that tense group of nmen. There was a genera
pressing forward. Leigh had a noment of anxiety. And

then his bigger, harder nuscles brought hi mwhere he wanted
to be, opposite the two heads. He | eaned forward, absorbed.
Hi s fingers probed gingerly where the incisions showed on
the neck of the woman. He did not | ook up at the attendant
as he said softly:

"This is where the bl ood was drai ned?"
"Yes."

Bef ore he coul d speak again, another reporter interjected,
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"Any special comment fromthe police scientists? The nur-
ders are nore than a day old now. There ought to be somne-
t hing. "

Lei gh scarcely heard. The woman's body, electrically
warnmed for enmbalmng, felt eerily lifelike to his touch. It
was only after a | ong nmonent that he noticed her lips were
badly, alnost brutally, bruised.

Hi s gaze flicked to the man. And there were the sane
neck cuts, the sane torn |lips. He | ooked up. Questions
qui vered on his tongue. They renmi ned unspoken as the
cal mvoi ced attendant said:

"Nornmal |y, when the electric enbalnmers are applied, there
is resistance fromthe static electricity of the body. Curiously,
that resistance was not present in either body."

Sonebody said, "Just what does that nean?"

"This static force is actually a formof life force, which
usual ly trickles out of a corpse over a period of a nonth. W
know of no way to hasten the process, but the bruises on the
i ps show di stinct burns, which are suggestive."

There was a crani ng of necks, a crowding forward. Leigh

all oned hinself to be pushed aside. He stopped attentively as
the attendant said, "Presumably, a pervert could have

ki ssed with such viol ence."

"I thought," Leigh said distinctly, "there were no nore per-

verts since Professor Ungarn persuaded the governnent to
institute Ms brand of nmechanical psychology in all schools,
thus ending nurder, theft, war, and all unsocial perversions."
The bl ack frock-coated attendant hesitated, then said, "A
very bad one seens to have been nmissed." He finished, "That's
all, gentlenen. No clues, no prom se of an early capture, and
only this final fact: W've radi oed Professor Ungarn and,

by great good fortune, we caught himon his way to Earth
fromhis nmeteor retreat near Jupiter. He'll be |anding shortly
after dark, a few hours from now. "

The lights di med. As Leigh stood frowning, watching
the bodi es bei ng wheel ed out, a phrase floated out of the
gat hering chorus of voices

"—The kiss of death—

"I tell you," another voice said, "the captain of this space
liner swears it happened—the spaceship cane past him at
mllions of mles an hour, and it was sl owi ng down, get that,
sl owi ng dowmn—+two days ago."

"—Fhe vanpire easel That's what |I'mgoing to call it—=

That's what Leigh called it, too, as he talked briefly into

his wist comunicator. He finished, "I'mgoing to supper
now, Jim"

"O K, Bill." The local editor's voice sounded nmetallic
"And say, |'m supposed to comrend you. N ne thousand

papers took the Planetarian Service on this story, as com
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pared with about forty-seven hundred who bought from Uni -
versal, who had the second | argest coverage. And | think
you' ve got the right angle for today, too. Husband and wife,
ordi nary young coupl e, taking an eveni ng wal k. Some devi
haul s up al ongside of them drains their blood into a tank,
their life energy onto a wire or sonethi ng—people will be-
lieve that, | guess. Anyway, you suggest it could happen to
anybody; so be careful, folks. And you warn that, in these days
of supra atnosphere speeds, he could be anywhere tonight

for his next nurder. As | said before, good stuff. That'|
keep the yarn alive for tonight. Ch, by the way—

" Shoot ! "

"A kid called half an hour ago to see you. Said you ex-
pected him"

"A kid?" Leigh frowned to hinself.

"Name of Patrick. H gh school age, about sixteen. No,
come to think of it, that was only ny first inpression. Eigh-
teen, maybe twenty, very bright, confident, proud."

"I renmenber now," said Leigh. "College student Inter-

view for a college paper. Called ne up this afternoon. One of
those dammed persuasive tal kers. Before | knewit, | was
signed up for supper at Constantine's."

"That's right. | was supposed to rem nd you. O K ?"
Lei gh shrugged. "I prom sed," he said.

Actually, as he went out into the blaze of the late after-
noon sunlit street, there was not an inportant thought in his
head. Nor a prenonition

Around him the swarm of humanki nd began to thicken.

Vast buil di ngs di scharged the first surge of the five o' clock
tidal wave. Twice, Leigh felt the tug at his armbefore it
struck himthat someone was not just bumping into him

He turned and stared down at a pair of dark, eager eyes

set in a brow, w zened face. The little man waved a

sheaf of papers at him Leigh caught a glinpse of witing in
| onghand on the papers. Then the fell ow was babbling. "M.
Leigh, a hundred dollars for these .. . biggest story—

"Ch," said Leigh. Hs interest collapsed. He said politely,
"Take it up to the Planetarian office. JimBrian will pay you
what the story is worth."

He wal ked on, a vague conviction in his mnd that the

matter was settled. Then, abruptly, there was the tugging at
his arm again. "Scoop!" the little man said. "Professor Un-

garn's log, all about a spaceship that came fromthe stars.

Devils in it who drink blood and kiss people to death!"

"See here!" Leigh began, irritated; then stopped. An ugly
chill wind swept through him He stood, swaying a little
fromthe shock of the thought that was frozen in his brain:
The newspapers with those details of "blood" and "kiss"

were not on the street yet, wouldn't be for fifteen or twenty
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nm nut es.

The man said, "Look, it's got Professor Ungarn's nane

printed in gold on the top of each sheet, and it's all about
how he first spotted the ship eighteen |ight years out, and
how it came all that distance in a few hours . .. and he knows
where it is now and—

Leigh's reporter's brain, that special, highly devel oped de-
partnment, was whirling with a little swarm of thoughts that
suddenly straightened into a hard, bright pattern. In that
tightly built design, there was no room for any such coinci -
dence as this man comng to himhere in this crowded street.

He said, "Let nme see those!" and reached as he spoke.

The papers canme free fromthe other's fingers into his
hands, but Leigh did not even glance at them Hi s brain was

crystal clear, his eyes cold. He snapped, "I don't know what
your gane is. | want to know three things, and nmake your
answers dammed fasti One: How did you pick ne out, nane

and job and all, on a busy street that | just happened to be on

accidental | y?"

The little man stanmered i nconprehensi bl e words. Lei gh
paid no attention. Renorsel essly, he pounded on, "Two: Pro-
fessor Ungarn is arriving fromJupiter in three hours. How
do you expl ain your possession of papers he nust have
witten | ess than two days ago?"

"Look, boss,'
wr ong—

the man chattered, "you' ve got nme al

"My third question," Leigh said grimy, "is how are you
going to explain to the police your pre-know edge of the
details of murder?"

"Huh!" The little man's eyes were gl assy, and for the
first tinme pity came to Leigh. He said al nost softly, "All
right, fellah, start talking."

The words cane swiftly, and at first they were sinply
sensel ess sounds. Only gradually did coherence cone.

"—And that's the way it was, boss. |I'm standing there, and
this kid cones up to ne and points you out, and gives me
five bucks and those papers you' ve got, and tells ne what
I' m supposed to say to you and—

"Kid!'" said Leigh; and the first shock was already in
hi m

"Yeah, kid about sixteen; no, nore |ike eighteen or twen-
ty... and he gives ne the papers and—

"This kid," said Leigh, "would you say he was of college
age?"

"That's it, boss; you' ve got it. That's just what he was.
You know him eh? O K, that leaves ne in the clear, and
1"l be going—

"Wait!" Leigh called. But the little nman seemed suddenly
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to realize that he need only run. He vani shed around a
corner, and was gone forever.

Lei gh stood, frowning, and read the thin sheaf of papers.
There was not hi ng beyond what the little man had al ready
conveyed by his incoherent talk. It was a vague series of
entries on sheets froma | oose-|eaf notebook. Witten down,
the tal e about the spaceship and its occupants | acked dept h,
and seemed nore unconvi nci ng each passi ng second. True,
there was the single word "Ungarn" inscribed in gold on the
top of each sheet but—

The sense of silly hoax grew so violently that Leigh
thought angrily: "If that college kid really pulled a stunt

like this, it'll be a short interview " The thought ended. The
noti on was as sensel ess as everything el se that had hap-

pened.

And still there was no real tension in him He was only

going to a restaurant.

He turned into the splendid foyer that was the begi nning

of the vast and wonderful Constantine's. In the great door-
way, he paused to survey the expansive glitter of tables,
the hangi ng garden tearooms. Brilliant Constantine's, fanous
the world over, but not nuch changed fromhis last visit.

Lei gh gave his nane, and began, "A M. Patrick nade
reservations, | understand."”

The girl said, "Oh, yes, M. Leigh. M. Patrick reserved
Private Three. He just now phoned to say he'd be along in
a few mnutes. Qur premier will escort you."

Lei gh turned away, puzzled at the way the girl had gushed.
Then a thought struck him He turned back to the girl

"Just a minute," he said, "did you say Private Three? Wo's
payi ng for this?"

The girl said, "It was paid by phone. Forty-five hundred
dollars!"

Lei gh stood very still. Even after what had happened on

the street, this nmeeting seened scarcely nore than an irrita-
tion to be gotten over with. Now, abruptly, it was becone

a fantastic, abnormal thing. Forty-five—hundred—dol | ars!
Could it be some fool rich kid deternined to make a

strong, personal inpression?

Wth cold logic, he rejected that solution. Humanity pro-
duced egoi sts on an el ephantine scal e, but not one who

woul d order a feast like that to inpress a reporter. H's eyes
narrowed on an idea. "Where's your registered phone?" he
asked curtly.

A mnute |later, he was saying into the nouthpiece: "Is

this the Amal gamated Universities Secretariat? | want to
find out if thereis a M. Patrick registered at any of your
| ocal colleges, and if there is, whether or not he has been
aut hori zed by any coll ege paper to interview WIlliam Leigh
of the Planetarian News Service. This is Leigh calling."

It took six mnutes, and then the answer cane, brisk,
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trenendous, and final: "There are three M. Patricks in our
seventeen units. Al are at present having supper at their
various official residences. There are four Mss Patricks, sim

ilarly accounted for by our staff of secretaries. None of the
seven is in any way connected with a university paper. Do
you wi sh any assistance in dealing with the inpostor?"

Lei gh hesitated. When he finally spoke, it was with the
queer, dark realization that he was comritting hinself.
"No," he said, and hung up

He cane out of the phone booth, shaken by his own

t houghts. There was only one reason why he was in this city
at this tinme. Murder! And he knew scarcely a soul. It seened
incredi ble that any stranger would want to see himfor a
reason not connected with his own purpose. He waited unti
the ugly thrill was out of his system Then he said to the
attendant, "To Private Three, please.”

Presently, he was exanining the luxurious suite. It turned
out to be a splendidly furnished apartnent with a pal ace-

I'i ke dining salon dominating the five roonms. One entire wal
of the salon was lined with decorated mirror facings, behind
which glittered hundreds of bottles of liquor. The brands
were strange to his inexpensive tastes, the bouquet of severa
that he opened heady but inviting. In the | adies' dressing
roomwas a | ong showcase displaying a gl eaning array of
jewelry. He estimated that there was several hundred thou-
sand dollars' worth, if it were genuine. Leigh was not

i npressed. For his taste, Constantine's did not supply good
val ue for the noney they charged.

"I"'mglad you' re physically big," said a voice behind him
"So many reporters are thin and small."

The tone was subtly different than it had been over the

phone in the early afternoon. Deliberately different. The dif-
ference, he noted as he turned, was in the body, too, the
difference in the shape of a wonman froma boy, skillfully

but not perfectly conceal ed under the well-tailored nan's
suit. Actually, of course, she was quite boyish in build,
young, finely nolded. And, actually, he would never have
suspected if she had not allowed her voice to be so purpose-
fully womani sh. She echoed his thought coolly.

"Yes, | wanted you to know. But now, there's no use wast-
ing words. You know as nuch as you need to know. Here's
a gun. The spaceship is buried below this building."

Lei gh made no effort to take the weapon, nor did he

glance at it. The first shock was over. He seated hinmself on
the silken chair of the vanity dresser, |eaned back agai nst

the vanity dresser itself, raised his eyebrows, and said, "Con-

sider nme a slowwi tted newsnan who's got to know what
it's all about. Wiy so nuch prelimnary hocus-pocus?"

He thought deliberately: He had never in his adult life
all owed hinself to be rushed into anything. He was not
going to start now.
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He saw after a nonment that the girl was small of build.

Wi ch was odd, he decided carefully. Because his first im
pressi on had been of considerable height. O perhaps—he

eval uated the possibility unhurriedl y—this second effect was
a nmore considered result of her male disguise.

He di sm ssed that particular problemas tenporarily in-

sol uble. Actually, the girl's size was uni nportant. She bad
| ong, black | ashes and dark eyes that glowed at himfroma
proud, al nost haughty face. And that was it. That was the
essence of her personality. There was pride in the way she
hel d her head. And in the poi sed easi ness of every nove-
ment, in the natural shift fromgrace to grace as she wal ked
slowly toward him It was not a conscious pride, but an
awar eness of superiority that affected every novenent of
her muscles, and cane vibrantly into her voice, as she said
scat hi ngl y:

"l picked you because every newspaper |'ve read today
carried your account of the murders, and because it seened
to me that sonebody who al ready was actively working on

the case woul d be reasonably quick at graspi ng essenti al s.

As for the dramatic preparation, | considered that woul d

be nore convincing than explanation. | see | was nistaken."
She was quite close to himnow She |eaned over, laid her
revol ver on the vanity beside his arm and finished al nost
indifferently, "Here's an effective weapon. It doesn't shoot
bullets, but it has a trigger and you aimit like any gun. In
the event you devel op the begi nning of courage, cone down
the tunnel after me as quickly as possible, but don't blunder

In on me and the people | shall be talking to. Stay hidden
Act only if I'mthreatened."

Tunnel, Leigh thought stolidly, as she walked with a free,
swift stride out of the room A tunnel here in this apartnent,
Private Three. Either he was crazy, or she was.

He realized suddenly that he ought to be offended at the

way she had spoken. He felt annoyed at her trick of |eav-

ing the room leaving himto develop curiosity. He sniled
ruefully. If it wasn't for the fact that he was a reporter,
he'd show her that such a second-rate psychol ogy didn't

work on him Still irritated, he clinbed to his feet, took the
gun, and then paused briefly as the odd, muffled sound of a
door creakily opening came to his ears.

He found her in the bedroomto the left of the dining

salon. He felt only the vaguest surprise when he saw that

she had the end of a thick green rug rolled back, and that
there was a hole in the floor at her feet. The square of floor
that was the tunnel-covering |ay back neatly, pinned to
position by a conplicated-I| ooking hinge.

Lei gh's gaze reached beyond the opening to the girl. In
that nmonent, just before she becane aware of him there
was a hint of uncertainty in her manner. Her right profile,
hal f turned away from him showed pursed lips and a

Strai ned whiteness. The inpression he received was of inde-
cision. He had the subtle sense of observing a young woman
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who, briefly, had | ost her superb confidence. Then she saw
him and her attitude changed.

She didn't seemto stiffen in any way. Paying no atten-

tion to himat all, she stepped to the first step of the little
stairway that |ed down into the hole, and began to descend

wi thout a quiver of hesitation. Yet his initial conviction that
she had faltered brought himforward with narrowed eyes.

And, suddenly, the certainty of her brief fear nade his

whol e madness real. He plunged forward, down the steep
stairway, and pulled up only when he saw that he was ac-

tually in a snmooth, dimy-lighted tunnel, and that the girl

had paused, one finger to her lips.

"Sssssh!" she said. "The door of the ship may be open.™

That irritated Leigh, a hard trickle of anger. Now that

he had cormitted hinmself, he felt automatically the | eader

of this fantastic expedition. The girl's pretensions, her haugh-
ty manner nerely nmade himinpatient.

"Don't 'Ssssh!' me!" he whispered sharply. "Just give the
facts and 1'lIl do the rest”

He stopped. The nmeani ng of the words she had spoken
penetrated. H s anger collapsed. "Ship!" he said incredul ous-
ly. "Are you trying to tell ne there's actually a spaceship
buried here under Constantine' s?"

The girl seened not to hear. Leigh saw that they were

at the end of a short passageway. Metal gl eanmed dully just
ahead. Then the girl was saying, "Here's the door. Now, re-
menber, you act as guard. Stay hidden, ready to shoot.

And if | yell 'Shoot,' you shoot!"

She bent forward. There was the tiniest scarlet flash. The
door opened, revealing a second door just beyond. Again
that mnute, intense blaze of red, and then that door also
swung open.

It was swiftly done, too swiftly. Before Leigh could nore
than grasp that the crisis had cone, the girl stepped coolly
into the brilliantly lighted room beyond the second door

Lei gh poi sed, undecided, in the shadows, startled by the
girl's action. There was deeper shadow agai nst the netal
wal | toward which he pressed hinmself in one instinctive
move. He froze there. Silently he cursed a stupid young
worman who actually wal ked into a den of enem es of un-
known nunbers without an organi zed plan of self-protection
O did she know how many there were? And who?

The questions disturbed him Finally, he thought grimy:
She wasn't wholly unprotected. At |east he was out here
with a gun, unnoticed.

He waited tensely. But the door renained open; and there

was no apparent novenent towards it. Slowy, Leigh |et

hinself relax, and allowed his straining mnd to absorb its
first considered inpressions. The portion of underground
roomthat he could see showed one end of what seened to

be a control board, a netal wall that blinked with tiny lights.
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He coul d see the edge of a rather sunptuous cot. The whol e
was actually so suggestive of a spaceship that Leigh thought,
astounded: The girl had not been trying to fool him In-
credi bly, here under the ground, actually under Constan-
tine's, was a small spaceshi p.

That thought ended as the silence beyond the open door,

the curiously long silence, was broken by a man's coo
voice. "I wouldn't even try to raise that gun if | were you
The fact that you have said nothing since entering shows
how enornously different we are to what you expected."

He | aughed gently, an unhurried, deep-throated, derisive

| aughter that came clearly to Leigh; then he went on,

"Merla, what would you say is the psychol ogy behind this
young |l ady's action? You have of course noticed that she is
a young |l ady, and not a boy."

A richly toned woman's voi ce replied, "She was brought

to this star systemshortly after she was born, Jeel. She has
none of the nornmal characteristics of a Klugg, but she is a
Gal actic, though definitely not the Galactic Cbserver. Proba-
bly, she's not alone. Shall | investigate?"

"No!" The man sounded indifferent. "We don't have to
worry about a Klugg's assistant."

Lei gh relaxed slowy, but he had a sense of enptiness.

For the first time he realized how great a part the cal mas-
surance of the young wonman had played in the fabricating

of his own confidence. Shattered now Before the enornous
certainties of these two, and in the face of their instant
penetration of her male disguise, the effects of the girl's
rat her wonderful personality seened a renote pattern, sec-
ondary, overwhel med by a greater power.

He forced the fear fromhimas the girl spoke. Forced

his courage to grow with each word she uttered, feeding

on the confidence of her tone. It didn't matter whether she
was sinulating or not, because they were in this now, he as
deep as she. Only the utnost bol dness coul d hope to draw
victory fromthe defeat that threatened them both.

Wth admiration, he noted the intensity of her voice as she
said, "My silence had its origin in the fact that you are the
first Dreeghs | have ever seen. Naturally, | studied you with
some curiosity. But | can assure you | am not i npressed.
However, in view of your extraordinary opinions on the
matter, | shall conme to the point at once: | have been in-
structed by the Galactic Observer of this systemto inform
you to be gone by norning. Qur sole reason for giving you
that much leeway is that we don't wish to bring the truth of
all this into the open. But don't count on that. Earth is on the
verge of being given fourth-degree rating; and, as you prob-
ably know, in emergencies fourths are given Gl actic

know edge. That energency we will consider to have arrived
tonmorrow at dawn. "

"Well, well"—+he nan was | aughing gently, satirically

—a pretty speech, powerfully spoken, but neaningless for

us who can anal yze its pretensions, however sincere, back to
the Klugg origin."
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"What do you intend to do with her, Jeel ?"
The man was cold, deadly, utterly sure. "There's no rea-

son why she shoul d escape. She has bl ood, and nore than
normal life. It will convey to the Cbserver with clarity our
contenpt for his ultimtum"

fie finished with a slow, surprisingly rich laughter, "W
shal | now enact a sinple drama. The young lady will attenpt
to jerk up her gun and shoot ne with it. Before she can
succeed, | shall have ny own weapon out, and be firing. The
whol e thing, as she will discover, is a matter of nervous
coordi nation. And Kluggs are chronically al nbst as sl ow
movi ng as human bei ngs. "

Hi s voice stopped. H's laughter trickled away. Silence.
In all his alert years, Leigh had never felt more indecisive

Hi s enotions sai d—ow, surely, she'd call now. And even
if she didn't, he must act on his own. Rush in! Shoot!

But his mnd was cold with an awful dread. There was
sonet hi ng about the man's voice, a surging power. Abnor-

mal , savage strength was here. Could this really be a space-
ship fromthe stars? His brain wouldn't follow that terrible
t hought. He crouched, fingering the gun she had given him
dimMy conscious that it felt queer, unlike any revolver he
had ever had.

The silence fromthe spaceship control room continued

It was the same curious silence that had followed the girl's
entrance short mnutes before. Only this tine it was the
girl who broke it, her voice faintly breathless but wtha

cool, vibrant, unafraid, "I'mhere to warn, not to force is-
sues. And unless you' re charged with the life energy of fif-
teen nen, | wouldn't advise you to try anything. After all,

cane here knowi ng what you were."

"What do you think, Merla? Can we be sure she's a

Kl ugg? Coul d she possibly be of the higher Lennel type?"

It was the man, his tone conceding her point, but the de-
rision was still there, the inplacable purpose, the high, tre-
mendous confidence. "There nust be a few of these, also,

on a Third Stage planet, well hidden, of course, and not
associating with the Galactic Cbserver." Coldly. "Qur expe-
rience has been that such other types |eave us alone."

And yet, in spite of that sense of imm nent violence,

Leigh felt hinself torn fromthe thought of danger. His re-
porter's brain twisted irresistibly to the fantastic neani ng of
what was taking place:

—tife energy of fifteen men—

It was all there. In a nonstrous way, it all fitted. The
two dead bodi es he had seen drained of blood and |ife

energy, the repeated reference to a Galactic Cbserver, with
whom the girl was connected. He grew aware that the wom
an was speaki ng.
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"Klugg!" she said positively. "Pay no attention to her
protestations, Jeel. You know |'m sensitive when it cones
to wonen. She's lying. She's just a little fool who wal ked
in here expecting us to be frightened of her. Destroy her
at your pleasure."

"I"'mnot given to waiting," said the man. "So—

There was no del ayi ng now. Leigh | eaped for the open
doorway. He had a flashing glinpse of a man and woran,
dressed in evening clothes, the man standi ng, the woman
seated. He was aware of a gleaning, netallic background.
The control board, part of which he had al ready seen, was
now reveal ed as a massive thing of glow ng instrunents;
and then all that was blotted out as he snapped:

"That will do. Put up your hands."

For a nmonent he had the inpression that his entry was a
surprise, and that he domi nated the situation. None of the
three people in the roomwas turned toward him The

man, Jeel, and the girl were standing facing each other

The worman, Merla, sat in a deep chair, her fine profile to
him her gol den head flung back. It was she who, still without
| ooking at him spoke the words that ended his brief con-
viction of triunph. She said to the disguised girl

"You certainly travel in | ow conpany, a stupid human
being. Tell himto go away before he's danaged."

The girl said, "Leigh, I'"'msorry | brought you into this.
Every move you made in entering was heard, observed, and
di sm ssed before you could even adjust your mnd to the
scene. "

"I's his nane Lei gh?" said the woman sharply. "I thought

I recognized himas he entered. He's very |ike his photo-
graph over his newspaper colum." Her voice grew strangely
tense: "Jeel, a newspaper reporter!"

"We don't need himnow," the man said. "W know who
the Gal actic CObserver is."

"Eh?" said Leigh. Hs nind fastened hard on those amaz-
ing words. "Who? How did you find out? \Wat—=

"The information," said the woman, and it struck him
suddenly that the strange quality in her voice was eagerness,
"will be of no use to you. Regardl ess of what happens to

the girl, you're staying."

She glanced swiftly at the man, as if seeking his sanction
"Renmenber, Jeel, you prom sed."

It seemed so neaningl ess that Lei gh had no sense of

personal danger. His mind scarcely nore than passed the
words. Hi s eyes concentrated tautly on a reality that had,
until that noment, escaped his awareness. He said softly,
"Just now you used the phrase, 'Regardl ess of what happens
to the girl." Wien | came in, you said, 'Tell himto go away
before he's damaged.'" Leigh smiled grimy, "I need hardly
say this is a far cry fromthe threat of imedi ate death that
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hung over us a few seconds ago. And | have just now noticed
t he reason.

"Alittle while ago, | heard our pal, Jeel, dare nmy little
girl friend here to raise her gun. | notice now that she has it
raised. My entrance did have an effect." He addressed him
self to the girl, "Shall we shoot—er withdraw?"

It was the man who answered. "I woul d advise wth-
drawal . | could still win, but I amnot the heroic type who
takes the risk of what mght well be a close call." He added,
in an aside to the woman: "Merla, we can always catch this
man Lei gh now that we know who he is."

The girl said, "You first, M. Leigh." And Leigh did not
stop to argue.

Met al doors clanged behind himas he charged al ong the
runnel . After a monent, he was aware of the girl running
lightly beside him

The strangely unreal, the unbelievably murderous little
drama was over, finished as fantastically as it had begun

IV

Qut side Constantine's a gray |light gathered around them

It was a twilight side street, and people hurried past them

with the strange, anxious |ook of the late for supper. N ght
was falling. Leigh stared at his conpanion. In the di nmess of
the deep dusk, she seemed all boy, slightly, lithely built,

striding along boldly. He laughed a little, huskily, then nore
grimy.

"Just what was all that?" he said. "Did we escape by the
skin of our teeth? O did we win? Wiat nade you think
you could act |ike God, and give those tough eggs twelve
hours to get out of the solar systenf"

The girl was silent after he had spoken. She wal ked j ust
ahead of him head bent into the gloom Abruptly, she
turned. She said, "I hope you will have enough sense to
refrain fromtelling what you've just seen and heard."

Leigh said, "This is the biggest story since—=

The girl's voice was pitying. "You' re not going to print
a word of it because in about ten seconds you'll see that no
one in the world would believe any of it."

In the darkness, Leigh smled tightly. "The nechanica
psychol ogist will verify every syllable."

"I came prepared for that, too!" said the vibrant voice.
Her hand swung up toward his face. Too | ate, he jerked
back.

Light flared in his eyes, a dazzling, blinding force that ex-
pl oded into his sensitive optic nerves with all the agonizing
power of intolerable brightness. Leigh cursed aloud, wildly,
and snatched at his tornentor. His right hand grazed a

shoul der. He | ashed out violently with his left, and tantali z-
ingly caught only the edge of a sleeve that instantly jerked
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"You little devil!" he raged. "You' ve blinded me."

"You'll be all right," came the cool answer. "But you'l
find that the mechani cal psychol ogi st will anal yze anything
you say as pure immgination. In view of your threat to pub-
lish, I had to do that. Now, give nme ny gun."

The first glimer of sight was returning. Leigh could

see her body, a dimshape in the night. In spite of the con-
tinuing pain, he smled grimy. H s voice was soft as he said,
"I'"ve just now renenbered you said this gun didn't shoot

bullets. Even the feel of it suggests that it'll nake an interest-
i ng proof of anything | say. So—~

Hs smle faded abruptly. For the girl stepped forward.
The netal that jabbed into his ribs was so hardly thrust it
made hi m grunt.

"Gve ne that gun!"

"Like fun I will," Leigh snapped. "You ungrateful little
ruffian, how dare you treat ne so shoddily after | saved
your life? | ought to knock you one right on the jaw "

He stopped. Wth staggering suddenness the hard realiza-

tion struck that she neant it. This was no girl raised in a re-
fined school, who wouldn't dare to shoot, but a col d-bl ooded
young creature who had al ready proved her determ nation

agai nst a deadl i er opponent than he hinself.

He had never had any notions about the superiority of

man over wonan, and he felt none now. Hastily, he handed

the weapon over. The girl took it, and said coldly, "You
seemto be |laboring under the illusion that your entry into
the spaceship enabled nme to raise ny weapon. You're quite

m st aken. What you did do was to provide ne with the op-
portunity to let themthink that that was the situation, and
that they dominated it. But | assure you, that is the extent of
your assistance. It was al nost val uel ess.”

Lei gh | aughed out loud, a pitying, ridiculing |augh

"In ny adnmittedly short life," he said, "lI've learned to
recogni ze a quality of personality and magneti smin human

bei ngs. You' ve got it, alot of it, but not a fraction of what
either of those two had, particularly the man. He was
terrible. He was the nost abnormally nagnetic human bei ng
I"ve ever run across. Lady, | can only guess what all this is
about, but I'd advise you"—tei gh paused, then finished

sl ashingl y—=you and all the other Kl uggs to stay away from

that couple. Personally, I'mgoing to get the police in on
this, and there's going to be a raid on Private Three. | didn't
like that odd threat that they could capture nme at any tine.
Wy me?"

He broke off hastily, "Hey, where are you going? | want

to know your nane. | want to know what made you think

you could order those two around. Who did you think you

wer e?"

He said no nore. His whole attention was concentrat ed
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on running. He could see her for a nonent, a hazy, boyish
figure against a dimcorner light. Then she was around the
corner. Leigh thought: "She's ny only point of contact with
all this. If she gets away—

Sweati ng, he rounded the corner; and at first the street
seenmed dark and enpty of life. Then he saw the car. A nor-

mal - | ooki ng, hi gh-hooded coupe, long, lowbuilt, that began
to nove forward noi selessly and quite naturally. It becane
unnatural. It lifted. Amazingly, it lifted fromthe ground.

He had a swift glinpse of white rubber wheels folding out

of sight. Streamined, al nbst cigar-shaped now, the space-
ship that had been a car darted at a steep angle into the sky.

Swiftly, it was gone.

Above Lei gh the gathering night towered, a strange,

bright blue. In spite of the brilliant lights of the city glaring
into the sky, one or two stars showed. He stared up at them
enpty inside, thinking: "It's |like a dream Those—breeghs

—eom ng out of space—bl oodsuckers, vanpires."

Suddenly hungry, he bought a chocol ate bar froma

si dewal k stand and stood munching it. He began to fee
better. He wal ked over to a near-by wall socket, and pl ugged
in his wist radio.

"Jim" he said, "l've got some stuff | need help on; not
for publication yet, but 1'd like to talk to one of those
sci ence teans where all the disciplines are represented.
Thi nk you could get the office to authorize the expense?"

"This is related to the vanpire story?"
"Yes."

"In the past we've used a Research Al pha team Wy
don't you head over there; and I'Il get the authorization for
you while you're en route,”

" Good. "

Hi s tone was brisk. Hi s sense of inadequacy waned.
Reporter Lei gh was hinsel f again.

\Y

Even optimum detector equipnent has its linmtations. The
Dreegh version pointed accurately toward Wl liam Lei gh
Its fix on himwas unshakably steady.

But it was |ike a conpass. True, a conpass needle indi-
cates the direction of the nagnetic north pole. But it says
not hi ng about what that pole is doing, or what else is
there, or who is talking to whomon the surface, or if there
are buil di ngs near by.

For that—+o determ ne what the reporter was doi ng—
they had to sneak up into the night sky, and watch as the
i ndi cator system presently pointed straight down at a com

pl ex of glass and steel buildings, which identified thensel ves
with a sign in lights:
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RESEARCH ALPHA
Scientific Studies

Jeel, naturally, tried to ride a spy ray down on the point-
er's fix; but it was bounced back at himby a crude screen
Crude in the sense that the energies involved primarily

di storted the incom ng wave; and what came back was gib-
berish. Wich was crude all right, but good enough

Jeel said irritably, "Looks like he's gone for expert ad-
vice. So rather than go in and tangle with that field, we'll
wait until he cones out, and follow himhone."

The woman sai d not hing. She recognized that this | ow

| evel culture neverthel ess had atom c energy, and vast, es-
tabl i shed bases of energy, which a single spaceship, despite
its superior equipnment, sinply did not confront directly.

So she waited with her conpanion, patiently.

Wl liam Leigh," said the report on Hanmond's desk,
"currently reporter for Planetarian Service, was born 28
years ago in mddle western North Anerica to Cynthia

Coster Leesoff and Jan Leesoff, respectively teacher and
farnmer. Family legally changed name to Lei gh when young

Wl liamwas seven. Was poor student in |ower schools, fair
student in high school, and made it through college, receiv-
ing his B.A fromWstern State of Agua with an average of
B+.

"After graduation began journalistic career as a reporter

with International News Survey Syndicate. Had average ca-

reer until, at age 25, was seriously injured in the India riots
of '57. Hospitalized, expected to die, he made an al nost

m racul ous recovery. At which tinme he began a nore dy-

nam c career, indicating that the body-m nd was unusually
overstimul ated by the accident.

"His I.Q in college tests was never higher than 123—
which is surely a mnimumrequirenent for college as well
as for journalismas a profession. Though no subsequent
tests were nade, we nmay conjecture fromhis career since
then—so much nore dynanic and intelligent—that he now
has an |.Q of at least 135 or 140—

Hamond, a cal mfaced, handsone man of about forty,
thoughtfully studi ed the photograph of WIliam Leigh that

was attached to the report. Finally, he glanced up at Hel en
Wendel I . "Unusual |y good-1ooking man," he said. "Anything
on his femal e associ ati ons?"

"He was engaged to be nmarried at the tinme of his acci-
dent," the worman replied. "After conming out of the hos-
pital, broke that engagenent, and has had a nunber of
casual associations since then. Wwuld you like to hear the
tape of his neeting with our science tean?"

The Executive Director and First Vice President of Re-
search Al pha shook his head. "Summarize it for nme."
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The wonman, who | ooked about thirty, said, "I brought

this matter to your personal attention because Lei gh nmade

what you and | are in a position to know is an accurate

anal ysis of the vanpires as being fromspace, and of Pro-
fessor Ungarn and his daughter as al so being extraterres-
trials. Qur earth scientists teamnaturally listened to his ac-
count sceptically and suggested that one of our own seal ed
psychol ogy machi nes be sent over to his hotel room This is
bei ng done, and the machine will do its work on himtonight
whil e he sleeps.”

"Do you think it will verify his story?"

"l doubt it. | think the girl—Patricia Ungarn—successfully
erased the evidence."

After a brief silence, the wonan went on, "Do you think
I should call one of the warden ships to cone to the solar
syst enf"

Hammond shook his head. "The reason | was silent a

monent ago is because | was considering what | should and
should not reveal to you. I'ma little startled to realize how
much tinme has gone by since Sloane spoke to ne about this
matter—back in '57." Sl oane was president of Research

Al pha. "He had had a comuni cation that a basic solution

woul d occur in three years."

Hel en's eyes wi dened. "Are you using basic in a precise
sense?"

Hanmond nodded, but said not hi ng.

"Ch, ny God!" said the woman, awed. "Then this re-
porter—W | Iliam Lei gh—has intruded where he is utterly un-
qualified."

That brought a faint smle. "Well, ny dear, when you
put it like that, | can only say, 'Wwo here on earth is
qualified?' "

"l suppose you're right."

"We'l|l have to be extra careful," said the man. "Those

Dreeghs are, on one level, no snarter than sone of the ex-
traterrestrial s—+i ke oursel ves, for exanpl e—who have been
here quite a while. But they are the only immortals in the
known universe in the bel ow 1000 I.Q Ilevel. That nmkes
them sharper, in the sense that they have had so incredibly
much experience." His smle broadened. "So |'ve al ready

had two calls requesting sanctuary, believe it or not. It

| ooks like we'll have the interstellar community |iving be-
hind the screens here at Al pha until that basic solution is
achi eved. "

"No attenpt to influence?"
"None. "

"What about the human beings WIliam Lei gh contacted
in the organization?"

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (20 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:19 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt
"Cet me a list."”

The list was presently laid on his desk. It consisted of
three nanes: Dr. Henry d oge, Barbara Ellington, and
Vince Strather. "Hmm" said Hammond, "d oge, eh. Wo
are the others?"

"Barbara is a typist in the stenography pool downstairs,
and Vince works as a second cl ass photo technician in one
of the labs."

Hammond nodded decisively. "Figure out a mssion for
each of themthat'|ll take themto one of our European or
Asian facilities during the crisis."

"1 suppose"—doubtful l y—=I could say to Barbara and
Vince that they're being considered for pronotion."

"That's as good as anything. Have them out of the coun-
try by mdnight, if possible.”

\

The little glistening balls of the nechanical psychol ogi st

whirred faster and faster. They becane a single, glow ng

circle in the darkness. And not till then did the first, delicious
whi ff of psycho-gas touch his nostrils. He felt hinself drifting,
slipping. A voice began to speak in the dimdistance, so far

away that not a word canme through. There was only the

sound, the faint, curious sound, and the feeling, stronger
every instant, that he would soon be able to hear the fasci-
nating things it seened to be saying.

The longing to hear, to beconme a part of the swelling,
murmuring sound tugged at him in little rhythmcal, wave-
like surges. And still the prom se of neaning was unful filled.
Private thoughts ended utterly. Only the m ndl ess chant re-

mai ned and the pl easing gas holding himso close to sleep,

its fl ow neverthel ess so delicately adjusted that his m nd
hovered ninute after nmnute on the ultinmte abyss of con-
sciousness. He lay, finally, still partially awake, but even the
voi ce was merging now i nto blackness. It clung for a while,

a gentle, friendly, nelodious sound in the renote background
of his brain, beconming nore renbote with each passing in-

stant. He slept, a deep, hypnotic sleep, as the nachi ne purred
on.

When Lei gh opened his eyes, the bedroom was dark ex-

cept for the floor |anp beside a corner chair. It illumnated
the darkly dressed wonman who sat there, all except her face,
whi ch was in shadow above the circle of light. He nust have
moved, for the shadowed head suddenly | ooked up from

some sheets of typewiter-size paper. The voice of Merla,

the Dreegh, said:

"The girl did a very good job of erasing your subcon-
sci ous nmenories. There's only one possible clue to her iden-
tity and—=

Her words went on, but his brain jangled themto sense-
| essness in that first shock of recognition. It was too nuch,
too nmuch fear in too short a tinme. For a nonment, he was
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like a child, and strange, cunning, intense thoughts of escape
came. If he could slide to the side of the bed, away from
where she was sitting, and run for the bathroom door—

"Surely, M. Leigh," the wonan's voice reached toward

him "you know better than to try anything foolish. And,
surely, if | had intended to kill you, | would have done it
much nore easily while you were asl eep.”

Leigh lay still, gathering his thoughts and licking dry lips.
Her words were not reassuring. "Wat—-do—you—want?"
he managed finally.

"Information!" Laconically. "Wat was that girl?"

"I don't know." He stared into the hal f-gloom where
her face was. H s eyes were nore accustoned to the |ight
now, and he could catch the faint, golden glint of her hair.

"I thought —you knew." He went on nmore swiftly, "I
t hought you knew the Gal actic Qohserver; and that inplied
the girl could be identified any time."

He had the inpression she was sniling. She said, "Qur
statenent to that effect was designed to throw both you and
the girl off guard, and constituted the partial victory we
snat ched from what had becone an inpossible situation."

The body sickness was still upon Leigh. But the desperate
fear that had produced it faded before the inplications of
her confession of weakness. These Dreeghs were not so

super human as he had thought. Relief was foll owed by cau-
tion. Careful, he warned hinself, it wouldn't be wise to un-
derestimate. But he couldn't hel p saying:

"I"d like to point out that even your so-called snatching
of victory fromdefeat was not so well done. Your husband's
- statement that you could pick me up any time could easily
have spoiled the picking."

The woman's voice was faintly contenptuous. "If you

knew anyt hi ng of psychol ogy, you would realize that the
vague phrasing of the threat actually lulled you. Certainly,
you failed to take even m ni mum precautions. And the girl
has made no effort to protect you."

The suggestion of deliberately subtle tactics brought to
Leigh a twinge of returning alarm Deep inside him he

t hought: Wat ending did the Dreegh woman plan for this
strange neeting?

"You realize, of course," the Dreegh said softly, "that you
will either be of value to us alive—er dead. There are no
easy alternatives. | would advise alertness and sincerity in
your cooperation. You are in this affair without any limta-
tions."

So that was the idea. A thin bead of perspiration trickled

down Leigh's cheek. H's fingers trenbled as he reached for a
cigarette on the table beside the bed. He was shakily lighting the
cigarette when his gaze fastened on the wi ndow. That brought

a faint shock. For it was raining, a furious rain that ham
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mered soundl essly agai nst the noi seproof gl ass.

He pictured the bleak, enmpty streets, their brilliance

dull ed by the black, rain-filled night. Deserted streets—de-
serted Leigh. For he was deserted here. Al the friends he
had, scattered over the great reaches of the earth, couldn't
add one ounce of strength, or bring one real ray of hope to
himin this darkened room against this woman who sat so
calmMmy under the light, studying himfrom shadowed eyes.

Wth an effort, Leigh steadied hinself. He said, "I gather
that's nmy psychograph report you have in your hand. Wat
does it say?"

"Very di sappointing." Her voice seened far away.
"There's a warning in it about your diet. It seens your neals
are irregular."

She was playing with him The attenpt at hunor made

her seem nore inhuman, not |ess. For, sonehow, the words
cl ashed unbearably with the reality of her; the dark im
mensity of space across which she had come, the unnatura
lusts that had brought her and the man to unprotected
Earth. Leigh shivered. Then he thought fiercely, "Dam it,
I"mscaring nyself. So long as she stays in her chair, she
can't pull the vanpire on ne."

Al oud he said, "If there's nothing in the psychograph,
then I"'mafraid | can't help you. You might as well |eave.
Your presence isn't adding to ny happiness."

In a dimway, he hoped she'd | augh. But she didn't. She

sat there, her eyes glinting dully out of the gloom At |ast
she said, "W'll go through this report together. | think we
can safely omt the references to your health as being irrele-
vant. But there are a nunber of factors that | want devel -
oped. Wo is Professor Ungarn?"

"A scientist." Leigh spoke frankly. "He invented this sys-
tem of mechani cal hypnosis, and he was called in when the
dead bodi es were found because the killings seemed to have
been done by perverts.”

"Have you any know edge of his physical appearance?"

"I've never seen him" Leigh said nore slowy. "He never
gives interviews and his photograph is not avail abl e now.
I'"ve heard stories, but— He hesitated. He was giving her
general know edge only, but even that coul d be dangerous.

"These stories,"” the woman said, "do they give the im
pression that he's a man of inordinate magnetic force, but
with lines of nental suffering etched in his face, and a sort
of resignation?"

"Resignation to what?" Leigh exclained sharply. "I

haven't the faintest idea what you're tal king about. |'ve only
seen phot ographs, and they show a fine, rather sensitive,
tired face."

She said, "There would be nore information in any |i-
brary?"
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"Or in the Planetarian Service norgue," Leigh said, and

could have bitten off his tongue for that bit of gratuitous
i nformation.

"Morgue?" said the wonan.

Lei gh explained, but his voice was trenbling with self-
rage. For seconds now the feeling had been grow ng on

him Was it possible this devilish woman was on the right
track? And getting danmagi ng answers out of him because he
dared not stop and organize for lying. He had an incongru-
ous sense of the unfairness of the abnormally swift way she
had sol ved the Cbserver's identity. Because, dam it, it
coul d be Professor Ungarn

Ungarn was a nysterious figure, a scientist, great inventor
in a dozen highly conplicated, widely separated fields. He
had a hone near one of Jupiter's moons, and he had a
daughter naned Patricia. Good heavens, Patrick—Patricial

Hi s shaky stream of thoughts ended as the wonan said,
"Can you have your office send the information to your
recorder here?"

"Y-yes." His reluctance was so obvious that the wonan

bent into the light. For a nmonent, her golden hair glittered;
her pale blue eyes glowed at himin a strangely hunorl ess,
sat ani ¢ amusenent.

"Ah!" she said. "You think so, too?"

She | aughed, an odd, nusical laugh, odd in that it was

at once so curt and so pleasant. The |augh ended abruptly,
unnaturally, on a high note. And then—al though he had

not seen her nove—there was a netal thing in her hand,
pointing at him Her voice cane at himwith a brittle, jar-
ring conmmand, "You will clinmb out of the bed, operate the
recorder, and naturally you will do nothing and say not hing
but what is necessary."

Lei gh noved slowy to obey the woman's command. As

he stood up, the room swayed dizzily. He thought sickly:

If only he could faint. But he recogni zed that that was
beyond the power of his tough body. It was disnmay that

made him so shivery. Annoyingly, he grew steadier even as

he wal ked to the recorder. For the first time in his life, he
hated the resilience of his strength. He set the nmachi ne, and
sai d:

"This is WIlliamLeigh. Gve nme all the dope you' ve got
on Professor Garrett Ungarn."

There was a pause, then a brisk voice said, "You ve got
it. Sign the form™

Lei gh signed, and watched the signature dissolve into the

machine. It was then, as he was straightening, that the
woman said, "Shall | read it here, Jeel, or shall we take the
machi ne with us?"

Lei gh blinked, and whirled; and then, very carefully,
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he sat down on the bed. The Dreegh, Jeel, was leaning idly
agai nst the janb of the bathroom door, a dark, malignantly
handsonme man, with a faint, unpleasant smle on his |ips.
Behi nd hi m-ncredi bly, behind him through the open bat h-
room door, was, not the gleaning bath, but another door;

and beyond that door still another door, and beyond that the
control room of the Dreegh spaceshi p!

There it was, exactly as he had seen it in the solid
ground under Constantine's. He had the same partial view
of the sunptuous cot, the inposing section of instrunent
board, the tastefully padded floor. In his bathroom

Lei gh thought insanely: "I keep ny spaceship in ny bath-
room of course."

It was the Dreegh's voice that drew his brain fromits

di zzy contenpl ati on. The Dreegh said, "I think we'd bet-

ter leave. |'mhaving difficulty holding the ship on the alter-
nation of space-time planes. Bring the nan and the nachine
and—=

Leigh didn't hear the last word. He jerked his mnd all
the way out of the bathroom "You're—taki ng—e?"

"Way, of course.” It was the woman who spoke. "You've
been promi sed to ne, and besides, we'll need your help in
finding Ungarn's neteor."

Lei gh sat quiet, and wi thout plans of his own. He saw

after a nonent that the rain was still beating against the

gl ass, great sparkling drops that washed nurkily down

the broad panes. And he saw that the night was dark. Dark
night, dark rain, dark destiny—they fitted his dark, grim

t houghts. Wth an effort he forced his body and his mind to
rel ax. When at last he faced his alien captors again, Reporter
Lei gh was cold with acceptance of his fate, and ready to

fight for his life.

"I can't think of a single reason," he said, "why | should
go with you. And if you think I'mgoing to hel p you destroy
the observer, you're crazy."

The wonman said matter-of-factly, "There was a pass-

ing reference in your psychograph to a Ms. Jan Lei gh, who

lives in avillage called Relton, on the Pacific coast. W could
be there in half an hour, your nother and her hone de-

stroyed within a ninute after that. O, perhaps, we could
add her blood to our reserves."

"She would be too old,"” the man said in a chill tone. "W
do not want the blood of old people.”

It was the icy objection that brought horror to Leigh. He
had a nental picture of a silent, imensely swift ship sweep-
ing out of the eastern night, over the peaceful hamet. The
destroyi ng energy would reach down, and the ship would

sweep on over the long, dark waters to the west.

The deadly picture faded. The wonman was sayi ng, gen-
tly, "Jeel and | have evolved an interesting little system of
i nterviewi ng human beings of the |ower order. For some
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reason, he frightens people nerely by his presence. Sinlar-
Iy, people develop an unnatural fear of nme when they see ne
clearly in a strong light. So we have always tried to arrange
our neetings with human beings with me sitting in sem dark-
ness and Jeel in the background. It has proved very effec-
tive."

She stood up, a tall, lithely built, shadowed figure in a
rather tight-fitting skirt and a dark bl ouse. She finished,
"But now, shall we go? You bring the machine, M. Leigh."

"Il take it," said the Dreegh.

Lei gh gl anced sharply at the | ean, sinewed face of the
terrible man, startled at the instant, accurate suspicion of his
own desperate intention

The Dreegh | ooned over the small machine, where it
stood on a corner desk. "How does it work?" he asked.

Lei gh stepped forward. There was still a chance that

he coul d manage this w thout additional danger to anyone.

Not that it would be nore than a vexation, unless, as their
suggesti on about finding the Ungarn meteor indicated, they
headed straight out to space. If they did that, then he m ght
actually delay them He said, "Press the key marked 'Titles,'
and the machine will type all the main headings."

"That sounds reasonable.” The long, grimfaced head
nodded. The Dreegh reached forward, pressed the button
The recorder hummed softly, and a section of it it up,
showi ng typed |ines under a transparent covering. There
were several headi ngs.

" '—H s Meteor Hone,'" read the Dreegh. "That's what
I want. VWhat is the next step?"

"Press the key marked ' Subheads.'"

Lei gh was suddenly shaky. He groaned inwardly. Was it
possible this creature-nan was going to obtain the informa-

tion he wanted? Certainly, such a trenendous intelligence
woul d not easily be led away from | ogi cal sequence. He
forced hinmself to grimess. He'd have to take a chance.

"The subhead | desire," said the Dreegh, "is nmarked 'Lo-
cation.' And there is a nunber, one, in front of it. \Wat
next ?"

"Press Key No. 1," Leigh said, "then press the key lettered
" General Release.'"

The nonent he had spoken, he grew taut. If this worked,
and there was no reason why it shouldn't, Key No. 1 would
impart all the information under that heading. And surely
the man woul d not want nore until later. After all, this
was only a test. They were in a hurry. And | ater, when the
Dreegh discovered that the "General Rel ease" key had dis-
solved all the other information, it would be too |ate.

The t hought di mred. Leigh started. The Dreegh was
staring at himbleakly. The man said, "Your voice has been
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i ke an organ; each word uttered full of subtle shadi ngs that
mean much to the sensitive ear. Accordingly"—a ferocious

smile twisted the | ean face—I| shall press Key No. 1. But
not 'General Release.' And as soon as |'ve exanmined the little
story on the recorder, | shall attend to you for that at-

tenpted trick. The sentence is—death."
"Jeel !'"

"Death!" reiterated the man flatly. And the woman was
silent.

There was silence, then, except for the subdued hunm ng

of the recorder. Leigh's nmind was al nost without thought.

He felt fleshless, and only gradually did he realize that he
was waiting here on the brink of a night darker than the

bl ack wastes of space fromwhich these nonster hunans

had cone.

He felt a kinship with the black rain that poured with

such solid, noiseless power against the glinting panes. His
ai m ess gaze returned to the recorder machine, and to the
grimman who stood so thoughtfully staring down at the
words it was unfolding. H's thought quickened. And, sud-
denly, there was purpose in him

If death was inescapable, at |east he could try again,
sonmehow, to knock down that "General Rel ease" key. He
stared at the key, neasuring the distance. Three feet, he

t hought, perhaps four. If he should fling hinmself toward it,
how coul d even a Dreegh prevent the dead weight of his

body and his extended fingers fromacconplishing such a

sinple mission? After all, his sudden action had once be-
fore frustrated the Dreeghs by allowing the Ungarn girl—n
spite of her denials—+to get her gun into position for firing.

He saw that the Dreegh was turning away fromthe na-
chine. The man pursed his lips, but it was the woman, Merl a,
who spoke from where she stood in the gl oom

"Wl | 2"

The man frowned. "The exact |ocation is nowhere on rec-

ord. Apparently, there has been no devel opnent of neteors
in this system | suspected as nuch. After all, space trave
has only existed a hundred years; and the new pl anets and
the moons of Jupiter have absorbed all the energies of

expl oring, exploiting nman."

"l could have told you that," said Leigh.

If he could nmbove a little to one side of the recorder, so
that the Dreegh would have to do nore than sinply put his
arm out —

The nman was saying, "There is, however, a reference to
some man who transports food and nerchandi se fromthe
moon Europa to the Ungarns. We will ... er ... persuade
this man to show us the way."

"One of these days," said Leigh, "you' re going to discover
that all human bei ngs cannot be persuaded. What pressure
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are you going to put on this chap? Suppose he hasn't got a
nmot her . "

"He has—tife!" said the woman softly.

"One | ook at you," Leigh snapped, "and he'd know t hat
he'd | ose that, anyway."

As he spoke, he stepped to the left, one short step. He
had an i npul se to say sonething, anything to cover the
action. But his voice had betrayed himonce. And actually,
it might already have done so again. The cold face of the
man was al nost too enigmatic.

"W could,"” said the woman, "use WIIliam Leigh to per-
suade him™"

The words were softly spoken, but they shocked Lei gh

For they offered a distorted hope. And that shattered his
will to action. H's purpose faded into renoteness. He fought
to draw that hard determi nation back into his consciousness.
He concentrated his gaze on the recorder machine, but the
worman was speaking again; and his mnd wouldn't hold
anyt hi ng except the urgent neani ng of her words:

"He is too valuable a slave to destroy. W can al ways
take his bl ood and energy, but now we nmust send himto

Europa, there to find the freighter pilot of the Ungarns,

and actually acconpany himto the Ungarn neteor. If he

could investigate the interior, our attack m ght conceivably
be sinmplified, and there is just a possibility that there m ght
be new weapons, of which we should be inforned. W

must not underestimate the science of the great Gal actics.
Naturally, before we allowed Leigh his freedom we would

do a little tanpering with his mnd, and so blot out fromhis
conscious mnd all that has happened in this hotel room The
identification of Professor Ungarn as the Galactic Cbserver
we woul d make plausible for Leigh by a little rewiting of
hi s psychograph report; and tonmorrow he will awaken in

his bed with a new purpose, based on sone sinple human

i mpul se such as love of the girl."

The very fact that the Dreegh, Jeel, was allow ng her

to go on, brought the first, faint color to Leigh's cheeks,
a thin flush at the enornous series of betrayals she was
expecting of him Neverthel ess, so weak was his resistance
to the idea of continued life, that he could only snap: "If
you think I"'mgoing to fall in love with a dane who's got
twice ny 1.Q, you' re—=

The wonman cut himoff. "Shut up, you fool! Can't you see
|'"ve saved your |ife?"

The man was cold, ice-cold. "Yes, we shall use him not
because he is essential, but because we have time to search
for easier victories. The first nenbers of the Dreegh tribe
will not arrive for a nmonth and a half, and it will take M.
Leigh a nonth of that to get to the noon, Europa, by one

of Earth's primtive passenger liners. Fortunately, the near-
est Galactic mlitary base is well over three nmonths distant
—by Gal actic ship speeds.
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"Finally"—with a disconcerting, tigerish sw ftness the
Dreegh whirled full upon Leigh, eyes that were |ike pools
of black fire neasured his own startled stare—as a rem nd-
er to your subconscious of the error of trickery, and as
compl et e puni shment for past and—nt ended—ef f enses,

thist™"

Despairingly, Leigh twisted away fromthe nmetal that
glowed at him H's nuscles tried horribly to carry out the
pur pose that had been working to a crisis inside him He

I unged for the recorder—but sonething caught his body.
Sonet hi ng not physi cal

The pain that struck himseenmed nortal. There was no
visible flame of energy, only that glow at the nmetal source.

But his nerves withed; enornous forces contorted his throat
muscl es; froze the screamthat quivered there. H s whole
bei ng wel comed t he bl ackness that mercifully blotted out

the hellish pain.

VI |

As the scene faded, Hamond turned away fromthe

viewpl ate and sniled at Hel en Wendell. "So that," he said,
"is the notorious Dreegh vanpire. Life has its nonents,
doesn't it?"

The woman nodded soberly. "I've known of themall ny

life, and here on this renote planet we finally get to see
one. O rather— She shuddered in a genteel way—-two."

She added, "That worman was absolutely awful." She grew
thoughtful. "Do you think they suspected that we were using
the mechani cal psychol ogi st as an internediary for observ-

i ng then?"

"Jeel looked it over for any threat,"” was the reply. "Wen
there was none of that, I"'msure he didn't care about any-
thing else.™

He had been sitting on a couch in front of the view ng
instrument. Now he rose and wal ked over to his desk; sat
down behind it. H's conpanion followed. She was a |issone
worman, qui ck and graceful, and she settled into the chair
across fromhimw th easy strength.

"What do we do now?" she asked

"Still nothing. Don't forget, we're watching a police oper-
ation which one of the Great Ones initiated all of three
earth years ago." He seened strangely stinulated by the
thought. "Do you realize," he asked, "that we nmay actually
have the trenmendous experience of being privy to an entire
operation by one of these super-beings? This could be the
educational opportunity of our lifetine."

" Hmm "

The strong, handsone face | ooked benused. "It's interest-
ing that a Geat Galactic finally noticed the Dreegh situation

at all. There's so nuch nmurder and war anong the thou-
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sands of lower races in this part of the universe that, from
above, it nust look like alnost featurel ess carnage."

Hel en Wendel |l confessed, "I have to admt that sometines
it also | ooks that way to me."

He frowned. "One thing, though, the fact that the presi-
dent of Research Al pha was advised in advance suggests to
me that we will eventually be directly involved."

"Ch, ny God!" said the wonman.

"So tell ne: where are the three people you listed for ne
| ast eveni ng? Barbara Ellington, Vince Strather, and Dr.
G oge. Were they successfully transported?”

"Getting Dr. doge off was not easy. He has the Orega
Project, you know. But apparently there is an Asian chamne-
| eon that he's been wanting to test. So he's going to our
Tokyo facility to observe the chaneleon in a sinulation of
its natural habitat."

The wonman continued, "The young man, Vince, was hot

too eager to go out of the country. He's an angry type;
and, though he didn't say it in so many words, | gather he
suspects sonebody in his departnent is trying to maneuver
hi mout of there. So—faint snle—with himit was not
the pronise of a new job, but reassurance that he would
get his old one back."

"l see you're as skillful as ever," said the nman

"Anyway, " said the worman, "they're at our British facil-
ity. | nust say | can inagine the possibility of a super-
scientist such as Dr. d oge being of sone vague interest to
the Dreeghs, but"-—she shrugged dism ssingly—these two
young people, no."

Hammond was grim "My dear, |'mtaking the attitude

that there are no coincidences in this affair. So the deepen-
ing role of WIlliam Leigh, a reporter, is significant. And his
accidental —as you terned it—eontacting of three enpl oyees

of Research Al pha needs to be noted."

"VWhat about the science teamthat questioned Lei gh?"

"I'"ve considered that. They were assigned objectively at
random So it's not the sane."

"l have their nanmes, in case you ever want them"

"Good." He stood up, smling. "Now, let's go back to
bed. "

They both left the room
VI

On the third day Europa began to give up sonme of the

sky to the vast mass of Jupiter behind it. The engi nes that
so inperfectly transformed nagnetic attraction to a half-
hearted repul sion functioned nore and nore snoothly as

the conplication of gravitic pull and counterpull yielded to
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di stance. The old, slow, snall freighter scurried on into the
i mrense, envel opi ng night; and the days dragged i nto weeks,
the weeks crawl ed their drab course toward the full nonth.

On the thirty-seventh day, the sense of slowi ng up was so
distinct that Leigh crept dully out of his bunk, and croaked,
"How rmuch farther?"

The stolid-faced space tracker grinned at him The man's

nane was Hanardy, and he said now matter-of-factly,

"We're just pulling in. See that spot of light over to the left?
It's noving this way."

He ended with a rough synpathy. "Been a tough trip,
eh? Tougher'n you figgered when you offered to wite up
my little route for your big syndicate."

Lei gh scarcely heard. He was clawi ng at the porthol e,
straining to penetrate the blackness. At first his eyes kept
bl i nki ng conpul sively, and nothing came. Stars were out
there, but it was |long seconds before his bl eary gaze nmade
out noving lights. He counted themw th sluggi sh puzzl e-

ment. "One, two, three—seven— he counted. "And al
traveling together."

"What's that?" Hanardy bent beside him "Seven?"

There was a brief silence between themas the lights grew
visibly dimw th distance and w nked out.

"Too bad," Leigh ventured, "that Jupiter's behind us.
They mightn't fade out like that in silhouette. Wich one
was Ungarn's neteorite?"

Hanardy stood up, his heavy face dark with frown. He
said slowy, "Those were ships. | never saw ships go so fast
before. They were out of sight in less than a mnute."

The frown faded fromhis stolid face. He shrugged. " Sone
of those new police ships, | guess. And we nust have seen
themfroma funny angle for themto disappear so fast."

Lei gh half sat, half knelt, frozen into inmbility. And
after that one swift glance at the pilot's rough face, he
averted his own. For a monent, the black fear was in him
that his wild thoughts would bl aze from his eyes.

Dreeghs! Two and a half nmonths had wound their slow
course since the nurders. Mdire than a nonth to get from
Earth to Europa, and now this mserable, |onely journey

wi th Hanardy, the man who trucked for the Ungarns. Ev-

ery day of that time he had known with inner certainty that
the danger had not basically altered but had assumed a
more hidden form The one fortunate reality in the whole
affair was that he had wakened on the norning after the
mechani cal psychol ogi st test froma dream ess sl eep; and
there in the psychograph report was the identification of
Ungarn as the Qhserver, and the statenment, borne out by

an all too familiar enotional tension, that he was in |ove
with the girl.

Now this! His mnd flared. Dreeghs in seven ships. That
meant the first had been reinforced by many. And perhaps
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the seven were only a reconnai ssance group, W thdraw ng
at Hanardy's approach. O perhaps those fantastic nurder-
ers had already attacked the Cbserver's base. Perhaps the
girl was dead.

He watched uneasily as the Ungarn neteorite nade a

dark, glinting path in the bl ackness to one side. The two

obj ects, the ship and the bl eak, rough-shaped mass of me-
tallic stone drew together in the night, the ship slightly
behind. A great steel door slid open in the rock. Skillfully,
the ship glided into the chasm There was a noisy clicking.
Hanardy cane out of the control room his face dark with
puzzl erment .

"Those damm ships are out there again," he said. "l've
closed the big steel locks, but I'd better tell the professor
and—

Crash! The world jiggled. The floor cane up and hit Leigh
with a violent blow. He lay there, cold in spite of the
t houghts that burned at fire heat in his mnd. For sone
reason, the vanpires had waited until the freighter was
i nside. Then instantly, ferociously, attacked. |In packs!

"Hanardy!" A vibrant girl's voice blared fromone of the
| oud- speakers.

The pilot sat up shakily on the floor, where he had fallen,
near Leigh. "Yes, Mss Patricia."

"You dared to bring a stranger with you!"

"It's only a reporter, mss. He's witing up ny route for
me. "

"You conceited fool! That's WIliam Leigh. He's a hyp-
noti zed spy of those devils who are attacking us. Bring him
imediately to ny apartnment. He nust be killed at once."

"Huh!" Lei gh began, and then stiffened. The pilot was
staring at himfromnarrowi ng eyes, all the friendliness gone
fromhis rough, heavy face. Leigh |aughed curtly. "Don't

you be a fool too, Hanardy. | nade the mi stake once of
saving that young lady's life, and she's -hated ne ever
since."

The heavy face scow ed at him "So you knew her before,
eh. You didn't tell me that. You'd better come al ong before
I sock you one."

Awkwar dly, he drew the gun fromhis side holster and
pointed its ugly snout at Leigh

"Get along!" he said.

Hanardy reached toward an arrangenment of tiny lights

besi de the panel ed door of Patricia Ungarn's apartment—
and Leigh made a single |l eap and struck one bl ow. He

caught the short, heavy body as it fell, grabbed at the
saggi ng gun, |lowered the dead weight to the floor of the
corridor, and then stood like a great animal, straining for
sound.
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Sil ence! He studied the blond panels of the doorway to

the apartment, as if by sheer, savage intentness he would
penetrate their gol den, beautifully grai ned opagueness. It
was the silence that struck himagain, presently, the enpti-
ness of the long, tunnel-like corridors. He thought, amazed:
Was it possible father and daughter actually |ived here

wi t hout conpani ons or servants or any hunan association?
And that they had sone idea that they could withstand the
attack of the mighty and terrible Dreeghs?

They had a | ot of power here, of course. The earth-Ilike
gravity al one woul d take stupendous energy to maintain.

But now, he'd better be on his way before the girl grew

i npati ent and canme out with one of her weapons. What he
must do was quite sinple, unconnected with any nonsense

of spying, hypnotic or otherwi se. He nmust find the conbina-
ti on aut onmobi | e-spaceship in which—-M. Patrick—had es-
caped himthat night after they left Constantine's. And

with that tiny ship, he nust try to slip out of Ungarn's nme-
teorite, sneak through the Dreegh |line, and so head back for
Eart h.

What a fool he'd been, a nediocre human bei ng, niXxing

with such people. The world was full of normal girls of his
own general 1.Q level. Wiy wasn't he safely narried to one
of then? Still thinking about that, he began |aboriously to
drag Hanardy al ong the snmooth fl ooring. Hal fway to the
nearest corner, the man stirred. Wthout hesitation, Leigh
struck himhard with the revolver butt. This was no tine for
squeam shness.

The pilot went |inp again, and the rest was sinple. He
deserted the body as soon as he had pulled it out of sight
around the corner, and raced along the hallway, trying
doors. The first four wouldn't open. The fifth was al so

| ocked, but this time Leigh paused to consider.

It seenmed unbelievable that the whole place was | ocked

up. Two people in an isolated neteorite wouldn't go around
perpetual ly | ocki ng and unl ocki ng doors. Carefully, he ex-
am ned the door before him And found its secret. It opened
to a slight pressure on a tiny, half-hidden push button that
had seened an integral part of the design of the latch. He
st epped through the entrance, then started back with a ter-
rible shock.

The room had no ceiling. Above hi mwas—space. An

ice-cold blast of air swept at him He had a glinpse of gi-
gantic machines in the room machines that dimy resenbl ed
the ultranmodern astronom cal observatory on the noon that
he had visited on opening day two years before. That one,
swift ook was all Leigh allowed hinself. Then he stepped
back into the hallway. The door of the observatory closed
automatically in his face.

As he hurried to the next door, it struck himthat he

had made a fool of hinself. The existence of the cold air
showed that the open effect of the ceiling was only an ill u-
sion of invisible glass. But he decided not to go back

The sixth door opened into a little cubbyhole. A blank
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monent passed before he recognized what it was. An el e-
vat or!

He scranbled in. The farther he got away fromthe

residential floor, the Iess likelihood of quick discovery. He
turned to close the door, and saw that it was shutting
automatically. It clicked softly, then immedi ately started up
Lei gh frowned. The el evator was apparently geared to go

to sone definite point. And that could be very bad. His

eyes searched for controls; but nothing was visible. Gun

poi sed, he stood alert as the el evator stopped. The door slid
open.

Lei gh stared. There was no corridor. The door opened

onto bl ackness. Not the blackness of space with its stars. O
a dark room half revealed by the light fromthe el evator

But bl ackness! Inpenetrable. He put a tentative hand for-
ward, half expecting to feel a solid object. But as his hand
entered the black area, it vanished. He jerked it back, and
stared at it, dismayed. It shone with a light of its own, al
the bones plainly visible.

Swiftly, the light faded, the skin became opaque, but

his whole armpulsed with a pattern of pain. He thought:
Fool, fool! He |laughed bitterly, braced hinself. And then
it happened.

There was a flash out of the blackness. Sonething that
sparkled vividly, something material that blazed a brilliant
path to his forehead—and drew itself inside his head. And

t hen-

He was no longer in the elevator. On either side of him
stretched a long corridor. The stocky Hanardy was just reach-
ing for sonme tiny lights beside the door of Patricia Ungarn's
apartnent. The man's fingers touched one of the lights. It

di med. Softly, the door opened. A young wonan with

proud, insolent eyes and a queenlike bearing stood there.

"Fat her wants you down on Level 4," she said to Han-
ardy. "One of the energy screens has gone down; and he
needs some nachi ne work before he can put up another."

She turned to Leigh. Her voice took on netallic overtones
as she said, "M. Leigh, you can cone in!"

I X

Leigh entered with scarcely a physical trenor. A cool
breeze caressed his cheeks; and there was the liltingly sweet
sound of birds singing in the distance. He stopped as he

saw the sunlit garden beyond the French wi ndows. After a
monent, he thought:

"What happened to nme?"

He put his hands to his head, and felt his forehead, then
hi s whol e head. But nothing was wong, not a contusion, not

a pain. He saw that the girl was staring at him and he real -
i zed that his actions nust seem unutterably queer

"VWhat's the matter with you?" she asked.
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Lei gh | ooked at her suspiciously. He said harshly, "Don't
pul | that innocent stuff. 1've been up in the blackness room
and all I've got to say is, if you're going to kill me, don't
skul k behind artificial night and other trickery."

The girl's eyes, he saw, were narrowed, unpleasantly cold.

"l don't know what you're trying to pretend," she said icily.
"I assure you it will not postpone the death we have to dea
you." She hesitated, then finished sharply, "The what

roon®?"

Lei gh expl ai ned, puzzled by her puzzlenent, then annoyed
by the contenptuous snile that cane into her face. She cut
himoff curtly, "l've never heard a | ess bal anced story.
If your intention was to astound ne and del ay your death
with that inprobable tale, it has failed. You nmust be mad.
You didn't knock out Hanardy, because when | opened the
door, Hanardy was there, and | sent himdown to Father."

"See here!" Leigh began. Then he stopped. Because Han-
ardy had been there as she opened the door! And yet ear-
lier—

When?

Doggedl y, Lei gh pushed the thought on: Earlier, he had
attacked Hanardy. And then he—tei gh—had gone up in an

el evator; and then, sonehow, back. He began to feel un-
bal anced. Wth trenbling ringers, he felt his head again.
And it was absolutely normal. Only, he thought, there was
sonmething inside it that sparkled and tingled.

Wth a start, he saw that the girl was drawing a gun from
a pocket of her sinple white dress. He stared at the weapon,
and he thought, "1've got to delay her some nore."

He said urgently, "lI'mgoing to assune you're puzzled by
my words. Let's begin at the beginning. There is such a
room is there not?"

"Pl ease," said the girl wearily, "let us not have any of
your logic. My 1.Q is 243, yours is 132. So | assure you
I am quite capabl e of reasoning from any begi nning you can
think of." She went on, her |low voice curt, "There is no

"bl ackness' room as you call it, no sparkling thing that
crawl s inside a human head. There is but one fact: The
Dreeghs in their visit to your hotel room hypnotized you;
and this curious mind illusion can only be a result of that
hypnoti sm-don't argue with me—

Wth a savage gesture of her gun, she cut off his attenpt
to speak. "There's no tine. For sone reason, the Dreeghs
did sonething to you. Why? Wat did you see in those
roons?"

As he expl ai ned and described, Leigh realized that he
woul d have to attack her, and take all the attendant risk
The purpose was a taut thing in his nmind as he obeyed her
moti on and went ahead of her into the corridor. It was
there, an icy deternination, as he counted the doors from
the corner where he had |l eft the unconsci ous Hanardy.
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"One, two, three, four, five. This door!" he said.
"Open it!" the girl said.

He did so; and his | ower jaw sagged. He was staring into

a fine, cozy roomfilled with shelf on shelf of beautifully
bound books. There were confortable chairs, a magnificent
handwoven rag rug, and a desk.

It was the girl who closed the door firmy and once nore
nmot i oned hi m ahead of her. They canme to the sixth room

"And this is your elevator?"

Lei gh nodded nutely; and because his whol e body was

shaki ng, he was only dinmy surprised that there was no el e-
vator, but only a long, enpty, silent corridor. The girl was
standing with her back partly to him and if he hit her, it
woul d knock her head agai nst the doorjanb.

The sheer brutality of the thought was what stopped
him held himfor an instant. And then it was too |late. The
girl whirled and | ooked straight into his eyes.

Her gun cane up and pointed steadily. "Not that way,"

she said quietly. "For a nmonent | was w shing you would

have the nerve to try it. But that would be the weak way

for me." Her eyes glowed with pride. "After all, 1've killed
bef ore through necessity, and hated it. You can see that,
because of what the Dreeghs have done to you, it is neces-
sary."

Her voice was curt again. "So back to ny roons. | have a
space |lock there to get rid of your body. Mve!"

It was the enptiness, the silence except for the faint click
of their shoes that caught at Leigh's nerves. He felt hopel ess
as he wal ked back to the apartnent. He was trapped in this

meteorite, hurtling darkly through the renote wastes of

the Solar System Here in this prison, pursued and attacked
by deadly ships fromthe fixed stars, he was under sentence
of death, the executioner to be a girl. That was the devas-
tating part. He couldn't argue with this young worman. Every
word woul d sound |ike pleading, and that he would not do.

The singing of the birds, as he entered the apartnent,
brought himout of his nental depression. He wal ked to the
stately French wi ndows, and stared at the glorious sumrery
garden. At least two acres of grass and flowers and trees
spread before him There was a w de, deep pool of green,
green water. Everywhere gorgeously colored birds fluttered
and trilled, and over all blazed the glory of brilliant sun-
shi ne.

It was the sunshine that held Leigh longest. Finally, it
seemed to himthat he had the solution. He said in a hushed
voi ce, w thout turning, "The roof—+s an arrangenent —of

magni fying glass. It nmakes the Sun as big as on Earth. Is
that the—=

"You'd better tarn around," cane the hostile, vibrant

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (36 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:19 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

voi ce frombehind him "I don't shoot people in the back
And | want to get this over with."

It was the noralistic snugness of her words that enraged
Lei gh. He whirled. "You dammed little Klugg. You can't
shoot ne in the back, eh? OCh, no! And you couldn't possibly
shoot ne while | was attacking you because that would be
the weak way. It's all got to be nmade right with your con-
sci ence."

He stopped so short that, if he had been running, instead

of talking, he would have stunbled. Figuratively, alnost
literally, he saw Patricia Ungarn for the first tinme since his
arrival. H's mnd had been so concentrated, so absorbed by
deadl y danger —

—For the first tine as a wonan.

Lei gh drew a |l ong breath. Dressed as a man, she had

been yout hfully handsone. Now, she wore a sinple, snhow
white sports dress. It was scarcely nore than a tunic, and
cane wel | above her knees. Her hair shone with a brilliant
brownness, and cascaded down to her shoul ders. Her bare
arms and | egs gl eamed a deep, healthy tan. Pure white
sandal s graced her feet. Her face gave the inpression of
extraordi nary beauty. And then, amazed, he saw that her
perfect cheeks were flushing vividly.

The girl said, "Don't you dare use that word to ne."

She nust have been utterly beside herself with rage. Her
fury was such an enornous fact that Lei gh gasped. Abrupt-
ly, he realized his trenendous opportunity.

"Klugg!" he said. "Klugg, Kl ugg, Klugg! So you realize

now that the Dreeghs had you down pat, that all your

m ghty pretension was sinply your Kl ugg m nd demandi ng
pretentious conpensation for a dreary, lonely life. You had
to think you were sonebody, and yet all the time you nust
have known they'd only ship the tenth-raters to these renote
posts. Klugg, not even Lennel; the Dreegh woman woul dn't
even grant you Lennel status, whatever that is. And she'd
know. Because if you're |.Q 243, the Dreeghs were 400

You' ve realized that, too, haven't you?"

"Shut up! O I'Il kill you by inches!" said Patricia Ungarn.
And Lei gh was amazed to see that she had bl anched under

the tan. Stronger than before, he realized that he had
struck, not only the enotional Achilles' heel of this strange
and terrible young woman, but the very vital roots of her
ment al exi st ence.

"So," he said deliberately, "the high norality is grow ng
dim Now you can torture ne to death without a qual m

And to think that | came here to ask you to marry ne be-
cause | thought a Klugg and a human bei ng m ght get

al ong. "

"You what?" said the girl. Then she sneered. "So that was
the formof their hypnotism They woul d use some sinple

i mpul se for a sinple human mind." She broke off, visibly
fighting for calmess. "I think we've had just about enough.
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I know just the type of thoughts that come to a nmale hu-

man in |ove. Even knowi ng you' re not responsible nmakes the

i dea none the less bearable. | feel sickened, insulted. Know,
pl ease, that ny future husband is arriving with the reinforce-
ments three weeks fromnow. He will be trained to take over
Fat her's wor k—

"Anot her Klugg!" said Leigh, and the girl turned shades
whi ter.

Lei gh stood thunderstruck. In all his life, he had never

seen anyone so violently affected as was this young girl. The
intellectual mask was off, and underneath was a seething

mass of enotions bitter beyond the power of words to ex-
press. Here was evidence of a life so lonely that it strained
his inmagination. Her every word showed an incredible pent-

up masochismas well as sadism for she was torturing her-
self as well as him But he couldn't stop nowto feel sorry

for her. Hs life was at stake, and only nore words could
post pone deat h—er bring the swift and bearabl e surcease of
a bullet fired in passion. He went on grimy:

"I"d like to ask one question. How did you find out ny

I.Q is 132? What special interest made you inquire about

that? Is it possible that, all by yourself here, you, too, had a
speci al type of thought, and that, though your intellect re-
jected such lowmy love, its existence is the mainspring behind
your determination to kill, rather than cure ne? | —=

"That will do," interrupted Patricia Ungarn

It required a nonent for Leigh to realize that in those
few short seconds she had pulled herself conpletely togeth-
er. He watched her tensely as her gun notioned toward a
door he had not noticed before. She said curtly, "I suppose
there is a solution other than death. That is, inmediate
death. And | have decided to accept the resultant |oss of

my spaceship. "

She nodded at the door. "It's there in the air lock. It

wor ks very sinply. The steering wheel pulls up or down or

si deways, and that's the way the ship will go. Just step on
the accelerator, and the machine will go forward. The de-

celerator is the left pedal. The autonpbile wheels fold in
automatically as soon as they lift fromthe ground. Now, get
going. | need hardly tell you that the Dreeghs will probably
catch you. But you can't stay here. That's obvious."

"Thanks." That was all Leigh allowed hinself to say. He

had expl oded an enotional powder keg, and he dared not

tamper with it further. There was a trenendous psychol ogi -

cal nystery here, but it was not for himto solve. Suddenly
shaky fromthe realization of what was still ahead of him he
wal ked gingerly toward the air |ock. And then—

I't happened!

He had a sense of awful nausea. There was a wild swaying
t hrough bl ackness.

And then he was standing at the panel ed doorway | eadi ng
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fromthe corridor to Patricia Ungarn's apartnment. Hanardy

st ood beside him The door opened. The young woman who

stood on the other side of the threshold said strangely fa-
mliar words to Hanardy about going down to the fourth

level to fix an energy screen. Then she turned to Lei gh, and
in a voice hard and netallic said:

"M . Leigh, you can cone in."
X

The crazy part of it was that he walked in with scarcely

a physical trenor. A cool breeze caressed his cheeks. And
there was the liltingly sweet sound of birds singing in the
di stance. Leigh paused uncertainly. By sheer will power he
shook the daze out of his mnd, and bent nentally into the
cycl one path of conplete nenory. Everything was there
suddenly, the way the Dreeghs had come to his hotel
apartnment and ruthlessly forced himto their will, the way
the "bl ackness" room had affected him and how the girl

had spared his life.

For some reason, the whole scene with the girl had been
unsati sfactory to—Jeel; and it was now, fantastically, to be
r epeat ed.

That thought ended. The entire, trenendous reality of

what had happened yielded to a vastly greater fact: There
Was—sonet hi ng—nsi de his head, a physical sonething. In

a queer, horrible, inexperienced way, his mnd instinctively
fought against it. The result was ghastly confusion. Wat-
ever it was, rested inside his head, unaffected by his brain's
feverish contortions, cold, aloof, watching.

Wat chi ng.

Madly, then, he realized what it was. Another m nd.

Lei gh shrank fromthe fact as fromdestroying fire. He
tensed his brain. For a nonment, his frenzy was so great that
his face twisted with the anguish of his efforts. And every-
thi ng bl urred.

Exhausted finally, he sinply stood there. And the thing-
m nd was still inside his head. Untouched.

What had happened to hin?

Shakily, Leigh put his hands up to his forehead. Then he
felt his whole head. There was a vague idea in himthat if
he pressed hard, it would be affected. He jerked his hands
down with an unspoken curse. Damati on on damation, he

was even repeating the actions of this scene. He grew aware
of the girl staring at him He heard her say:

"What's the matter with you?"

It was the sound of the words, exactly the same words,
that did it. He smled wyly. Hs mnd drew back fromthe
abyss where it had teetered. He was sane again.

G oom |y, he recognized that he was still far from nornmal.
Sane yes, but dispirited. Cearly, the girl had no nenory

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (39 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:20 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

of the previous scene, or she wouldn't be parroting. That

t hought ceased, too. A strange thing was happening. The

mnd inside himstirred, and | ooked through his eyes. Looked
intently.

Intently.

The roomand the girl in it changed, not physically, but

subj ectively, in what he saw, in the details. The details

burned at him Furniture and design that a nonment before

had seened a flowing, artistic whole, abruptly showed

flaws, errors in taste and arrangenent and structure. H's

gaze flashed to the garden, and in instants tore it to nental
shreds. Never in all his existence had he seen or felt criticism
on such a high, devastating scale.

Only it wasn't criticism Actually. The mind was indif-
ferent. It saw things. Automatically, it saw sone of the pos-
sibilities. By conparison the reality suffered. It was not a
matt er of anything bei ng hopel essly bad. The wongness

was frequently a subtle thing. Birds not suited, for a dozen
reasons, to their environnent. Shrubs that added infinitesi-
mal di scord, not harnony, to the superb garden.

The mind flashed back fromthe garden; and this tine,

for the first tine, studied the girl. On all Earth, no woman
had ever been so piercingly exam ned. The structure of her
body and her face, to Leigh so finely, proudly shaped, so
gloriously patrician—he found | ow grade now.

An excel | ent exanpl e of | ow grade devel opnent in isola-
tion.

That was the thought, not contenptuous, nor derogatory,
sinply an inmpression by an appallingly direct mnd that saw
overtones, realities behind realities, a thousand facts where
one showed.

There foll owed crystal -cl ear awareness of the girl's psy-
chol ogy, objective admration for the system of isolated up-
bringing that made Klugg girls such fine breeders; and then—

Pur pose
Instantly carried out. Leigh took three swift steps toward

the girl. He was aware of her snatching at the gun in her

pocket. There was startled anmazenment on her face. Then he

had her. Her nuscles withed |ike steel springs. But they

wer e usel ess against his superstrength, his superspeed. He
tied her with sone wire he had noticed in a hal f-opened

cl ot hes cl oset.

Then he stepped back, and to Lei gh cane the shocked
personal thought of the incredible thing that had happened,
conprehension that all this, which seened so normal, was
actual |y so devastatingly superhuman, so swift that-seconds
only had passed since he cane into the room

Hi s private thought ended. He grew aware of the mind,
contenpl ating what it had done, and what it nust do before
the neteorite woul d be conpl etely under control

Vanpire victory was near
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There was a phase of wal king al ong enpty corridors,

down several flights of stairs. Leigh thought dully, his own
personal thought, that the Dreegh seened to know thor-
oughly the interior of the neteorite. Sonehow, during the
periods of transition, of tine manipulated, the creature-

m nd must have used his captive body to explore the place
completely. And now, with sinple, deadly purpose, he was
headi ng for the nachine shops on the fourth level, where

Pr of essor Ungarn and Hanardy | abored to put up another

ener gy defense screen

He found Hanardy al one, working at a | athe that
t hrobbed, and the sound nade it easy to sneak up—

The professor was in a vast room where great engines
hummed a strange, deep tune of titanic power. He was a
tall man, and his back was turned to the door as Leigh en-
tered. But his reactions were nuch quicker than Hanardy's,
qui cker even than the girl's. He sensed danger. He whirled
with a catlike agility. And succunbed instantly to mnuscles
that could have torn himlinb fromlinb. It was during

the binding of the man's hands that Leigh had time for an
i mpr essi on.

In the photographs that Leigh had seen, as he had told
the Dreegh, Merla, in the hotel, the professor's face had
been sensitive, tired-1oo0king, withal noble. He was nore
than that. The man radi ated power, as no photograph could
show it, good power in contrast to the savage, nalignant,
greater power of the Dreegh.

The sense of a powerful personality faded before the aura
of cosmc weariness. It was a lined, an amazingly lined

face. In a flash, Leigh renenbered what the Dreegh wonman

had said. It was all there: deep-graven lines of tragedy and
untold nental suffering, interlaced with a curious peaceful -
ness. Like resignation. On that night nonths ago, he had
asked the Dreegh woman: Resignation to what? And now,

here in this tortured, kindly face was the answer: Resigna-
tion to hell.

Queerly, an unexpected second answer trickled into his

consci ousness: Myrons, they're Galactic norons. Kl uggs. The

t hought seened to have no source; but it gathered strength.
Prof essor Ungarn and his daughter were Kluggs, norons in

the incredible Galactic sense. No wonder the girl had reacted
like a crazy person. Obviously born here, she nust have
guessed the truth only in the |ast two nonths.

The 1. Q of hunman norons wavered between seventy-

five and ninety, of Kl uggs possibly between two hundred and
twenty-five, and, say, two hundred and forty-three. What
could be the nature of Galactic civilization if Dreeghs were
four hundred, and Kluggs of the lowest |.Q range were on
the hi ghest genius level by Earth standards? Sonebody, of
course, had to do the dreary, routine work of civilization
Kl uggs and Lennels and their kind were obviously el ected.
No wonder they |ooked tired with that weight of inferiority
to influence their very nerve and nuscle structure. No won-
der whol e planets were kept in ignorance.
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Leigh left the professor tied hand and foot, and began to
turn off power switches. Sone of the great motors were

sl owi ng noticeably as he went out of that m ghty engine
room The potent hum of power di rmmed.

Back in the girl's room he entered the air |ock, clinbed
into the small autonobile spaceship, and | aunched into the
night. Swiftly, the gleanm ng nmass of neteorite receded into
t he darkness behind him Suddenly, magnetic force rays
caught his tiny craft, and drew it renorselessly toward the
hundred-and-fifty-foot, cigar-shaped nmachi ne that flashed out
of the darkness. He felt the spy rays; and he nust have
been recogni zed. For another ship flashed up to claimhim
Air | ocks opened noisel essly, and shut again. Sickly, Leigh
stared at the two Dreeghs, the tall man and the tall wonan.
He expl ai ned what he had done. Dimy, hopelessly, he won-
dered why he should have to explain. Then he heard Jee

say:

"Merla, this is the nost astoundingly successful case of
hypnotismin our existence. He's done everything. Even the

tiniest thoughts we put into his mnd have been carried out
to the letter. And the proof is, the screens are goi ng down.
Wth the control of this station, we can hold out even after
the Galactic warships arrive, and fill our tankers and our
energy reservoirs for as long as a hundred years."

His excitenent died. He smiled with sudden dry under-
standi ng as he | ooked at the wonman. Then he said | aconical -
ly, "My dear, the reward is all yours. W could have broken
down those screens in another twelve hours, but it would
have neant the destruction of the neteorite. This victory
is so much greater. Take your reporter. Satisfy your crav-
ing—while the rest of us prepare for the occupation. Mean-
while, I'll tie himup for you."

Lei gh thought, a cold, renote thought: The kiss of
death. And shivered in appalled realization of what he had
done.

Xl

He lay on the couch, where Jeel had tied him He was sur-
prised, after a noment, to notice that, though the m nd had
withdrawn into the background of his brain, it was stil
there, cold, steely, abnormally conscious.

He wondered: what possible satisfaction could Jeel obtain
fromexperiencing the nmortal thrill of death with hinP These
peopl e nust be ultimately sadistic. The wonder died |like dry
grass under a heat ray as the worman cane into the room

and glided toward him She smiled. She sat down on the

edge of the couch

"So here you are," she said.

She was, Leigh thought, like a tigress. There was purpose

in every tense nuscle of her long body. In surprise he saw

that she had changed her dress. She wore a sleek, flinsy,
tight-fitting gown that set off in startling fashion her gol den
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hair and starkly white face. He watched her with fascination
He said, "Yes, |'mhere."

Silly words. But he didn't feel silly. He stiffened even as

he spoke. It was her eyes that did it. For the first tine since
he had first seen her, her eyes struck himlike a blow Blue
eyes, and steady. So steady. Not the steady frankness of
honesty. But steady |like dead eyes. A chill grew on Leigh, a
special, extra chill, adding to the ice that was already there
inside him He had the unholy thought that this was a dead
worman, artificially kept alive by the blood and Iife of dead
men and wonen. She smled, but the bl eakness renmained in

those cold, fish eyes. No smle, no warnth could ever bring
light to that chill, beautiful countenance. But she smiled the
formof a snmle, and she said:

"W Dreeghs live a hard, lonely life. So | onely that some-
times | cannot help thinking our struggle to remain alive is
a blind, mad thing. We're what we are through no fault of

our own. It happened during an interstellar flight that took
pl ace a thousand years ago— She stopped, al nbost hope-
lessly. "It seens longer. It nust be longer. |'ve really |ost

track."

She went on, suddenly grim as if the nenory, the very
telling, brought a return of horror, "W were anong severa
t housand hol i dayers who were caught in the gravitationa
pull of a sun, afterward called the Dreegh Sun. Its rays,

i mmrensel y dangerous to human life, infected us all. It was
di scovered that only continuous bl ood transfusions, and the
life force of other human beings could save us. For a while
we received donations; then the government decided to have
us destroyed as hopel ess incurables. W were all young, and
inlove with life, of course. Some hundreds of us had been

expecting the sentence, and we still had friends in the begin-
ning. W escaped. We've been fighting ever since to stay
alive."

And still he could feel no synpathy. It was odd, for al

the thoughts she undoubtedly wanted himto have, cane.
Picture of a bleak, endl ess existence in spaceships, staring
out into the perpetual night. Life processes circunscribed
by the tireless, abnormal needs of bodies gone nmad from
ravenous disease. It was all there, the enotional pictures.
But no enotions cane. She was too cold. The years and

that devil's hunt had stanped her soul and her eyes and

her face.

And besi des, her body seenmed tenser now, |eaning toward
hi m bending forward closer, closer, till he could hear her
sl ow, neasured breathing. Even her eyes suddenly held the
vaguest inner light. Her whole being quivered with the chil

tensity of her purpose. Wen she spoke, she al nost breathed
the words, "I want you to kiss me, and don't be afraid. |
shal | keep you alive for days, but | nust have response, not
passivity. You're a bachelor, at least thirty. You won't have
any nore norals about the matter than |I. But you must |et
your whol e body yield."

He didn't believe it. Her face hovered six inches above
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him And there was such a ferocity of suppressed eagerness

in her that it could nmean only death. Her |ips were pursed,

as if to suck, and they quivered with a strange, tense, trem
bling desire, unnatural, alnost obscene. Her nostrils di-

| ated at every breath. Surely no nornmal who had ki ssed as

often as she nust have in all her years could feel like that, if
that was all she expected to get.

"Quick!" she said breathlessly. "Yield, yield!"

Lei gh scarcely heard. For that other mnd that had been
lingering in his brain surged forward in its incredible way.
He heard hinself say, "I'll trust your pronise because | can't
resi st such an appeal. You can kiss your head off. | guess
can stand it—

There was a blue flash, an agoni zi ng burning sensation
that spread in a wave to every nerve of his body.

The angui sh becanme a series of tiny pains, like small nee-
dles piercing a thousand bits of his flesh. Tingling, withing a
little, amazed that he was still alive. Leigh opened his eyes.

He felt a wave of purely personal surprise. The woman

lay slunped, lips half tw sted off of his, body collapsed
hard across his chest. And the mnd, that blazing mnd

was there, watching, as the tall figure of the Dreegh man
sauntered into the room stiffened, and then darted forward.

Her jerked her linp forminto his arns. There was the

sane kind of blue flash as their lips net, fromthe man to
the woman. She stirred finally, npaning. He shook her
brutally. "You wretched fool!" he raged. "How did you let a
thing Iike that happen? You woul d have been dead in an-
other mnute, if |I hadn't cone along."

"I —don't—know. " Her voice was thin and old. She sank

down to the floor at his feet, and slunped there like a tired
ol d woman. Her bl onde hair straggled and | ooked curiously
faded. "I don't know, Jeel. | tried to get his |life force, and
he got mne instead. He—=

She stopped. Her blue eyes wi dened. She staggered to
her feet. "Jeel, he nust be a spy. No human being coul d
do athing like that to ne. Jeel"—there was sudden terror

in her voice—Jeel, get out of this room Don't you realize?
He's got ny energy in nun. He's lying there now, and
what ever has control of himhas nmy energy to work with—=

"Al'l right, all right." He patted her fingers. "I assure you
he's only a human being. And he's got your energy. You

made a m stake, and the flow went the wong way. But it
woul d take nuch nore than that for anyone to use a human
body successfully agai nst us. So—

"You don't understand!"”

Her voice shook. "Jeel, |'ve been cheating. | don't know
what got into me, but | couldn't get enough life force.
Every tine | was able, during the four tinmes we stayed on
Earth, | sneaked out. | caught nen on the street. | don't
know exactly how many because | dissolved their bodies
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after I was through with them But there were dozens. And
he's got all the energy | collected, enough for scores of
years, enough for—don't you see?—enough for them"

"My dear!" The Dreegh shook her violently, as a doctor
woul d an hysterical woman. "For a thousand years, the
great ones have ignored us and—=

He paused. A black frown twi sted his Iong face. He
whirled like the tiger man he was, snatching at his gun as
Lei gh stood up.

The man Lei gh was no | onger surprised at anything. At

the way the hard cords fell rotted fromhis wists and | egs.
At the way the Dreegh froze rigid after one look into his
eyes. For the first shock of the trenmendous, the al nbst cata-
clysmc truth was already in him

"There is only one difference," said Leigh in a voice so
vibrant that the top of his head shivered fromthe unaccus-
tomed violence of the sound. "This tine there are two
hundred and twenty-seven Dreegh ships gathered in one
concentrated area. The rest—and our records show only a
dozen ot hers—ae can safely | eave to our police patrols.”

The Great Galactic, who had been WIliam Leigh, sniled

darkly and wal ked toward his captives. "It has been a npst
interesting experinment in deliberate splitting of personality.
Three years ago, our time mani pul ators showed this oppor-
tunity of destroying the Dreeghs, who hitherto had escaped

by reason of the vastness of our galaxy. And so | canme to
Earth, and here built up the character of WIIiam Leigh,
reporter, conplete with famly and past history. It was nec-
essary to withdraw into a special compartment of the brain

sonme nine-tenths of my mnd, and to drain conpletely an
equal percentage of life energy.

"That was the difficulty: How to replace that energy in
sufficient degree at the proper tine, wi thout playing the role
of vanpire. | constructed a nunber of energy caches, but
naturally at no time had we been able to see all the future.
We could not see the details of what was to transpire aboard
this ship, or in ny hotel roomthat night you cane, or un-
der Constantine's restaurant. Besides, if | had possessed ful
energy as | approached this ship, your spy ray woul d have
registered it. And you would instantly have destroyed ny
smal | aut onobi | e-spaceship. My first necessity, accordingly,
was to cone to the neteorite, and obtain an initial contro
over my own body through the nmedi um of what my Earth
personality called the 'blackness' room

"That Earth personality offered unexpected difficulties.

In three years it had gathered nomentum as a personality,

and that inmpetus nade it necessary to repeat a scene with
Patricia Ungarn, and to appear directly as another conscious
mnd in order to convince Leigh that he nmust yield. The

rest, of course, was a matter of gaining additional |ife energy
after boardi ng your ship, which"-he bowed slightly at the
muscul arly congeal ed body of the woman—whi ch she sup-

plied me.
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"I have explained all this because of the fact that a m nd
will accept conplete control only if full understandi ng of
defeat is present. | nust finally informyou, therefore, that
you are to remain alive while certain additional devel op-
ments occur. Among other things you will assist ne in

maki ng personal contact with your friends."

He made a gesture of dismissal. "Return to your normal
exi stence. | have still to coordinate nmy two personalities and
that does not require your presence."

The Dreeghs went out bl ank-eyed, alnost briskly; and
the two mnds in one body were al one!

For Leigh, the Leigh of Earth, the first desperate shock

was past. The roomwas curiously dim as if he were staring

out through eyes that were no | onger—his! He thought,

with a horrible effort at self-control: "I've got to fight. Sone
thing is trying to possess ny body. Al the rest is lie."

A soot hing, mnd-pulsation stole into the shadowed cham
ber where his—self—was cornered: "No lie, but wondrous
truth. You have not seen what the Dreeghs saw and felt, for

you are inside this body, and know not that it has cone
marvel l ously alive, unlike anything that your petty dreans
on Earth could begin to conceive. You nust accept your

hi gh destiny, else the sight of your own body will be a ter-
rible thing to you. Be calm be braver than you've ever
been, and pain will turn to joy."

Calmcane not. H's mnd quivered in its dark corner,
abnormal |y consci ous of strange and unnatural pressures that
pushed in at it like winds out of unearthly night. For a
moment of terrible fear, it funked that pressing night, then
forced back to sanity, and had another thought of its own,

a grimy cunning thought: The devilish interl oper was argu-
ing. Could that mean—his mind rocked with hope—that

coordi nati on was inpossible without his yielding to clever
per suasi on?

Never woul d he yi el d.

"Think," whispered the alien mnd, "think of being one

val uable facet of a mind with an |1.Q twelve hundred, think
of yourself as having played a role. And now you are return-
ing to normalcy, a normalcy of unlimted power. You have
been an actor conpletely absorbed in your role, but the play
is over. You are alone in your dressing roomrenoving

the grease paint. Your nood of the play is fading, fading,

f adi ng—

"Co to hell!" said WlliamLeigh loudly. "I"'mWIIliam

Leigh, I.Q one hundred and thirty, satisfied to be just what

I am | don't give a damm whether you built ne up fromthe
conponent el ements of your brain, or whether |I was born
normally. | can see what you're trying to do with that

hypnoti ¢ suggestion stuff, but it isn't working. I"'mhere. |I'm
myself. And | stay nyself. Go find yourself another body,

if you're so smart."

Silence settled where his voice had been. And the enpti -
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ness, the utter lack of sound brought a sharp tw nge of fear
greater than that which he had had before he spoke.

He was so intent on that inner struggle that he was not
aware of outer movement until, with a start, he realized he
was staring out of a port wi ndow. N ght spread there, the
l'iving night of space.

A trick, he thought, in an agony of fear; a trick sonehow
designed to add to the corrodi ng power of hypnotism A

trick! He tried to jerk back. And, terrifyingly, couldn't. H's
body woul dn't nove. Instantly, then, he tried to speak, to

crash through that envel opi ng bl anket of unholy silence. But
no sound cane.

Not a muscle, not a finger stirred; not a single nerve so
much as trenbl ed

He was al one.
Cut off in his little corner of brain.
Lost .

Yes, lost, cane a strangely pitying sibilation of thought,
|l ost to a cheap, sordid existence, lost to a life whose end is
visible fromthe hour of birth, lost to a civilization that has
al ready had to be saved fromitself a thousand tinmes. Even
you, | think, can see that all this is lost to you forever

Lei gh thought starkly: The thing was trying by a repeti-
tion of ideas, by showi ng evidence of defeat, to lay the
foundations of further defeat. It was the ol dest trick of
sinmpl e hypnotism for sinple people. He couldn't let it work.

You have, urged the mnd inexorably, accepted the fact

that you were playing a role; and now you have recogni zed
our oneness, and are giving up the role. The proof of this
recognition on your part is that you have yiel ded control of
—eur —body.

—Qur body, our body, OUR body—

The words re-echoed |ike sone Gargantuan sound through
his brain, then nerged swiftly into that calm other-mnd
pul sati on:

—eoncentration. Al intellect derives fromthe capacity to
concentrate; and, progressively, the body itself shows life,
reflects and focuses that gathering, vaulting power.

—One nore step renmins: You nmust see—

Amazi ngly, then, he was staring into a mrror. \Were it

had come from he had no nmenory. It was there in front of

hi m where, an instant before, had been a bl ack porthol e—

and there was an inmage in the nmirror, shapeless at first to his
bl urred vision.

Del i beratel y—he felt the enornous deliberateness—the vi-
sion was cleared for him He saw. And then he didn't.
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H's brain wouldn't look. It twisted in a mad desperati on,
like a body buried alive, and briefly, horrendously conscious
of its fate. Insanely, it fought away fromthe bl azing thing
inthe mirror: So awful was the effort, so titanic the fear,
that it began to gibber nentally, its consciousness to whirl
dizzily, like a wheel spinning faster, faster

The wheel shattered into ten thousand aching fragments.

Dar kness cane, blacker than Galactic night And there
was—
Oneness!

FI RST STAGE |.Q 10,000
REHABI LI TATI ON COVPLETED.
BEG N SECOND STAGE

Xl

Lying there on the floor, bound hand and foot, Hanardy
thought in anguish: "If |I ever get |oose, |I'm gonna hightai
it out of herel™

He tested the rope that held himand groaned at its un-

yi el di ng toughness. He lay, then, for a while, accepting the
confinement of the bonds, but underneath was a great grief
and a great fear.

He suspected that Professor Ungarn and the professor's
daughter, Patricia, were equally hel pless, or they would have
tried during the past hour to find out what had happened to
hi m

He |istened again, intently, holding hinself still. But only
the steady throbbing of the distant dynanmpbs was audi bl e.
No footsteps approached; there was no ot her novenent.

He was still |istening when he felt an odd tugging inside
hi s body.

Shivering a little, Hanardy shook his head as if to clear it
of mental fog—and clinbed to his feet.

He didn't notice that the cords that had bound himfel
away.

Qut in the corridor, he paused tensely. The place | ooked
deserted, enpty. Except for the vague vibration fromthe
dynanos, a great silence pressed in upon him The place
had the | ook and feel of being on a planet. The artificia

gravity made him somewhat |ighter than on Earth, but he

was used to such changes. It was hard to grasp that he was
inside a neteorite, hundreds of thousands of nmiles fromthe
near est nmoon or inhabited planet. Being here was |ike be-
ing inside a big building, on an upper floor.

Hanardy headed for the nearest el evator shaft. He
thought: 1'd better untie Mss Pat, then her pop, and then
get.
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It was an automatic decision, to go to the girl first. De-
spite her sharp tongue, he adnired her. He had seen her use
weapons to injure, but that didn't change his feeling. He
guessed that she'd be very angry—-very possibly she'd bl ane
hi m for the whol e ness.

Presently he was knocking hesitantly on the door to Pa-
tricia's apartnment. Hesitantly, because he was certain that
she was not in a position to answer.

When, after a reasonabl e pause, there was no reply, he
pressed gently on the latch. The door swung open

He entered pure enchantnent.

The apartnent was a physical delight. There were French-
type wi ndows that opened onto a sunlit wi ndow. The French
doors were open, and the sound of birds singing wafted in
through them There were other doors |eading to the inner
world of the girl's home, and Hanardy, who had occasionally
been in the other rooms to do mnor repair work, knew

that there also everything was as costly as it was here in
this large roomthat he could see

Then he saw the girl. She was lying on the floor, half-
hi dden behi nd her favorite chair, and she was bound hand
and foot with wre.

Hanardy wal ked toward her unhappily. It was he who

had brought WIliam Lei gh, and he wasn't quite sure just

how he woul d argue hinsel f out of any accusati on she night
make about that. His guilt showed in the way he held his

thi ck-set body, in the shuffling of his legs, in the awkward
way he knelt beside her. He began gingerly to deal with the
thin wire that enlaced and interlaced her |inbs.

The girl was patient. She waited till he had taken all the
wire off her and then, wi thout nmoving fromthe floor, began
to rub the circulation back into her wists and ankl es.

She | ooked up at himand nade her first comment:
"How did you avoid being tied up?"

"I didn't. He got ne, too, sai d Hanardy. He spoke

eagerly, anxious to be one of the injured, along with her.
He already felt better. She didn't seemto be angry.

"Then how did you get free?" Patricia Ungarn asked.
"Way, | just— Hanardy began

He stopped, thunderstruck. He thought back, then, over
what had happened. He had been lying there, tied. And

then... and then..

What ?

He stood bl ank, scarcely daring to think. Realizing that

an answer was expected, he began apol ogetically, "I guess
he didn't tie me up so good, and | was in a kind of a hurry,
figuring you were here, and so | just—=
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Even as he spoke, his whol e being rocked with the re-
menbrance of how tough those ropes had been a few min-
utes before he freed hinself.

He stopped his nunbling expl anati on because the girl

wasn't listening, wasn't even | ooking. She had clinbed to her
feet, and she was continuing to rub her hands. She was

smal | of build and good-looking in a bitter way. Her lips
were pressed too tightly together; her eyes were slightly
narrowed with a kind of permanent anxiety. Except for

that, she looked like a girl in her teens, but cleverer and
nmore sophi sticated than nost girls her age.

Even as Hanardy, in his heavy way, was aware of the

conpl exity of her, she faced himagain. She said with an un-
girl-like decisiveness, "Tell ne everything that happened to
you."

Hanardy was glad to let go of the unsatisfactory recoll ec-
tion of his own escape. He said, "First thing | know, this
guy cones in there while I'"'mworking at the lathe. And is
he strong, and is he fast! | never woul d' ve thought he had
that | and of nuscle and that fast way of noving. |I'm
pretty chunky, y'understand—

"What then?" She was patient, but there was a pointed-
ness about her question that channeled his attention back to
the main line of events.

"Then he ties nme up, and then he goes out, and then he
takes those Dreeghs fromthe spaceship and di sappears into
space." Hanardy shook his head, wonderingly. "That's what
gets ne. How did he do that?"

He paused, in a brown study; but he canme fromthe dis-
tance of his thought back into the room to realize guiltily
that the girl had spoken to himtw ce.

"Sorry," he muttered. "I was thinking about how he did

that, and it's kind of hard to get the idea." He finished, al-
nost accusingly: "Do you know what he does?"

The girl looked at him a startled expression on her face.
Hanardy thought she was angry at his inattention and said
hastily: "I didn't hear what you wanted ne to do. Tell ne
agai n, huh!"

She seened unaware that he had spoken. "What does he
do, Steve?"

"Wy, he just—

At that point, Hanardy stopped short and gl anced back
mentally over the glib words he had been using. It was such
a fantastic dial ogue, that he could feel the blood draining
from hi s cheeks.

"Huh!" he said.

"What does he do, Steve?" He saw that she was | ooking at
him as if she understood sonething that he didn't. It irri-
tated him

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (50 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:20 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

He said unhappily: "I'd better go and untie your father
before that |ast bunch of Dreeghs shows up."

Havi ng spoken, he stopped again, his nouth open in
amazenent. He thought: "I nust be nuts. What am | say-
i ng?"

He turned and started for the door
"Conme back here!"

Her voice, sharp and commandi ng, cut into him Defen-

sively, he put up between hinself and her the thick barrier of
stolidity which had served himfor so many years in his
relations with other people. He swing awkwardly around to
face her again. Before he could speak, she said with intensi-
ty: "How did he do it, Steve?"

The question ran up agai nst a great stubbornness in him

He had no feeling of deliberately resisting her. But the nen-
tal fog seened to settle down upon his being, and he said:
"Do what, M ss?"

"Leave?"

"Who?" He felt stupid before her questions, but he felt
even nore stupid for having had neani ngl ess thoughts and
sai d neani ngl ess t hings.

"Lei gh—you fool! That's who."

"1 thought he took that spaceboat of yours that |ooks Iike
an automobile."”

There was a | ong pause. The girl clenched and uncl enched
her hands. Now she seened very unchildlike indeed. Hanar-

dy, who had seen her angry before, cringed and waited for
the thunder and |ightning of her rage to lash out at him
Instead, the tenseness faded. She seemed suddenly thought -
ful and said with unexpected gentleness: "After that, Steve?
After he got out there!"

She swung her arm and pointed at the aviary, where the
sunlight glinted beyond the French wi ndows. Hanardy saw

birds fluttering anmong the trees. Their rmnusical cries gave
the scene a honey touch, as if it really were a garden. As he
wat ched, the tree |eaves stirred; and he knew that hi dden
fans were blowing an artificial breeze. It was |like a sumrer
aft ernoon, except that just beyond the glasslike wall was the
bl ackness of space.

It was a cosmic night outside, disturbed here and there by
an atom of matter—a pl anet hidden fromsight by its own
relative small ness and di stance from anything el se, a sun, a
poi nt of light and energy, quickly lost in darkness so vast
that presently its light would fade, and becone one grain in
a msty bright cloud that obscured the bl ackness for a no-
ment of universe tinme and occupied an inch of space, or so
it seened....

Hanardy contenplated that startling vista. He was only
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vaguely aware that his present intensity of interest was quite
different fromsinilar thoughts he had had in the past. On

his long journeys, such ideas had slipped into and out of bis
m nd. He recalled having had a thought about it just a few
nmont hs before. He had been | ooking out of a porthole, and
—fust for an instant—the mystery of the enpty i mensity

had touched him And he'd thought: "What the heck is be-

hind all this? How does a guy like nme rate being alive?"

Al oud, Hanardy rmuttered: "I'd better get your father
free, Mss Pat." He finished under his breath: "And then
beat it out of here—fast."

Xl

He turned, and this tinme, though she called after him an-
grily, he stunbled out into the corridor and went down to
the depths of the meteorite, where the dynanos hunmed

and t hrobbed; and where, presently, he had Professor Un-
garn unti ed.

The ol der man was quite cheerful. "Well, Steve, we're not
dead yet. | don't know why they didn't junmp in on us, but
the screens are still holding, | see.™

He was a gaunt man with deep-set eyes and the unhap-

pi est face Hanardy had ever seen. He stood, rubbing the
circulation back into his arns. Strength of intellect shone
fromhis face, along with the nelancholy. He had def ended
the neteorite in such a calm practical way fromthe at-
tacki ng Dreeghs that it was suddenly easy to realize that
this sad-faced man was, actually the hitherto unsuspected
observer of the solar systemfor a vast galactic culture,
which included at its top echelon the Great Gal acti c—who
had been WIliam Lei gh—and at the bottom Professor Un-
garn and his |ovely daughter.

The t houghts about that seeped into Hanardy's forecon-
scious. He realized that the scientist was prinmarily a pro-
tector. He and this station were here to prevent contact
between Earth and the gal axy. Man and his earth-born
civilization were still too | ow on the scale of devel opnent
to be admtted to awareness that a gigantic galactic culture
existed. Interstellar ships of other |ow echelon cultures
Wi ch had been adnitted to the gal actic union were warned
away fromthe sol ar system whenever they cane too cl ose.
Accidentally, the hunted, |aw ess Dreeghs had wandered into
this forbi dden sector of space. In their lust for bl ood and
life energy they had avidly concentrated here in the hope of
gai ni ng such a quantity of blood, and so great a supply of
life energy, that they would be freed for endl ess years from
their terrible search.

It had been quite a trap, which had enabl ed the G eat

Gal actic to capture so many of them But now anot her
shi pl oad of Dreeghs was due; and this tinme there was no
trap. Professor Ungarn was speaking: "Did you get that part
machi ned before Leigh tied you up?" He broke off: "What's
the matter, Steve?"

"Huh! Not hing." Hanardy cane out of a depth of wonder-
ment: "1'd better get onto that job. It'll take a half hour,
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maybe. "

Pr of essor Ungarn nodded and said matter-of-factly: "1'1l1I
feel better when we get that additional screen up. There's
quite a gang out there."

Hanardy parted his lips to say that that particular "gang"
was no |longer a problem but that another supership, a late
arrival, would shortly appear on the scene. He stopped the
wor ds, unspoken; and now he was consciously di smayed.
"What's goi ng on?" he wondered. "Am | nuts?"

Al most bl ank, he headed down to the nachi ne shop. As

he entered, he saw the ropes that had bound him |ying on
the floor. He wal ked over in a haze of interest and stooped
to pick up one of the short sections.

It cane apart in his fingers, breaking into a fine, pow
dery stuff, sone of which drifted into his nostrils. He
sneezed noisily.

The rope, he discovered, was all like that. He could hardly
get over it. He kept picking up the pieces, just so that he
could feel themcrunble. Wen he had nothing but a scat-
tering of dust, he stood up and started on the lathe job. He
t hought absently: "If that next batch of Dreeghs arrives,
then maybe | can start believing all this stuff."

He paused and for the first tinme thought: "Now, where
did | get that name, Dreegh?"

Instantly, he was trenbling so violently that he had to
stop work. Because—f he could get the professor to admt
that that was what they were—breeghs—then...

Then what ?

"Wy, it'd prove everything," he thought. "Just that one
thing!"

Al ready, the crunbl ed rope, and whatever it proved, was
fading into the background of his recollection, no |onger
quite real, needing to be reinforced by some new mracle.
As it happened, he asked the question under optimmcir-
cumst ances. He handed the part to the scientist and man-

aged to ask about the Dreeghs as the older nan was turning
away. Ungarn began imredi ately with an obvi ous urgency

to work on the shattered section of the energy screen drive.
It was fromthere, intent on what he was doing, and in an
absent - m nded tone, that he answered Hanardy's question

"Yes, yes," he muttered. "Dreeghs. Vanpires, in the worst
sense of the word ... but they look just like us."

At that point he seemed to realize to whom he was tal k-
ing. He stopped what he was doi ng and swng around and
stared at Hanardy.

He said at |ast very slowy, "Steve, don't repeat everything
you hear around this place. The universe is a bigger territory
than you m ght think but people will ridicule if you try to tel
them They will say you're crazy."
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Hanardy did not nove. He was thinking: "He just don't
realize. | gotta know All this stuff happeni ng—

But the idea of not telling was easy to grasp. At Space-

port, on the noon, Europa, at the bars that he frequented,

he was accepted by certain hangers-on as a boon conpani on
Sone of the people were sharp, even educated, but they

were cynical, and often witty, and were particularly scathing
of serious ideas.

Hanardy visualized hinself telling any one of themthat
there was nore to space than the solar system-rore life,
nmore intelligence—and he could imagine the ridiculing dis-
cussion that woul d begin.

Though they usually treated himwi th tol erance—+t sure
woul dn't do any good to tell them

Hanardy started for the door. "I gotta know," he thought
again. "And right now|l'd better get on ny ship and beat it
before that Dreegh comes along pretending that he's Pat's
future husband."

And he'd better |eave on the sly. The professor and the

girl wouldn't like himto go away now. But defending this
meteorite was their job, not his. They couldn't expect himto
deal with the Dreegh who had captured, and nurdered,

Pat's boy friend.

Hanardy stopped in the doorway, and felt blank. "Huh!
he sai d al oud.

He thought: Maybe | should tell them They won't be
able to deal with the Dreegh if they think he's sonebody
el se.

"Steve!" It was Professor Ungarn
Hanardy turned. "Yeah, boss?" he began
"Fi ni sh unl oadi ng your cargo."

"Ckay, boss."

He wal ked off heavily along the corridor, tired and gl ad

that he had been told to go and relieved that the decision to
tell themcould not be put into effect inmediately. He
thought wearily: First thing I'd better do is take a nap

XV

Hanardy wal ked slowly up the ranp into his own ship,

and so to his own cabin. Before |lying down for the sleep he
needed, he paused to stare at his reflection in the nirror-
bright netal wall of the room He saw a short, nuscul ar

man in greasy, gray dungarees, and a dirty yellow shirt. A
stubbl e of beard enphasi zed a coarseness of features that
he had seen before, but sonehow never so clearly, never
with such a conviction that he was a | ow grade human

bei ng. Hanardy groaned and stretched out in the bunk. He
thought: | sure got ny eyes open all of a sudden to what
kind of a lug | am
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He took a quick | ook back along the track of years, and
groaned again. It was a picture of a man who had down-
graded hinself as a hunman bei ng, seeking escape in a |lonely
space job fromthe need to conpete as an individual

"Nobody will believe a word | say," he thought. "All that
other junk was only in ny noodle—+t didn't happen out

where you could prove anything. |'d better just keep ny
mout h shut and stop thinking | understand what's going on."

He cl osed his eyes—and | ooked with a clear inner vision
at the universe.

He opened his eyes to realize that he had slept.

He realized sonething el se. The screens were down; a
Dreegh in a spaceboat was conming into an airlock at the
extreme | ower side of the neteorite.

The vanpire was primarily intent on information, but he

woul d destroy everyone in the nmeteorite as soon as he felt it
was saf e.

Sweati ng, Hanardy tunbled out of the bunk and hurried

out of his ship, and so into the nmeteorite. He raced al ong
the corridor that led to the other airlock. At the entrance
he met the professor and Patricia. They were smling and
exci ted.

The scientist said, "Geat news, Steve. Pat's fiance has
just arrived. He's here sooner than we expected; but we
were getting worried that we hadn't received sone com
muni cation."

Hanardy nuttered somet hing, feeling i mensely foolish

To have been so wong! To have thought: Dreegh! —ahen

the reality was—Klugg ... the girl's long-awaited fiance,
Thadl ed Madr o.

But the identification of the new arrival nmade all his fan-
tasies just that—unreal vaporings, fignents of an unsettled
m nd.

Hanar dy watched gl oomily as Madro cane down the

ranp fromthe lifeboat. The girl's lover was a very tall
slimman in his thirties, with deep-set eyes. He had an in-
tensity about himthat was inpressive, comandi ng—and
repellent. Instantly repellent.

Hanardy realized ruefully that his reaction was over-
critical. Hanardy couldn't decide what had twi sted this nman
But he was rem nded of the degraded people who were his
princi pal buddi es at Spaceport, on Europa. Smart, many of
them were—al nost too smart. But they gave off this sane
emanati on of an overl oaded personality.

Hanardy was a little surprised to realize that the girl was
not rushing forward to greet the gaunt-bodied visitor. It was
Pr of essor Ungarn who approached the man and bowed
courteously. Madro bowed in return and then stood stiffly
near Hanardy. The scientist glanced at his daughter
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and then sniled at the newconer apologetically. He said,
"Thadl ed Madro, this is ny daughter, Patricia—who has
suddenly becone very shy."

Madro bowed. Patricia inclined her head. Her father

turned to her, and said, "My dear, | realize that this is an
unfortunate way of marrying and giving in marriage—to
entrust yourself to a nman whom neither of us has ever seen
before. But |let us remenber his courage in coming here at

all and resolve to offer him comunication and the oppor-
tunity to show us what he is."

Madro bowed to the girl. "On those terms, | greet you,
Patricia." He straightened. "About comrunicati on—+ am
baffl ed by the nessage | received en route. WII you pl ease
give me further information?"

Prof essor Ungarn told himof the Dreegh attack and of

its abrupt cessation; he told himof WIIliamLeigh, the Geat
Gal actic. He finished: "W have our report as to what hap-
pened from a menber of the race of this systemwho was
somehow i nfected by the nere presence of this mghty be-

i ng, and who apparently acquired the ability to see at a

di stance, and to be aware of sonme of the thoughts of sone
people, tenporarily at least."

There was a faint smle on Ungarn's tired face. Hanardy
shriveled a little inside, feeling that he was bei ng nade fun
of . He | ooked unhappily at the girl. She nmust have told her
father what he had said.

Patricia Ungarn caught his gaze on her and shrugged.
"You said it, Steve," she stated matter-of-factly. "Wy not
tell us everything you felt?"

The newconer stared sonberly and intently at Hanardy;

so intently that it was alnost as if he al so were reading
mnds. He turned slowy to the girl. "Can you give ne a

swi ft summary?" he asked. "If there's action to be taken, I'd
like to have sone basis for it."

There was a hard note in his voice that chilled Hanardy,
who had been thinking for many m nutes over and over

They don't really know him They don't know him . . . He
had a nental picture of the real Madro's ship being in-
tercepted, Madro captured and drai ned of information and
then nurdered by the vanpire nethod. The rest was skillful
makeup, good enough apparently to pass the inspection of
the professor and his perceptive daughter. Wi ch neant
that, before killing the real Madro, the Dreegh had | earned
passwords, secret codes and enough back history to be con-
Vi nci ng.

Wthin mnutes, this creature could decide that it was
safe to take action.

Hanardy had no illusions, no hope. It had taken an un-
bounded being to defeat these m ghty Dreeghs. And now,

by a trick, a late arrival had achi eved what his fell ows en
masse had not been able to do—he had gotten into the

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (56 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:20 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

meteorite fortress of the galactic watcher of the solar sys-
tem and his whol e nanner indicated that his fears had
nothing to do with either the professor or his daughter, or
Hanar dy.

He wanted to know what had happened. For a little while
he m ght be forbearing, in the belief that he could | earn
more as an apparent ally than as a reveal ed eneny.

"W have to put himoff," Hanardy thought in agony.
"W have to hold back, or maybe give hi mwhat he wants."
Sonehow, the | atter seened preferable.

He grew aware that the girl was tal king. While Hanardy
| istened, she gave the essential picture of what he had said.

It was all there, surprisingly sharp in detail. It even pene-
trated some of the blur that had settled over his own nmem
ory.

Wien she had finished, Madro frowned and nodded. His
slimbody seemed unnaturally tense. He said, alnost to
hinself: "So they were al nost all captured— He paused
and, turning, |ooked at Hanardy. "You have the feeling
there will be one nore ship?"

Hanar dy nodded, not trusting hinself to speak.

"How rmany Dreeghs are there aboard this one ship?"
Madr o asked.

This time there was no escaping a verbal reply. "N ne,"
sai d Hanar dy.

He hadn't thought about the exact nunber before. But he
knew the figure was correct. Just for a nonent, he knewit.

Madro said in an odd tone, "You get it that clearly? Then
you mnust al ready know many other things as well."

Hi s dark eyes gazed directly into Hanardy's. The un-
spoken meani ng that was in them seened to be: "Then you
al ready know who | an®"

There was such a hypnotic quality in the other's | ook that
Hanardy had to wage an inner fight against admtting that
he knew.

Madro spoke again. "Were these—this first group of
Dreeghs—al | killed?"

"Why, |— Hanardy stopped, amazed. "Gee, | don't
know. | don't know what happened to them | think he
intended to kill themy up to a certain nonent, he intended

to; and then—

"And then what, Steve?" That was Pat, her voice urging
hi m

"l don't know. He noticed sonething."

"Who noticed somet hing?" asked Pat.
"Lei gh. You know-him But | don't know what he did
after that."
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"But where could they be now?" the girl asked, be-
wi | der ed.

Hanardy remai ned bl ank, vaguely guilty, as if sonmehow
he was failing her by not know ng.

He grew aware that Madro was turning away. "There is
apparently nore to discover here," the Dreegh said quietly.
"It is evident that we must re-assess our entire situation;
and | mght even guess that we Kl uggs could through the
chance perceptive stinulation of this nan achieve so great a
know edge of the universe that, here and now, we might be
able to take the next step of devel opment for our Kkind."

The comment seemed to indicate that the Dreegh was

still undeci ded. Hanardy foll owed al ong behind the others.
For a few desperate seconds he thought of jerking out his
gun, in the hope that he nmight be able to fire before the
Dreegh coul d defend hinsel f.

But al ready doubt was upon him For this suspicion was

just in his head. He had no proof other than the steady
streamof pictures in his mnd; and that was |i ke a madness
having no relation to anything that had been said and done
before his eyes. Crazy people might act on such inner pic-
tures, but not stolid, uninmginative Steve Hanardy.

"Cotta keep ny feet on the ground!" Hanardy nuttered
to hinself.

Ahead, Professor Ungarn said in a conversational voice:
"I'"ve got to give you credit, Thadled. You have al ready said
somet hi ng that has shocked Pat and nyself. You have used

the hateful word 'Klugg' just as if it doesn't bother you."
"It's just a word," said Madro.

And that was all that was said while they wal ked. They

came to the power room The girl sank into a chair, while
her father and the visitor wal ked over to the power contro
board. "The screens are working beautifully," said Professor
Ungarn with satisfaction. "I just opened themfor the few
seconds it took for you to get through them W've got

time to decide what to do, in case this |ast Dreegh ship
attacks us."

Madro wal ked over near the girl, and settled into a chair.
He addressed Professor Ungarn, "Wat you said a nonent

ago, about the word and the identification of Kl ugg—you're
right. It doesn't bother ne."

The scientist said grimy, "Aren't you fooling yourself a
little? O all the races that know of the galactic civilization,
we're the | owest on the scale. W do the hard work. W're

like the day | aborers on planets such as Earth. Wy, when

Pat found out, she nearly went nad with self-negation.

Gal actic norons!" He shudder ed.

Madro | aughed in a rel axed way; and Hanardy had to

admre the easiness of him If Madro was a Dreegh, then for
all Madro knew this, also, was a trap set by the Geat

Gal actic; and yet he seenmed unworried. If, on the other
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hand, he was actually a Kl ugg, then sonehow he had nade
inferiority right within hinself. "I could use sonme of that,"
Hanardy t hought gloomily. "If these guys are gal actic no-
rons, what does that nmake nme?"

Madro was speaking: "We're what we are," he said sim

ply. "lIt's not really a matter of too nuch difference in in-
telligence. It's an energy difference. There's a way here,
somewhere, of utilizing energy in a very superior fashion
But you've got to have the energy, and you've got to get it
from somewhere. That's what nakes the case of this fel-

| ow Leigh interesting. If we could backtrack on what he did
here, we might really get at the heart of a lot of things."

Patricia and her father said nothing. But their eyes glis-
tened, as they waited for the man to continue. Madro turned
to Hanardy. "That question she asked you before"—he in-
dicated the girl —when you first untied her. How did he

| eave the solar system after capturing those—breeghs?"

He hesitated the slightest bit before using the nane.

Hanardy said sinply, "He didn't exactly leave. It's nore
like ... he was somewhere el se. And he took themwith
him" He funbled for words. "You see, things aren't the
way they seem They' re— He stopped, unhappy.

He realized that the two nmen and the girl were waiting.
Hanardy waved his arnms aimessly, indicating things beyond
the safeguarding of the neteorite. "All that—that's not

real ."
Madro turned towards his conpanions. "It's the concept
of a universe of illusion. An old idea; but maybe we shoul d

take another |look at it."

Prof essor Ungarn murnured, "It woul d take conpl ex
techniques to nmake it work."

Hanardy said, straining for nmeaning, "You just keep put-

ting it out there. As if you're doing it, even though you're
not. That tunes you in."

"Put what out, Steve?" It was the girl, her voice as
strained as his.

"The world. The universe... the whole deal."
mn O,]! mn

Hanardy went on, "And then, for a nonent, you don't
put anything there. That's when you do sonething | don't
under stand. "

"What's that?" The girl's voice, alnpst enmotionless, |ed
hi m f or war d.

"You stop everything," said Hanardy wonderingly. "You
| et the nothingness rush in. And then—you becone the rea
you ... for as long as you have energy."

He stared at the three people, through them unseeing.
As froma distance, Madro's voice cane to him
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"You see—+t's a matter of energy,'
" Hanar dy?"

the man said calmy

He cane back into the room nentally as well as physi-
cally. "Yeah?"

"Where did he get his energy?" Madro asked.

"Uh," said Hanardy, "he got mpbst of it out where it was
stored—a kind of dark room"

It was a new thought; a picture cane with it of how the

energy had been put there by sonebody el se, not by Leigh
Bef ore Hanardy coul d speak another word, Madro was over

there beside him

"Show us!" he said, and his voice was |like a fire, burning
a path of action, demandi ng counter-action.

Hanardy | ed the way, his heavy body trenbling. He had

the feeling that he had nade an adm ssion that spelled
victory for the Dreegh. But there was no turning back. If
this creature was a Dreegh, then resistance was usel ess. He
knew that intuitively.

"If 1 could only be sure," Hanardy thought m serably.

And the stupid thing was that he was sure. As sure, it
seemed to him as he could ever be. But he wasn't sure
enough even to make the attenpt to save his own life. As
things stood, he'd have to go through with this farce unti
the Dreegh—satisfied that all was wel |l —destroyed them al
in his own good tine.

XV
It was twenty minutes |later.

After they had gone down all the elevators, and
stopped at every floor; and after Hanardy had, finally, stub-
bornly, selected a door, which opened into a closet with
tools init—

"Where was it stored?" Madro demanded of Hanardy. "I
mean the energy that Leigh got."

Hanar dy pointed unhappily at the netal wall inside the
cl oset .

"Are you saying the energy was in the wall ?"

The question once nore di sturbed Hanardy's sense of the
reality of his own thoughts, and so he sinply stood there
shaken, as Pat and Professor Ungarn pressed forward and
with a portable instrument tested the wall.

Madro did not join them nor did he again look into the
little room Hanardy felt an inner trenor as the Dreegh,
i gnori ng what the father and daughter were doing, turned
and strode toward him

"Steve," he said, "I want to talk to you."
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He gl anced back, raised his voice, "I'mgoing to take Hanardy for a little private questioning."

"All right!" That was Pat. But neither she nor her father
turned. Madro had not waited. His fingers gripped Han-
ardy's armfirmy at the el bow Shrinking, Hanardy realized
the other's intent.

A test!
To determ ne how vul nerabl e he was.
To the death—+f he were that weak.

Even as Hanardy had these awarenesses, Madro drew

him away fromthe storeroomand around a corner. Han-

ardy kept | ooking back, not daring to call for help but yet
hopi ng that the professor and his daughter would be noti -
vated to fol |l ow.

Hs final view of them showed themstill inside the closet,
and the professor was saying, "A series of tests on this wall
shoul d—=

Hanar dy wondered what they woul d thi nk when they
found hi m gone—and dead.

Madro drew Hanardy al ong the side corridor and into a
room He closed the door, and they were al one. Hanardy

still not resisting.
Madro stood there for a few mnutes, tall, lean, sniling.
"Let's settle this once and for all,"” he said softly. "Mself

—agai nst whatever ability you were endowed with."

And because Hanardy had begun to have fantasies, had

nurtured a tiny hope that maybe it was true, that maybe
sonet hing great had rubbed off on hi mas Professor Un-

garn had inplied—for a few seconds, Hanardy actually

wai ted for that sonething inside himto handle this situation.

That was all the tune he had—seconds. The speed of
Madro's attack, and the total violent intent of it, instantly
defeated that waiting reaction.

He was lifted effortlessly, grabbed by one foot, held like
a rag doll, and incredibly was about to have his head dashed
agai nst the near wall —when, with a primtive survival spasm
of effort, Hanardy kicked with his other foot, kicked hard
agai nst the wist of the hand by which Madro held him

For that monment, for that one attack, it was resistance
enough. The Dreegh let himgo. Hanardy fell —the sl ow

motion fall of less than Earth gravity. Far too "slow for the
speed of Madro's second attack.

In his awkward, nuscl e-bound way, only one of Han-

ardy's dragging legs actually struck the floor. The next np-
ment he was caught again by fingers that were like granite
biting into his clothes and body—\adro obvi ously neither
heedi ng nor caring which.

And there was no | onger any doubt in Hanardy's m nd.
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He had no special ability by which he might defeat the
Dreegh's deadly intent.

He had no inner resources. No visions. He was hel pl ess.
Hi s hard nmuscles were like putty in the steely grip of a nman
whose strength overwhel mingly transcended his own.

Hanardy ceased his withings and yell ed desperately, "For
Pete's sake, why all this nurder? Way don't you Dreeghs
change, try once nore to becone nornal ?"

As swiftly as it had started, the viol ence ended.

Madro | et himgo, stepped back and stared at him "A
message! " he said. "So that's your role.”

Hanardy did not immediately realize that the threat was
ended. He had fallen to the floor. Fromthat beggi ng posi -
tion he continued his appeal. "You don't have to kill nme! 1"l
keep nmy nouth shut. Who'd believe nme, anyway?"

"What's normal ?" The Dreegh's voice was cold and
demandi ng. The radi ation from hi mudncl eanness—was
stronger.

"Me," said Hanardy.
"You!" | ncredul ous tone.

"Yeah, nme." Hanardy spoke urgently. "Wat ails nme is
that I"'ma lowlifer, somehow But |'ma nornmal |ug. Things

bal ance out in ne—that's the key. | take a drink, but not
because | have to. It doesn't affect me particularly. Wen

was in nmy teens once | tried taking drugs. Hell, | just felt it
didn't fit in ny body. | just threwit off. That's normal. You

can't do that with what you've got."
"What's normal ?" Madro was col d, steady, renote.

"You're sick," said Hanardy. "All that blood and life
energy. It's abnornmal. Not really necessary. You can be
cured. "

Havi ng spoken the strange words, Hanardy realized their
strangeness. He bl i nked.

"I didn'"t know | was going to say that," he munbl ed.

The Dreegh's expression was changi ng as he |i stened.
Suddenly he nodded and said al oud, "I actually believe we've
been given a conmunication fromthe Geat Galactic. A

twel fth-hour, |ast-chance offer."

"What will you do with me?" Hanardy nunbl ed.

"The question," came the steely reply, "is what is the best
way to neutralize you? | choose this way!"

A nmetallic sonething glittered in the Dreegh's hand.
Fromits nuzzle a shinmering line of Iight reached toward
Hanardy's head.

The spacenen flinched, tried to duck, had the cringing
thought that this was death and stood there expecting at the
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very least a terrible shock.

He felt nothing. The light hit his face; and it was as if a
pencil beamfroma bright flashlight had briefly glared into
his eyes. Then the light Wnt, and there he stood blinking
alittle, but unhurt so far as he coul d determ ne.

He was still standing there when the Dreegh said, "What

you and | are going to do nowis that you're going to cone
with nme and show ne all the places on this neteorite where
there are armanments or snall arnms of any kind."

Hanar dy wal ked ahead, kept gl anci ng back; and there,
each time he | ooked, was the long body with its grimface.

The resenbl ance to Thadl ed Madro was visibly fading, as

if the other had actually twi sted his features into a duplica-
tion of the young male Klugg's face, not using nakeup at

all, and now he was rel axi ng.

They came to where the Ungarns waited. Father and

daughter said nothing at all. To Hanardy they seened sub-
dued; the girl was strangely pale. He thought: "They do
know "

The overt revelation canme as the four of themarrived in

the main living quarters. Professor Ungarn sighed, turned
and—gnori ng Hanardy-said, "Well, M. Dreegh, ny

daughter and | are wondering why the delay in our execu-

tion?"

"Hanardy!" was the reply.

Having uttered the nane, as if Hanardy hinmself were not
present, the Dreegh stood for a |l ong nonent, eyes nar-
rowed, lips slightly parted, even white teeth cl anped to-
gether. The result was a kind of a snarling smle.

"He seens to be under your control. |Is he?" That was Pat
Ungarn, in a small voice. The nonent she had spoken, and
thus attracted the Dreegh's attention, she shrank, actually
retreated a few steps, as he | ooked at her

Sween- Madro' s tense body rel axed. But his smle was as
grimas ever. And still he ignored Hanardy's presence.

"l gave Steve a special type of energy charge that wll
nullify for the time being what was done to him"

Prof essor Ungarn |aughed curtly. "Do you really believe

that you can defeat this—this being—WIIliamLeigh . .

defeat himwi th what you have done to Steve? After all

he's your real opponent, not Hanardy. This is a shadow bat -
tle. One of the fighters has |eft a puppet to strike his bl ows
for him"

Sween-Madro said in an even tone, "It's not as dangerous
as it seens. Puppets are notoriously poor fighters."

The professor argued, "Any individual of the race known
to | esser races as Great Gal acti cs—which was obvi ously not
their real nane—ust be presuned to have taken all such
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possibilities into account. What can you gain by del ay?"

Sween- Madro hesitated, then: "Steve nentioned a pos-
sible cure for our condition.” H's voice held an edge in it.

There was a sudden silence. It settled over the room and
seened to perneate the four people init.

The soundl ess tinme was broken by a curt |augh from
Sween- Madro. He said, "I sensed that for a few seconds
seened—

"Hurman, " said Pat Ungarn. "As if you had feelings and
hopes and desires |ike us."

"Don't count on it." The Dreegh's voice was harsh

Prof essor Ungarn said slowy, "I suspect that you ana-

lyzed Steve has a nenory of nental contact with a supreneg,
perhaps even an ultimate, intelligence. Now, these earth peo-
pl e when awake are in that particular, perennially con-

fused state that nakes them unacceptable for galactic citi-
zenship. So that the very best way to defend yourself from
Steve's menory is to keep him awake. | therefore deduce

that the energy charge you fired at himwas designed to

mai ntain in continuous stimnulation the waking center in the
brain stem

"But that is only a tenporary defense. In four or five
days, exhaustion in Hanardy will reach an extreme state,
and sonething in the body will have to give. What will you
have then that you don't have now?"

The Dreegh seened surprisingly willing to answer, as if
by uttering his explanations aloud he could listen to them
hi nsel f, and so judge them

He said, "My colleagues will have arrived by then."

"So then you're all in the trap," said Professor Ungarn
"I think your safest bet would be to kill Pat and me right
now. As for Steve—=

Hanardy had been listening to the interchange with a
growi ng conviction that this nelancholy old man was argu-
ing themall into being imedi ately execut ed.

"Hey!" he interrupted urgently. "Wat are you trying to
do?"

The scientist waved at himinpatiently. "Shut up, Steve.
Surely you realize that this Dreegh will M| without nercy.
I"mtrying to find out why he's holding off. It doesn't fit
with what | consider to be good sense."”

He broke off, "Don't worry about himkilling you. He
doesn't dare. You're safe.”

Hanardy felt extrenmely unsafe. Neverthel ess, he had a

Il ong history of accepting orders fromthis man; so he re-
mai ned dutifully silent.
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The Dreegh, who had listened to the brief interchange
thoughtfully, said in an even tone that when his conpani ons
arrived, he, Hanardy and Pat Ungarn would go to Europa.

He beli eved Pat was needed on such a journey. So no one
woul d be killed until it was over

"I''"'mremenbering,"” Sween-Madro continued, "what Steve

sai d about the Great Galactic noticing something. | deduce
that what he noticed had to do with Steve hinself. So we'll
go to Spaceport and study Steve's past behavior there. Right
now, let's disarmthe entire place for my peace of mnd."

Clearly, it would not be for anyone el se's.

Fromroomto room and along each corridor, silently the
three prisoners acconpani ed their powerful conqueror

And presently every weapon in the neteorite was neu-
tralized or disposed of. Even energy sources that night be
converted were sealed off. Thus, the neteorite screens were
actual |y de-energized and the machinery to operate them

wr ecked.

The Dreegh next cut off escape possibilities by disnmantling
several tiny space boats. The | ast place they went, first
Hanardy, then the professor, then Pat, and finally Sween-
Madro, was Hanardy's space freighter. There, also, all the
weapons were elimnated, and the Dreegh had Hanardy
dismantl e the control board. Fromthe parts that were
presently lying over the floor, the gaunt nman, with unerring
under st andi ng, selected key itens. Wth these in hand, he
paused in the doorway. His bal eful gaze caught Hanardy's
shifting eyes. "Steve!" he said. "You'll stay right here."

"You nean, inside ny ship?"

"Yes. If you |l eave here for any reason, I'Il kill you. Do
you under st and?"

Hanardy gl anced hel pl essly toward Professor Ungarn and
then back at the Dreegh. He said, "There's sone work the
prof essor wanted ne to do."

"Prof essor Ungarn"—t was the vanpire's harsh voice
cutting across Hanardy's uncertain protest—tell himhow
uni nportant such work is."

Hanardy was briefly aware of the old man's wan smile.

The scientist" said wearily, "Pat and | will be killed as soon as
we have served our purpose. What he will eventually do

with you, we don't know. "

"So you'll stay right here. You two come with nme,"
Sween- Madro ordered the professor and his daughter.

They went as silently as they had conme. The airl ock door
cl anged. Hanardy coul d hear the interlocking steel bolts
wheeze into position. After that, no sound cane.

The potentially nmost intelligent man in the solar system
was al one—and wi de awake.

XVI
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Sitting, or lying down, waiting posed no problens for
Hanardy. Hi s years alone in space had prepared himfor the
ordeal that now began. There was a difference.

As he presently discovered when he | ay down on his
narrow cot, he couldn't sleep.

Twenty-four earth hours ticked by.

Not a thinking man, Steve Hanardy; nor a reader. The

four books on board were repair nanuals. He had thunbed
through them a hundred times, but now he got them out

and exam ned them again. Every page was, as he had ex-
pected, dully famliar. After a slow hour he used up their
possibilities.

Anot her day, and still he was w de-eyed and unsl eepi ng,
but there was a devel opi ng restlessness in him and exhaus-
tion.

As a spaceman, Hanardy had received indoctrination in

t he dangers of sleeplessness. He knew of the mind s tendency
to dream whil e awake, the hallucinatory experiences, the nor-
mal effects of the unending strain of wakeful ness.

Not hi ng |Ii ke that happened.

He did not know that the sleep center in his brain was
tunel essly depressed and the wake center tunelessly stinu-
| ated. The former could not turn on, the latter could not
turn off. So between themthere could be none of the usua
interplay with its twilight states.

But he coul d beconme nore exhaust ed.

Though he was |yi ng down al nost continuously now, he
becane continually nore exhausted.

On the fourth "norning" he had the thought for the first
time: this is going to drive ne crazy!

Such a fear had never before in his whole |life passed

through his nmind. By |ate afternoon of that day, Hanardy
was scared and dizzy and hopel ess, in a severe dw ndling
spiral of decreasing sanity. What he woul d have done had
he renai ned al one was not at that tine brought to a test.

For late on that fourth "day" Pat Ungarn cane through
the airlock, found himcowering in his bunk and said, "Steve,
cone with ne. It's time we took action."”

Hanardy stunbled to his feet. He was actually heading
after her when he renmenbered Sween-Madro's orders to
him and he stopped.

"What's the matter?" she demanded

He munbl ed sinply, "He told ne not to | eave ny ship.
He'l'l kill me if | do."

The girl was instantly inpatient. "Steve, stop this non-
sense." Her sharp words were like blows striking his mnd.
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"You haven't any nore to | ose than we have. So cone
al ong! "

And she started back through the airlock. Hanardy stood,
stunned and shaking. In a single sentence, spoken in her
preenptory fashion, she challenged his manhood by inpli -
cation, recognized that the dunb I ove he felt for her made
hi m her slave and so re-established her absol ute ascendency.

Silently, tensely, he shuffled across the nmetal floor of the
airlock and nonents |ater was in the forbidden neteorite.

Feel i ng dooned.

The girl led the way to what was, in effect, the engine
roomof the meteorite.

As Steve trailed reluctantly behind her, Professor Ungarn
rose up froma chair and cane forward, smiling his infinitely
tired smle.

H s greeting was, "Pat wants to tell you about intelligence.
Do you know what your |1.Q is?"

The question barely reached the outer ranparts of Han-

ardy's attention. Following the girl along one corridor after
another, a fearful vision had been in his mnd, of Sween-
Madr o suddenly roundi ng the next corner and striking him
dead. That vision remained, but along with it was a grow ng
wonder: \Were was the Dreegh?

The professor snapped, "Steve, do you hear ne?"

Forced to |l ook at him Hanardy was able to renmenber

proudly that he belonged in the 55th percentile of the hu-

man race, intelligence-wise, and that his |.Q had been tested
at 104.

"The tester told ne that | was above average," Hanardy
said in a tone of pleasure. Then, apol ogetic again, he added,
"Of course, beside you guys |I'm nothing."

The old man said, "On the Klugg |.Q scale you would
probably rate higher than 104. W take into account nore
factors. Your nechanical ability and spatial relations skil
woul d not be tested correctly by any human 1. Q test that
have exam ned."

He continued, "Now, Steve, I'mtrying to explain this al

to you in a great hurry, because sonme tine in the next week
you're going to be, in flashes, the nost intelligent nan in the
entire solar system and there's nothing anybody can do

about it except help you use it. | want to prepare you."

Hanardy, who had anxi ously stationed hinself so that he
coul d keep one eye on the open door—and who kept expect-

ing the mighty Dreegh to walk in on the little conspiratoria
group of | esser bei ngs—shook his head hopel essly.

"You don't know what's already happened. | can be
killed. Easy. |'ve got no defenses."

He glumy described his encounter with the Dreegh and
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tol d how hel pl ess he had been. "There | was on ny knees,
begging, until | just happened to say sonething that nade
hi m stop. Boy, he sure didn't think |I was unkillable."

Pat came forward, stood in front of him and grabbed
hi s shoul ders wi th both hands.

"Steve," she said in an urgent voice, "above a certain

point of I.Q mnd actually is over matter. A being above

that intelligence |level cannot be killed. Not by bullets, nor by
any circunstance involving matter. Now listen: in you is a
menory of such an intelligence |evel. In nanhandling you,

the Dreegh was trying to see what limted stress woul d do.

He found out. He got the nessage fromthe Geat Gal actic

out of you.

"Steve, after that he didn't dare put a bullet into you, or
fire a death-1evel energy beam Because that would force
this menory to the surface!"

In her intense purposeful ness she tried to nove himwith
her hands. But that only rmade Hanardy aware of what a

girlish body she had. So little body, so much inperious
worman—t startled himfor she could barely budge him Iet
al one shake him

She said breathlessly, "Don't you see, Steve? You're go-
ing to be king! Try to act accordingly."

"Look— Hanardy began, stolidly.

Rage flashed into her face. Her voice | eaped past his inter-
jection. "And if you don't stop all this resistance, in the
final issue I'Il put a bullet into your brain nyself, and then
you'll see."

Hanardy gazed into her blue eyes, so abruptly furious. He
had a sinking conviction that she woul d do exactly what she
threatened. In alarm he said, "For Pete's sake, what do
you want me to do?"

"Listen to what dad has to say!" she commanded. "And
stop | ooking the other way. You need a hi gh-speed educa-
tion, and we haven't got much tine."

That |ast seened |ike a total understatenent to Hanardy.
H's feeling was that he had no tine at all

Awar eness saved him then. There was the roomwith its

machi nery, and the old nan and his daughter; and there

was he with his mnd junping with the new fear of her
threat. Hanardy had a flitting picture of the three of them
| ost forever inside this renote neteorite that was just one
tiny part of Jupiter's colossal famly of small, speeding
particles of matter—a neani ngl ess universe that visibly had
no norality or justice, because it included wthout a qualm
creatures |ike the Dreeghs.

As his skittering thought reached that dark depth, it
suddenly occurred to Hanardy that Pat coul dn't shoot him
She didn't have a gun. He opened his mouth to tell her of
her hel pl essness. Then cl osed it again.
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Because an opportunity m ght open up for her to obtain a
weapon. So the threat renained, receded in tine . . . but not
to be dism ssed. Nonethel ess, he grew calnmer. He still felt
compel led, and jittery. But he stayed there and |i stened,
then, to a tiny summary of the story of hunman intelligence
and the attenpts that had been nmade to neasure it.

It seenmed human intelligence tests were based on a curve
where the average was 100. Each test Professor Ungarn had
seen reveal ed an uncertainty about what constituted an in-
telligence factor, and what did not. Was the ability to tel
left fromright inportant to intelligence? One test included

it. Should an individual be able to solve brain tw sters?
Many testers considered this trait of great inportance. And
al rost all psychol ogi sts insisted on a subtle understanding
of the meaning of words and many of them Skill at arith-
metic was a universal requirenent. Quick observation of a
variety of geonetric shapes and forns was included. Even a
general know edge of world conditions and history was a re-
quirement in a few tests.

"Now, we Kluggs," continued the professor in his nel an-
choly voice, "have gone a step beyond that."

The words droned on through Hanardy's mind. Kl uggs

were theory-operating people . . . theories based on primary
and not secondary abilities. Another race, "higher" than the
Kl uggs—al | ed the Lennel s—eperated on Certainty ... a

hi gh harnoni ¢ of Authority.

"Certainty, with the Lennels," said the old man, "is of
course a system and not an open channel. But even so it
makes them as powerful as the Dreeghs.”

On an |.Q curve that would include humans, Kl uggs,
Lennel s and Dreeghs, the respective averages woul d be 100,
220, 380, and 450. The Dreeghs had an open channel on
control of physical novenent.

"Even a Great Galactic can only nove as fast as—he

cannot nove faster than—a Dreegh," Professor Ungarn
comment ed and expl ai ned. "Such open channels are path-
ways in the individual to a much greater ability than his
standard 1.Q permts."

Musi cal, mathematical, artistic, or any special physical,
mental or enotional ability was an open channel that oper-
ated outside the normal human, Klugg, or even the Dreegh
curve. By definition, a Geat Galactic was a person whose
I.Q curve included only open channel s

It had been reported that the open channel curve began

at about 80. And, though no one anpbng the |esser races had
ever seen anything higher than 3,000—+the Iimts of the
space phenonenon—+t was believed that the Great Galactic
I.Q curve ascended by types to about 10, 000

"It is inmpossible," said the Professor's nelancholy voi ce,
"to imagi ne what kind of an open channel that woul d be.
An exanpl e of an 800 open channel is Pat. She can decei ve.
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She can get away with a sleight of hand, a feint, a diver-
si on—

The ol d man stopped suddenly. Hi s gaze flicked past

Hanardy's right shoul der and fastened on sonething behind
hi mt hat Hanardy coul dn't see.

XVI |

The spacenman froze with the sudden terrified conviction
that the worst had happened, and that the Dreegh Sween-
Madro was behi nd him

But it couldn't be, he realized. Professor Ungarn was
| ooking at the control board of the neteorite. There was no
door there.

Hanardy all owed hinself to turn around. He saw that on
the big instrunent panel a viewplate had |ighted, showi ng a
scene of space

It was a famliar part of the starry heavens | ooki ng out
toward interstellar space, away fromthe sun. Near the cen-
ter of the scene a light was blinking.

Even as Hanardy watched, the viewpl ate picture shifted
slightly, centering exactly on the blinking |light.

Behi nd Hanardy, there was a gasp fromthe girl, "Dad,"
she whi spered, "is it—=2"

Prof essor Ungarn had wal ked toward the viewpl ate, past
Hanardy and so into the latter's range of vision. The old
man nodded with an air of utter weariness.

"Yes, I'mafraid it is, ny dear. The other ei ght Dreeghs
have arrived."

He gl anced hopel essly at Hanardy. "My daughter had
some kind of idea of using you agai nst Sween-Madro be-
fore they got here."

Hanardy said bl ankly, "Using me?"

The neaning of that brought himwith a jar out of his
own body exhaustion

The ol d man was shruggi ng. "Watever the nmerit of her
pl an, of course, nowit's too |ate."

He finished dully, "Now we'll learn our fate."
The tabl eau of dejection held for seconds only. A sound,

a hi gh-pitched human voi ce, broke through the silence and
the dark emotion that filled the room

"How far away are they?" It was the girl's voice, from
behi nd Hanardy, strained but recognizable. "Exactly how
long till they get here?"

Hanardy's mnd stirred fromits thrall as Professor Un-
garn said dully, "Less than two hours woul d be nmy guess.
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Noti ce—

He thereupon started a technical comment to her about
the speed with which the viewdl ate had centered on the
shi p, inmplying—he sai d—+the enornous velocity of its ap-
pr oach.

Hi s expl anation was never conpleted. In the mddle of it,

the girl uttered a screech and then, to Hanardy's anmze-
ment, she raced past himand flung herself, arns flailing, at
the ol d nman.

She kept striking at his face then, yelling the nost bl ood-
curdling curses in a furious soprano voice. A |long nonent
went by before Hanardy was able to rmake out what she was
sayi ng:

"—You stupid old nman! What do you nmean, only two
hours? Two hours is all we need, damm you!"

At that point Hanardy enmerged fromhis surprise. Awk-
wardly, he junped over her, grabbed her, pulled her away.
"For Pete's sake!" he cried.

The girl tried to turn on him her struggling body with-

ing in his grip. But he held her, uttering apol ogies the while.
Finally, she realized that his strength was too nuch for her
She ceased her efforts, and with an attenpt at control said
grimy, "Steve, this crazy old fool who is ny father has

twi ce now accepted defeat-when it wasn't necessary!"

She broke off, addressed the old nan. Her voice went up
a whol e octave as she said, "Show Steve what you showed
me only a few minutes before | went to get him"

Prof essor Ungarn was white and haggard. "I'msorry, ny
dear," he nmunbl ed. He nodded to Hanardy. "I'm sure you
can |l et her go now "

Hanardy rel eased the girl. She stood straightening her
clothes, but her eyes still flashed. "Show him dam it," she
snapped, "and nake it quick."

Prof essor Ungarn took Hanardy's arm and drew himto-
ward the control board, speaking in apol ogetic tones. "I
failed nmy daughter. But the truth is |I'mover three hundred

years old. That's just about it for a Klugg; so | keep for-
getting how younger people mght feel."

Pat —-he went on—was a product of a late-life narriage.

Her nother had flatly refused to go al ong on his assignhnent
as a galactic watcher. In bringing the girl with him he had
hoped to shield her fromthe early shock of discovering that
she was a nenber of a servant race. But isolation had not,
in fact, saved her feelings. And now, their very renoteness
fromthe safeguarding mlitary strength of associated | ower-
| evel races had brought a horrifying threat of death from
Wi ch he had deci ded there was no escape.

"So it didn't even occur to ne to tell her—

"Show him" the girl's voice cane shrilly fromthe rear
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"what you didn't bother to tell ne.

Prof essor Ungarn made a few control adjustnments, and

there appeared on the viewplate first a picture of a room and
then of a bed in one corner with an al nost naked man |ying

on it.

The bed cane into full focus, filled the viewdl ate. Han-
ardy drew in his breath with a sharp hiss of disbelief. It was
t he Dreegh.

The nman who lay there, seeningly unconscious, bore al-
nmost no resenblance to the tall, vital being who had cone
aboard in the guise of Pat's fiance. The body on the bed
was unnaturally thin; the rib cage showed. H s face, where
it had been full-cheeked, was sunken and hol | ow.

"They need ot her people's blood and life energy to sur-
vive, and they need it al nost continuously,” the old man
whi sper ed.

"That's what | wanted to show you, Steve." Her tone

grew scat hing, as she continued, "My father didn't let ne

see that until a few mnutes ago. |Inmagine! Here we are

under sentence of death, and on the day, alnpbst on the hour
that the other Dreeghs are due to arrive, he finally reveals it
—sonet hi ng he had watched devel opi ng for days."

The old man shut off the scene on the viewl ate and
si ghed.

"I"'mafraid it never occurred to me that a Kl ugg could
chal | enge a Dreegh. Anyway, | inmagi ne Sween-Madro orig-
inally arrived here expecting to use us as a source of bl ood
and life force. And then when you showed all that G eat

Gal actic progranm ng, he changed his mnd and decided to

wait until the com ng of his colleagues. So there he is-at
our nercy, Pat thinks."

Hanardy had spent his years of association with this
coupl e deferring to them So he waited now, patiently, for
the scientist to tell himwhat to do about the opportunity.

The old man said, with a sigh, "Pat thinks if we make a
bold attack at this stage, we can kill him"

Hanardy was instantly skeptical, but he had never been
able to influence this father and daughter in any way, and
he was about to follow the old, wthdrawi ng pattern, when
he renenbered again that there were no weapons around

to make any ki nd of attack whatsoever

He pointed out that fact and was still talking when he felt sonmething cold touch his hand.

Startled, he glanced down and back—and saw that the

girl was pushing a netal bar about one and a half feet |ong,
at his palm Involuntarily, still not thinking, he closed his
fingers over it. As soon as he had it firmy in one chunky
hand, Hanardy recognized by its feel that it was a speci al

al um num al l oy, hard, light, and tough.

The girl spoke. "And just in case that dunb | ook on your
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face neans what | think it does," she said, "here are your
orders: take that bar, go where the Dreegh is and beat
himto death with it."

Hanardy turned slowy, not quite sure that it was he who
was bei ng addressed. "Me?" he said. And then, after a |ong
pause, "Hey!"

"And you'd better get started,"” said the girl, "there isn't
much tine."

"Hey!" repeated Hanardy, blankly.
XVI I

Slowy, the roomswung back into a kind of bal ance. And
Hanardy grew aware that the girl was speaki ng again:

"I''ll go in through the door facing the bed," she stated. "If
he can awaken at all in bis condition, I want to ask him

some questions. | nust know about the nature of super-in-
telligence."

For a brain in as dulled a state as Hanardy's, the words
were confusing. He had been striving to adjust to the idea
that he was the one who was supposed to go in to the
Dreegh, and sinul taneously he was bracing hinsel f agai nst
what she wanted himto do

Wth so nmany thoughts already in his nind, it was hard to
get the picture that this slip of a girl intended to confront
the Dreegh by herself.

Pat was speaking again, in an adnmoni shing tone. "You

stand just inside the other door, Steve. Now |listen carefully.
Do your best not to attract his attention, which | hope wll
be on me. The information | want is for your benefit. But
when | yell, 'Cone!' don't delay. You cone and you kill,
under st and?"

Hanardy had had a thought of his own. A sudden stark
realization. The realization was that in this deadly dangerous
situation there was ultimately a solution

He could cast off in his own spacecraft!

But that meant he would have to obtain the key equip-
ment Sween-Madro had taken fromhis ship. Qotain it, re-
pair the control board, get away!

To obtain it he'd have to go to where it was—nto the
Dreegh's bedroom At |east apparently, he would have to
do exactly what Pat want ed.

Fear di mmed before that obvi ous purpose, yielded to the
feeling that there was no ot her way.

Thi nki ng thus, Hanardy abruptly uttered agreenent.
"Yep," he said, "l understand."

The girl had started toward the door. At the tone of his
voi ce, she paused, turned back and gazed at hi m suspi ci ous-
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ly. "Now, don't you go having any plans of your own!"
She spoke accusingly.

Hanardy was instantly guilty, instantly confused. "For

Pete's sake," he said, "I don't like what you want to do—
going in there and waking this guy. | don't see any good in
my listening to a lecture on intelligence. |'mnot smart

enough to understand it! So, nmy vote is if we're going in
let's just kill himright off."

The girl had turned away. She did not glance back as she
wal ked out of the room Hanardy grinmaced at Professor
Ungarn. Mnents |ater he was through the door, follow ng
her, weary, hopeless, nentally shut down, but resigned.

Pat heard hi m stunbling al ong behind her. Wthout | ook-
ing around she said, "You re a weapon, Steve. | have to
figure out howto fire that weapon and escape. Basically,
that's all we need to do! Get away from the Dreeghs and
hi de. Under st and?"

He was a man stunbling al ong netal and rock corridors

in arenote part of the solar system his normal stolidness
made worse now by an i mmense weariness. So he heard the
words she uttered; even understood their surface meaning.

It was enough awareness for himto be able to nunbl e,
"Yeah—yeah!"

O herwi se—she went on when he had acknow edged—

he might go off like a firecracker, di schargi ng whatever
ener gy hono-gal actic had endowed himwith in a series of
meani ngl ess expl osions ai med at not hi ng and acconpli shing
not hi ng.

So the question was: Wat kind of weapon was he?

"As | see it," she finished, "that information we can only
hope to gain fromthe Dreegh. That's why we have to talk
to him"

"Yeah," nunbl ed Hanardy, hoarsely. "Yeah."

They came all too quickly to their destination. At the
girl's nod Hanardy broke into an uneven | ope and ran around
to the far corridor. He funbled the door open and stepped

i nsi de.

At this point Pat had al ready been through her door for
fifteen seconds. Hanardy entered upon a strange scene, in-
deed.

On the bed, the al nbst naked body was stirring. The eyes
opened and stared at the girl, and she said breathlessly,
"That! What you just now di d—becom ng aware of ne

How do you do that?"

From where he stood, Hanardy coul d not see the
Dreegh's head. He was aware only that the Dreegh did not
answer .

"What ," asked Pat Ungarn, "is the nature of the intelli-
gence of a Great Galactic?"
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The Dreegh spoke. "Pat," he said, "you have no future,
so why are you maeking this inquiry?"

"l have a few days."
"True," said Sween- Madro.
He seemed unaware that there was a second person in the

room So he can't read m nds! Hanardy exulted. For the
first tinme he had hope.

"I have a feeling," Pat was continuing, "that you're at
| east slightly vulnerable in your present condition. So answer

my question! O —=
She left the threat and the sentence unfini shed.
Agai n the body on the bed shifted position. Then

"A'l right, ny dear, if it's information you want, 1'Il| give
you nore than you bargained for."

"VWhat do you nean?"

"There are no Great Galactics," said the Dreegh. "No
such beings exist, as a race. To ask about their intelligence
i s—Aot neani ngl ess, but conpl ex."

"That's ridiculous!" Pat's tone was scathing. "W saw
him "

She hal f-gl anced at Hanardy for confirmation, and Han-
ardy found hinself nodding his head in full agreement with
her words. Boy, he sure knew there was a Great Gal acti c.

On the bed, Sween-Madro sat up.

"The Great Galactic is a sport! Just a nenber of sone

| esser race who was rel eased by a chance stinulus so that

he tenporarily becanme a super-bei ng. The nethod?" The

Dreegh sniled coldly. "Every once in a while, accidentally,
enough energy accunul ates to nmake such a stimulus pos-

sible. The lucky individual, in his super-state, realized the
whol e situation. Wien the energy had been transforned by

his own body and used up as far as he hinself was con-
cerned, he stored the transforned |ife-energy where it could
eventual ly be used by soneone el se. The next person woul d

be able to utilize the energy in its converted form Having
gone through the energy, each recipient in turn sank back

to sone | ower state.

"Thus WIliam Leigh, earth reporter, had for a few bri ef
hours been the only Geat Galactic in this area of space. By
now his super-ability is gone forever. And there is no one
to replace him

"And that, of course," said the Dreegh, "is the problem

with Hanardy. To use his nenory of intelligence inits

full possibility, he'll need |ife energy in enornous quantities.
Where will he get it? He won't! If we're careful, and in-

vestigate his background cautiously, we should be able to
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prevent Steve getting to any source, known or unknown."
Hanardy had listened to the account with a devel opi ng

enpty feeling fromthe pit of his stomach. He saw that the
color had drained fromthe girl's face.

"I don't believe it," she faltered. "That's just a—

She got no further, because in that split instant the
Dr eegh was besi de her. The sheer speed of his novenent
was amazi ng. Hanardy, watching, had no clear nenory of
the vanpire actually getting off the bed.

But now, belatedly, he realized what the Dreegh's nove-
ments on the bed nust have been—aneuverings, rebal -

anci ngs. The creature-nman had been surpri sed—had been
caught in a prone, helpless position, but used the talk to
brace hinmself for attack.

Hanardy was miserably aware that Pat Ungarn was equal -

Iy taken by surprise. Sween-Madro's fingers snatched at her
shoul der. Wth effortless strength, he spun her around to
face him His | ank body towered above her, as he spoke.

"Hanardy has a menory of sonething, Pat. That's all.
And that is all there is. That's all that's left of the Geat
Gal actics."

Pat gasped, "If it's nothing, why are you scared?"

"It's not quite nothing," Sween-Madro replied patiently.

"There is a—potential. One chance in a nmillion. | don't
want himto have any chance to use it, though of course
we'll presently have to take a chance with himand put him

into a state of sleep.”

He rel eased her and stepped back. "No, no, my dear,

there's no possibl e chance of you naking use of sone special
ability in Hanardy—because | know he's over there by the
door. And he can't nove fast enough to get over here and
hit ne with that metal bar."

The tense Hanardy sagged. And Pat Ungarn seened

frozen, glaring at the creature. She cane back to life,
abruptly. "I know why you don't dare shoot Steve. So why
don't you shoot me?" Her tone was up in pitch, challenging.

"Hey!" said Hanardy. "Careful!"

"Don't worry, Steve," she answered gaily w thout turning
around. "It's not because | have any |.Q potentialities. But
he won't touch ne either. He knows you like ne. You

m ght have a bad thought about himat a key nonent, later.
Isn't that right, M. Dreegh? |'ve got your little dil enmma
figured out, haven't I, even though I've only got a Klugg
brain."

Her words seened suicidal to Hanardy. But Sween-Madro
just stood gazing at her, swaying a little, saying nothing—a

naked scarecrow of a man fromthe wai st up, and bel ow,
weari ng knee-| ength dungarees over bone-thin | egs.
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Yet there was no belief in Hanardy that the Dreegh was

vul nerabl e. He remenbered the other's high speed nove-
ment s—that seem ngly instantaneous transition from one

| ocation in space to another . . . fromthe bed to Pat, at
i nvisible speed. Fantastic!

Once nore Pat's voice broke the silence, nockingly:

"What's this? An 1.Q of 400 or 500 baffled? Doesn't know
what to do? Renmenber, no nmatter what action you take,

he can't stay awake nuch longer. It's only a matter of tine
bef ore sonething has to give."

At that point, another sharp anxiety struck through
Hanardy. He thought: She's wasting time. Every mnute
those other Dreeghs are getting closer

The t hought was so urgent in his mnd, he spoke it aloud,
"For Pete's sake, M ss Pat, those other Dreeghs'|| be here
any second—

"Shut up, you fool!"

Instantly shrill, hysterical, terrified—that was her totally
unexpected reaction

She said sonmething else in that same high-pitched tone,
but Hanardy did not hear it clearly. For in that nonent
between his own words and hers, the Dreegh turned. And
his arm noved. That was all that was visible. Were did it
move to? The super-speed of the novenent blurred that. It
could only, logically, have been toward the pocket of his
dungarees, but nothing |like that was visible.

A weapon glittered; a beamof |ight touched Hanardy's
face.

As bl ackness swept over him he realized what else it was
the girl had said: "Steve, he'll put you to sleep while that
t hought about the Dreeghs coming quickly is in your

m nd. . "

XX

How swiftly can transition between wakeful ness and sl eep
take pl ace?

As long as it requires for the wakeful ness center to shut
off and the sleep center to turn on

So there is no apparent conscious tinme lag. If you live a
dull, human existence, it seens brief enough.

To Hanardy, who was nornally duller than nost, it
seemed no tinme at all.

He started forward, his lips parted to speak—and he was
already asleep ... so far as he—the self—was aware. He
did have a vague feeling of starting to fall.

Consci ousl y, nothing nmore occurred.

Bel ow t he conscious, there was a neasurabl e | apse of
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time.

During that time, the particles inside the atons of his
body did millions of mllions of separate actions. And nol e-
cul es by the quadrillion maneuvered in the twlight zone of
matter. Because of the thought that had been in Hanardy's

m nd, at some level of his brain he noticed exact spots of
space, saw and identified the other-ness of the Dreeghs in
the approachi ng Dreegh ship, estimated their other-where-
ness, computed the mathematics of change. It was sinple in
the virtual enptiness of space, difficult where matter was
dense. But never inpossible.

As he did so, the Dreegh ship with its eight Dreeghs
changed | ocation fromone spot to another exact spot in
space, bridging the gap through a lattice-work of related
spots.

In the bedroomin the neteorite, the visible event

was that Hanardy fell. Atwisting fall, it was, whereby he
spraw ed on his side, the armwith the nmetal bar in it partly
under him

As Hanardy col |l apsed to the floor, the Dreegh wal ked

past Pat toward the open door behind it. Reaching it, he
clutched at it, seemngly for support.

Pat stared at him After what had happened she didn't
quite dare to believe that his apparent weakness was as great
as she saw it to be.

Yet after a little, she ventured, "May | ask ny father a
question?"

There was no answer. The Dreegh stood at the door, and
he seened to be clinging to it.

Excitenment | eaped through the girl.

Suddenly she dared to accept the reality of the exhaus-
tion that was here. The Dreegh's one mighty effort had de-
pleted him it seened.

She whirled and raced over to Hanardy, |ooking for the
metal bar. She saw at once that he was lying on top of it
and tried to roll himover. She couldn't. He seened to be
solidly inbedded in the floor in that awkward position

But there was no time to waste! Breathing hard, she
reached under himfor the netal weapon, found it, tugged
at it.

It woul dn't budge.

Pull at it, twist it, exert all her strength—+t was no use.
Hanardy had a vice-like grip on the bar, and his body

wei ght reinforced that grip. Nothing she could do could
move it, or him

Pat believed the position, the inmovability, was no acci-

dent. Di snayed, she thought the Dreegh caused himto fal
i ke that.
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She felt nmonmentarily awed. What an amazi ng prediction
ability Sween-Madro had had—to have realized the na-

ture of the danger against himand taken an exact defense
against it.

It was a maneuver designed to defeat, exactly and pre-
cisely, a small Klugg woman, whose ability at duplication
could not lighten the weight of a body |ike Hanardy's

enough to matter and whose ability to solve problens did

not include the ability to unravel a nuscularly knotted hand

grip.

But —she was on her feet, infinitely determ ned—+t would
do hi mno good!

The Dreegh al so had a weapon. His only hope nust be
that she woul dn't dare come near him

Instants later, she was daring. Her trenbling fingers fum
bl ed over his dungarees, seeking openings.

They found not hi ng.

But he had a weapon, she told herself, bew | dered. He
fired it at Steve. | saw him

Again, nore frantically, she searched all the possibilities
of the one garnent he wore—n vain.

She renenbered, finally, in her desperation, that her
father nust have been watching this room He mi ght have
seen where it was.

"Dad!" she cal |l ed anxiously.

"Yes, ny dear?" The reply fromthe intercomcane at
once, reassuringly calm

Wat ching the Dreegh warily, she asked, "Do you have
any advice on how to kill hin®"

The old man, sitting in the control roomof the neteorite,

si ghed. From his viewpoint, he could on one viewpl ate see

the girl, Hanardy's unconsci ous body and Sween- Madro; on

anot her he observed gloomly that the Dreegh ship had

arrived and had attached to an airlock. As he watched that
second viewpl ate, three nen and five wonen cane out of

the ship and into a corridor of the nmeteorite. It was obvious
that killing Sween-Madro was no | onger of val ue.

The girl's voice cut across his awareness. "He nmust have
used the super-speed again without nmy noticing and hidden
hi s weapon. Did you see what he did with it?"

What Professor Ungarn was seeing was that the newy
arrived Dreeghs, though in no hurry, were heading directly
toward Madro and Pat.

Wat chi ng them the professor thought, Pat was right.
Sween- Madro had been vul nerable. He coul d have been
killed. But it was too | ate.
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Sick with self-recrimnation he abandoned the control
roomand hurried to join his daughter.

By the time he arrived, Sween-Madro was back in the

bed, and Hanardy had been lifted onto a powered dolly
whi ch had been wheel ed al ongsi de a machi ne that had evi -
dently been brought fromthe Dreegh ship.

The machine was a sinple device with a pair of bul bous,
transparent cups and a suction system A needle was in-
serted into a bl ood vessel on Hanardy's right arm Swiftly, a
turgid bluish-red liquid rose in one of the bul bous cups;

about a quart, Professor Ungarn estinmated to Ms daughter
in a whisper.

One by one, wordlessly, the Dreeghs went to the machi ne.
Anot her needl e was used. And into each a tiny drain of
bl ood si phoned fromthe red stuff in the bul bous cup. It
seemed as if about half of it was taken.

Still without anyone speaking, the needl e was inserted
into Sween-Madro's arm and the rest of the blood fromthe
cup flowed into him

Pat stared at the dreadful beings with avid curiosity. Al
her life she had heard of, and been warned agai nst, these
creatures; and here they were fromall those distances of
years and miles. Four nen and five wonen.

Three of the five wonen were brunette, one was a bl onde;
the fifth was a redhead.

The wonen were, every one, tall and willow. The nen

were uniformy six feet four or five and gaunt of build. Ws
hei ght a part of the Dreegh illness? Pat wondered, seeing
themtogether like this. Did Dreegh bones grow as a result
of their disease? She could only wonder.

The figure on the bed noved. Sween-Madro opened his
eyes and sat up.

He seemed shaky and unsure. Again, there was silent
action. The Dreegh nen did not nmove, but the wonmen one
by one went over and lightly kissed Sween-Madro on the
l'ips.

At each touch of lips there was a faint bluish light, a
flash of brightness, like a spark. Invariably, the blue spark
| eaped fromthe woman to the nman.

And with each flash he grew nore alive. Hi s body becane
visibly larger. Hi s eyes grew bright.

Pat, who had been watching with total fascination, sud-
denly felt two pairs of hands grab her. She had time to |et
out a shriek as two Dreegh nen carried her over to Sween
and held her above him her face over his.

At the final nonent, she ceased her futile struggle and
froze.

She was aware of Sween's sardonic eyes gazing up at her.
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Then, with a deliberate novenent he raised his head and
brushed her lips with his.

She expected to die.

Deep inside the back of her head, a fire started. The heat
of it seened instantly unbearable; instantly there was a fl ash
of blue flanme fromher lips to his.

Then she was back on the floor, dizzy, but-as she re-
ali zed presentl|ly—recovering. And still alive.

Sween- Madro swung his feet over the edge of the bed

and said, "The existence of such brother-and-sister energy
fl ows, Pat—which you have now experienced—and the

Dreegh ability to use themmake it likely that we could be-
come the nost powerful beings in the galaxy on a continuing
basis. If we can defeat Hanardy. W only took about ten
percent fromyou. W don't want you danaged—yet."

He stood up, wal ked over and | ooked down at the un-
consci ous spaceman. Presently he beckoned Pat and Pro-
fessor Ungarn; father and daughter cane at once.

The Dreegh said, "lI'mstill not well. Can you detect any
change in hin?" He did not wait for a reply, but said in
relief, "I guess nothing happened. He | ooks as | ow grade a

human as you could ever not want to neet or deal with in
any way, and that's the way he was before—don't you
agree?”

Pat said quickly, "I don't understand. Wat did you ex-
pect ?"

"Hopefully, nothing," was the reply. "But that remark

about how near our ship was was the first un-progranred

use of his ability. A spatial relationship action |like that
conmes in the Geat Galactic intelligence curve at about 1.Q
1200."

"But what did you fear?" Pat persisted.
"That it would feed back through his nervous system"
"What woul d that do?"

The Dreegh nerely stared at her, sardonically. It was

Prof essor Ungarn's voice that finally broke the silence. "MW
dear, the Dreeghs are actually acting as if their only eneny
is a programed Hanardy."

"Then you believe their analysis of the nature of the G eat
Gal actics?"

"They believe it; so | believe it."
"Then there's no hope?"
The old man pointed at Hanardy. "There's Steve."

"But he's just a bum That's why we selected himto be
our drayhorse, renenber?" She spoke accusingly. "Because
he was the dunbest, nobst honest jerk in the solar system—
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remenber ?"
The ol d man nodded, suddenly | ooking gl oonry. Pat be-

came aware that the Dreeghs were watching them as if they
were |istening.

It was one of the dark-haired wonen who spoke. "M

nane is Rilke," she said. She went on, in a |ow, husky voice,
"What you've just described—a nan as uninportant as this
one—+s one of the reasons why we want to go to Europa.

We nust find out what did the Geat Galactic see in this
strange little man. We shoul d know because for our bl ood
storage tanks and energy pool we need the blood and life
force of a nmillion people fromthis otherw se undefended

pl anetary system And we dare not kill a single one of those
mllion until the riddle of Hanardy is resolved."

XX
Take a sentient bei ng—

Everyone aboard the Dreegh super-ship that flew to the
moon Europa in thirty hours (instead of many weeks) fitted
that description: the Dreeghs, Pat, Professor Ungarn, and
t he sl eepi ng Hanardy.

They had brought al ong Hanardy's freighter to be their

| andi ng craft. They came down without incident into Han-
ardy' s permanent, spaceship berth in Spaceport, the large
moon's principal city.

Consi der any sentient person—
That includes a man asleep .. . |ike Hanardy.

There he lies, helpless. In that fourth sleep stage that
Hanardy was i n—the deep delta-wave stage—push at him

hit him roll himover. It is enornously difficult to awaken
him Yet it is in this stage that a person can act out a sl eep-
wal ker's strange goal

Force this sentient individual to interact with a grossly
vast universe—

"We're taking no chances," said the Dreegh brunette
worman, Rilke. "W're going to bring himinto notion on the
somanbul i stic | evel ."

It was Sween who directed a bright light at Hanardy's
face; after nere seconds, he shut it off.

There was a neasurabl e passage of tinme. Then the body
on the bed stirred.

A second worman—the bl onde—wi t hout gl ancing up from

the instrument she was nonitoring, nmade a gesture and said
hurriedly, "The sommanbulistic purpose is in the delta-wave
band C 10-13B."

It was a private nomencl ature that meant nothing to Pat.

But the words caused an unexpected flatter of excitenent
anong the Dreeghs.
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Sween-Madro turned to Pat. "Have you any idea why
Hanardy should want to visit with, and have a feeling of
affection for, thirteen people in Spaceport?"

Pat shrugged. "He associates wth certain space buns
around town," she said contenptuously. "Typical hangers-
on of the kind you find out in space. | wouldn't waste a

m nute on them"

Sween said coldly, "W take no chances, Pat. The idea
solution would be to kill all thirteen. But if we do, Hanardy
m ght have punitive dreans about us as he awakens--which
awakening wi Il happen very soon now, one way or another.
So"—the | ong gaunt face cracked into a grinmace of a snmile
—we'll render themuseless to him™"

"Ssssh!" said the bl onde woman. She notioned toward the
figure on the bed.

The somanbul i stic Hanardy had opened bis eyes.

Pat was aware, then, of the Dreeghs watching alertly.
Involuntarily, briefly, she held her breath and wait ed.

Hanardy did not glance at her or at the Dreeghs, showed
no awar eness of anyone el se being in the room

Wthout a word, he got out of bed and renpbved his

paj amas. Then he went into his bathroom and shaved and

conbed his hair. He cane out again into the bedroom and

began to dress, putting on bis dirty pants, a shirt, and a pair
of boots.

As Hanardy wal ked out of the room Rilke shoved at Pat.
"Remai n near the sl eepwal ker," she comuanded.

Pat was aware that Ri | ke and Sween-Madro stayed cl ose
behi nd her. The others had slipped somewhere out of sight.

The somanbul i stic Hanardy opened the airl ock and
headed down the gangpl ank

Sween- Madro gestured with his head for Pat to follow,

The girl had hesitated at the top of the spidery "plank."
And now she stood for a nonent gazing out at the city of
Spaceport.

The airlock of Hanardy's freighter was | ocated about

fifty feet above the heavy | ower scaffolding that held the
vessel . There was a space of about five feet between the
openi ng and t he upper scaffol ding which actually constituted
a part of the dock.

Al nost straight ahead of her Pat could see the first build-

ing of the city. It was hard for her to realize that the entire
popul ace of the port, with all their avail abl e equi prent, had
no chance agai nst the Dreeghs. There was no protection

here for her, or Hanardy, or anyone.

Awe cane. The decisive factor was the intelligence of
the Dreeghs.
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She thought: and what's in Steve's nmenory of intelligence
is all that stands between these vanpires and their vic-
tims.

M nutes | ater she found herself wal ki ng besi de Hanar dy.
She stole a glance at his blank face, so stolid and unintel -
| ectual. He seened like a small hope, indeed.

The Dreeghs and she foll owed Hanardy al ong a street,

into a hotel, up an el evator and along a corridor to a door
nunbered 517. Hanardy pressed a little button, and after a
little the door opened. A m ddl e-aged wormman shuffled into
vi ew. She was dunpy and bl eary-eyed, but her face bright-
ened into a welconing smirk as she saw Hanar dy.

"H, there, Han!" she yell ed.

Havi ng spoken, she nmust have realized that the Dreeghs

and Pat were with the spaceman. If she had any defensive
thought, it was too late. Sween nade her helpless with his
mechani cal light-flash hypnoti sm about which he comented
casually after they were inside and the door shut, "Nothing
nmore conpl ex is needed for human bei ngs, or— he shrugged
—Kluggs. Sorry, Pat," he apologized to the girl, "but the
fact is that, like the people of this system you al so have
a vague idea that hypnoti smand ot her nonconsci ous phenom
ena were invented by hypnotists and sinilar unscrupul ous
peopl e. "

He added ruefully, "You'll never surprise a Lennel, or a
Medder, or a Hulak with any control nethod short of—=
He broke off. "Never mind!"

He turned to the woman. Presently, under his guidance
she was speaking enforced truths about her real relationship
wi t h Hanar dy.

Fromthe time they had net, Hanardy had gi ven her
noney.

"What does he really get for it?" asked Rilke.
"Not hi ng. " -

Since their nethod evoked only truth, Rilke frowned at
Sween, "It couldn't be altruism Not on his |ow |evel ?"

It was visibly an unexpected devel opnent. Pat said scath-
ingly, "If altruismis an |.Q factor, you Dreeghs probably
come in belowidiot."

The man did not reply. The next instant his preter-

naturally | ong body was bendi ng over the bloated fenuale
whom t hey had so briefly interrogated. There was a flash of
blue as his |lips touched hers. Half a dozen tines he repeated
that caricature of a kiss. Each tine, the worman grew visibly
smal ler, like a sick person fading away on a hospital bed.

Finally, a bright light was flashed into the tired eyes,
excising all nmenory of her degradation. But when they de-
parted, the shriveled being on the bed was still alive.
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The next" person that the somanbulistic Hanardy | ed
themto was a man. And this time it was Ril ke who took
the glancing kiss, and it was into her nervous systemthat
the blue fire was drawn.

They drained all thirteen of Hanardy's friends in the
same way; and then they decided to kill Hanardy.

Ginning, Sween explained. "If we blow himup with you,

the woman for whom he feels a dunb devotion, standing

beside himin his hone port—the only honme he knows—

he' Il be busy protecting those he |oves. And then we, who

will be out in space while this is going on, will probably
survive the fewinstants that it will take for himto awaken."

As she heard those words, Pat felt a hardening of her own
resolve, a conviction that she had nothing to | ose.

They had started up the metal gangplank that led to the

ai rl ock of Hanardy's ship. Hanardy wal ked bl ankly in front,
behind himwas the girl, then R lke, and, bringing up the
rear, Sween. As they reached the final few feet, Pat braced
hersel f and spoke al oud.

"It seens wong— she said.

And | eaped forward. She put her hands agai nst Hanardy
and shoved himover the side of the plank

As she expected, the Dreeghs were quick. Hanardy was

still teetering over the fifty-foot drop fromthe narrow wal k
when both the man and woman were beside him As one
person, they reached over the |ow handrail, reached out,

reached down. That swiftly they had him

I n pushing at Hanardy, Pat found herself automatically
propelled by the effort of her thrust away from Hanardy
and over the other edge of the plank.

As she fell, she conpleted in her mnd the sentence she
had begun: "It seens wong . . . not to put that dunb |ove
to the utternost test!"

XX
Spaceport, on Europa, like other simlar communities in
the solar system was not at all like an ordinary little town

of four thousand human beings. |If anything, it resenbl ed

an old-style naval refueling station in the South Pacific, with
its mlitary establishnent and garrison. Except that the
"garrison" of Spaceport consisted of technical experts who

wor ked in conpl ex mechani cal systens for the repair and
servicing of spaceships. In addition, Spaceport was a nining
post, where small craft brought their neteorite ore, gigantic
pl ants separated the precious fromthe debris, and the re-
sultant refined materials were trans-shipped to Earth.

The simlarity to a South Pacific port was borne out in

one other respect. Exactly as each little island post of
Earth's Pacific Ocean gradually accunul ated a saturation of
human fl ot sam and j etsam so on Spaceport there had
gathered a strange tribe of space bums. The tribe consisted
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of men and wonen in al nbst equal nunbers, the size of the
group being variable. Currently, it consisted of thirteen per-
sons. They were not exactly honest people, but they were

not crimnals. That was inpossible. In space, a person con-
victed of one of the basic crinmes was autonatically sent

back to Earth and not allowed out again. However, there

was a great tolerance anong enforcenent officials as to

what constituted a crime. Not drunkenness, certainly, and

not dope addiction, for either men or wonmen. Any degree
of normal sex, paid for or not, was never the subject of in-
vesti gati on.

There was a reason for this latitude. The majority of the
persons i nvol ved—en and wonen—were technically

trained. They were buns because they couldn't hold a steady
job, but during rush periods, a personnel officer of the
pressured conpany could often be found down in the bars

on Front Street |ooking for a particular individual, or group
The buns thus |ocated m ght then earn good noney for a

week or two, or perhaps even three.

It was exactly such a personnel officer |ooking for exactly
such |l ost souls who discovered all thirteen of the people he
want ed—four women and nine men—were sick in their

hot el roons.

Naturally, he called the port authorities. After an ex-
am nation, the MD. who was brought in stated that al
thirteen showed extrene weakness. They seened to be, as
he so succinctly put it, "only marginally alive"

The report evoked an alarmreaction fromthe Port
Authority. The Director had visions of sonme kind of epi-
dem ¢ sweeping up fromthese dregs of people and deci mat -
ing his little kingdom

He was still considering a course of action when reports
fromprivate doctors indicated that the illness, whatever it
was, had affected a |arge nunber of affluent citizens of
Spaceport in addition to the buns.

The total in the final count came to a hundred and ni nety-
three persons sick with the same | oss of energy and near-
deat h apat hy.

XXI |

At sonme mnd | evel, Hanardy becane aware that Patricia
Ungarn was falling to her death.

To save her, he had to get energy from sonewhere

He knew i mmedi ately where the energy woul d have to
pone from

For a cosnmic nonent, as his somanbul i smwas dis-
rupted and replaced by the dreaning state that precedes
awakeni ng, he was held by rigidities of bis personality.

There was a split instant, then, as sonme aware part of
hi m gazed in amazenent and horror at a lifetime of being a
sl oppy Joe.
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That one gl ance of kal ei doscopic insight was all that was
necessary.

The barriers went down.
Time ceased. For him all particle flows ended.

In that forever state, Hanardy was aware of hinself as
being at a location

Around himwere 193 other |ocations. He observed at
once that thirteen of the locations were extrenely wavery.
He i medi ately excluded the thirteen fromhis purpose.

To the renmaining 180 | ocations, he nade a postulate. He
postul ated that the 180 would be glad to nake i medi ate
paynent .

Each of the 180 thereupon willingly gave to Hanardy
seven-tenths of all the available life-energy in their 180 | o-
cations.

As that energy flowed to Hanardy, tune resunmed for him

The living universe that was Steve Hanardy expanded out

to what appeared to be a great prineval dark. In that dark
were bl acker bl obs, nine of themthe Dreeghs. At the very
heart of the black excrescences ran a fine, worniike thread
of silvery brightness: the Dreegh di sease, shining, tw sting,

ugly.

As Hanardy noticed that utterly criminal distortion, he
becane aware of a red streak in the sinister silver.

He thought, in i mense astoni shnent, "Wy, that's ny
bl ood!"

He realized, then, with profound interest that this was the
bl ood the Dreeghs had taken from hi mwhen they first
arrived at the Ungarn neteorite.

They had given Sween nost of it. But the others had each
eagerly taken a little of the fresh stuff for themnselves.

Hanardy realized that that was what the Great Gal actic
had noticed about him He was a catalyst! In his presence
by one neans or another people got well... in many ways.

In a few days |onger, his blood in them would enable the
Dreeghs to cure their disease.

The Dreeghs woul d di scover the cure belatedly—+too late
to change their forcing nethods.

For Hanardy, the scene altered.

The nine bl ack bl obs were no | onger shaped by their

di sease, as he saw them next. He found hinself respect-
ing the nine as nmenbers of the only | ower race that had
achi eved inmortality.

The cure of themwas inportant.
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Agai n, for Hanardy, there was a change. He was aware

of long lines of energy that were straight and white flow

ing at himfromsome greater darkness beyond. In the near

di stance was a single point of light. As his attention focused
there, all the nunerous lines, except fromthat |ight-point,
vani shed.

It occurred to Hanardy that that was the Dreegh ship

and that, in relation to earth, it would eventually be in a
specific direction. The thin, thin, white line was |ike a pointer
fromthe ship to him Hanardy gl anced al ong that |ine. And
because he was open—eh, so open!—-he did the touch-

ing. Then he touched other places and did a bal ancing thing

bet ween them and the Dreegh ship.

He oriented hinself in space.
Oiented it!

As he conpleted that touching, he realized that the
Dreegh ship was now slightly over six thousand |ight-years
awnay.

That was far enough, he deci ded.

Havi ng made that decision, he allowed particle flowto
resune for the Dreeghs. And so—

As time began again, the Dreeghs found thenselves in

their own spaceship. There they were, all nine of them They
gazed uneasily at each other and then made a study of

their surroundings. They saw unfamliar star configurations.
Thei r unhappi ness grew. It was not a pleasant thing to be

| ost in space, as they knew from previ ous experience.

After a while, when nothing further happened, it becane
appar ent that—though they woul d probably never again be
able to find the Earth's sol ar systemthey were safe ..

Pat's first consciousness of change was that she was no
I onger falling. But no |onger on Europa. As she caught her
bal ance, she saw that she was in a famliar room

She shook her head to clear away the fuzziness from her
eyes. And then she realized it was a roomin the Ungarn
meteorite, her hone. She heard a faint sound and swung
about —and paused, bal ancing, on one heel, as she saw her
fat her.

There was an expression of relief on his face. "You had

me worried," he said. "lI've been here for nore than an hour
My dear, all is well! Qur screens are bad? to worKking;
everything is the way it was ... before. W're safe.”

"B-but," said the girl, "where's Steve?"

It was earlier. Hanardy had the inpression that he
was renenbering a forgotten experience on the Ungarn
meteorite—a time before the arrival of Sween-Madro and
the second group of Dreeghs.

The Great Galactic of that earlier tine, he who had been
W liam Lei gh, bent over Hanardy where he lay on the floor
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He said with a friendly, serious snile, "You and that girl
make quite a conbination. You with so nuch owed to you
and she with that high ability for fool hardiness.

He broke off. "Steve, there are billions of open channels
in the universe. Awareness of the genius in themis the next
step up for intelligence. Because you' ve had sone feedback,
if you take that to heart you m ght even get the girl."

Lei gh's words ended abruptly. For at that instant he
touched the spaceman' s shoul der

The nenory faded—
SECOND STAGE |.Q 10, 000
REHABI LI TATI ON COVPLETED.
BEG N FI NAL STAGE

XX 11

Barbara Ellington felt the touch as she straightened up
fromthe water cooler. It was the |ightest of touches, but
quite startling—a nomentary, tiny flick of something ice-cold
agai nst the nuscle of her right armat the shoul der

She twi sted quickly and rather awkwardly around from

the cooler, then stared in confusion at the snall well -
dressed, bal d-headed man who stood a few feet behind her,
evidently awaiting his turn for a drink.

"Why, good afternoon, Barbara," he said pleasantly.

Bar bara was now feeling enbarrassnent. "I . . ." she
began incoherently. "I didn't know anyone el se was near,
Dr. doge. I'mfinished now"

She picked up the briefcase she had set against the wall

when she stopped for a drink and went on al ong the bright

lit corridor. She was a tall, |lean-bodied girl—perhaps a little
too tall, but, with her serious face and snooth brown hair,

not unattractive. At the noment, her cheeks burned. She

knew she wal ked wi t h wooden, self-conscious stiffness, won-
dering if Dr. doge was peering after her, puzzled by her

odd behavi or at the water cooler.

"But something did touch me," she thought.

At the turn of the corridor, she glanced back. Dr. 4 oge
had had his drink and was wal ki ng of f unhurriedly in the
opposite direction. Nobody el se was in sight.

After she'd turned the corner, Barbara reached up with

her |l eft hand and rubbed the area of her upper arm where

she had felt that tiny, nonmentary needle of ice. Had Dr.

G oge been responsible for—well, for whatever it had been?
She frowned and shook her head. She'd worked in 3 oge's
office for two weeks inmediately after she'd been enpl oyed
here. And Dr. Henry d oge, head of the biol ogy section at
Research Al pha, while invariably polite, even courteous, was
a cold, quiet, withdrawn character, conpletely devoted to his
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wor k.

He was not at all the kind of man who woul d consider it
hunorous to play a prank on a stenographer.

And it hadn't, in fact, been a prank

FromDr. Henry d oge's point of view, the encounter

with Barbara Ellington in the fifth-floor hallway that after-
noon had been a very fortunate accident. A few weeks

earlier he had selected her to be one of two unwitting sub-
jects for Point Orega Stimnulation.

Hi s careful plans had included a visit to her bedroom

apart ment when she was not there. He had installed equip-
ment that might be of value later in his experiment. And it
was not until these prelimnaries were acconplished that

he had headed for the steno pool, only to find that Barbara
had been transferred out of the departnent.

A oge dared not risk inquiring about her. For if the ex-
peri ment had undesirable results, no one nust suspect a
connection between a lowy typist and hinself. And even if
it were successful, secrecy nmight continue to be necessary.

G oge chafed at the delay. Wen on the fourth day of his
search for her he suddenly recogni zed her wal king al ong a
hal lway fifty feet ahead of him it seemed as if fate was on
his side after all

As the girl paused at a water cool er, he canme up behind

her. Quickly he made sure that no one else was in view.

Then he drew the needle jet gun and ained it at her shoul -
der nuscles. The gun carried a gaseous conpound of the
Orega serum and the only sign of a discharge, when he
fired it, was a thin line of mst fromthe needle end to her
ski n.

Hi s task then acconplished, doge hastily slipped the in-
strunment into the holster inside his coat and buttoned his
coat

Barbara, still carrying her briefcase, presently canme to
the offices of John Hammond, special assistant to the presi-
dent of Research Al pha, which lay on the fifth floor of what
was generally considered the nost inportant |aboratory
conmpl ex on Earth. Al ex Sloan, the president, was on the

fl oor above.

Bar bara paused before the nassive black door with Ham
mond' s name on it. She gazed possessively at the words
Scientific Liaison and Investigation lettered on the panel
Then she took a small key from her briefcase, slipped it

into the door |lock, and pressed to the right.

The door swung silently back. Barbara stepped through
into the outer office, heard the faint click as the door cl osed
behi nd her.

There was no one in sight The desk of Hel en Wendell

Hammond' s secretary, stood across the roomw th a nunber
of papers on it. The door to the short hall which led to
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Hammond' s private office was open. Fromit Barbara heard
Hel en' s voi ce speaking quietly.

Barbara Ellington had been assigned to Hamobnd—

actually, to Hel en Wendel | -+mredi ately after her return
fromthe unexpected training trip to Europe. The nmenory

of that vacation, as she preferred to call it, continued to
exhilarate her. And yet, it evidently had been intended as a
forerunner to her new assi gnnment.

Aside fromthe pleasant salary increase, part of her in-
terest in the position had been, and continued to be, the
intriguing if sonmewhat alarmng figure of John Hanmond

hi nsel f, and part had been an expectation that she would

find herself in the center of the behind-the-scene operations
of Scientific Liaison and Investigation. In that she had so
far been di sappoi nt ed.

Bar bara wal ked over to Hel en Wendel|l's desk, took sone
papers from her briefcase, and was putting theminto a
basket when her eye caught the nane of Dr. Henry 4 oge
on a note in the adjoining basket. Entirely on inmpul se—
because she had seen the nman only m nutes before-she
bent over the paper.

The note was attached to a report. It was a reninder to
Hammond that he was to see Dr. d oge today at three-
thirty in connection with 3 oge's Orega project. Barbara
gl anced automatically at her watch; it was now five mn-
utes to three.

Unli ke nost of the material she handled, this item was

at least partly understandable. It referred to a biol ogica
project, Point Orega Stinulation. Barbara couldn't remem
ber having heard of such a project while she was working
under Dr. doge. But that was hardly surprising—the bio-

| ogi cal section was one of the largest in Research Al pha.
From what she was reading, the project had to do with

"the acceleration of evolutionary processes" in several spe-
cies of animals, and the only real information in the report
seenmed to be that a nunber of test aninmals had died and
been di sposed of.

Was the great John Hamond spending his tine on this
sort of thing?

Di sappoi nted, Barbara put the report back into the basket
and went on to her own office.

As she sat down at her desk, Barbara noticed a stack of
papers which hadn't been there when she had | eft on her
errand. Attached to themwas a note in Helen's large, clear
handwiting. The note said:

Bar bar a,

This came in unexpectedly and nust be typed today.

It obviously will require several hours of overtinme. If
you have made special arrangenents for the evening,
let me know and 1'Il have a typist sent up fromthe

pool to do this extra work.
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Barbara felt an instant pang of possessive jeal ousy. This
was her job, her office! She definitely did not want sone
other girl conming in.

Unfortunately, she did have a date. But to keep an in-

truder fromtaking her place in John Hammond' s office,

even if only for a few hours, was the nore inportant nat-
ter. That was her instant decision, needing no second
thought. But she sat still a noment, biting her lip; for that
monent she was a woman considering how to put off a

mal e who had a quick tenper and no patience. Then she

pi cked up the tel ephone and di al ed a nunber.

For sonme nonths now, Barbara had settled her hopes

for the future on Vince Strather, a technician in the photo

| ab. When his voice cane on the tel ephone, she told him

what had happened, finished contritely, "I'mafraid | can't
get out of it very well, Vince, so soon after starting here."

She coul d al nost feel Vince absorbing the inpact of the
deni al she was communi cating; she had di scovered quickly
in their brief romance that he was trying to nove her to-
ward premarital intinmacy, a step she was whol |y deterni ned
not to take.

She was relieved now, when he accepted her expl anation
She repl aced the receiver, feeling very warmtoward him
"I really do love him" she thought.

It was a few nonents later that she suddenly felt dizzy.

The feeling was peculiar, not |ike her usual headaches.
She could feel it build up, a giddy, light swirling which
seemed both within and without her, as if she were weight-

| ess, about to drift out of the chair, turning slowy over and
over.

Al nost sinmul taneously, she becane aware of a curious
exhilaration, a sense of strength and well-being, quite un-
Ii ke anything she could remenber. The sensations continued
for perhaps twenty seconds; then they faded and were gone,
al nost as abruptly as they had cone.

Confused and sonewhat shaken, Barbara straightened up

in her chair. For a monment she considered taking aspirin.
But there seemed no reason for that. She didn't feel ill. It
even seened to her that she felt nore awake and alert.

She was about to return to her typi ng when she becane
aware of a novement out of the corner of her eye. She
| ooked up and saw t hat John Hamond had paused in the
doorway of her little office.

Barbara froze, as she always did in his presence; then
slowy she turned to face him

Hanmond stood there, staring at her thoughtfully. He

was a man about six feet tall, with dark brown hair and

steel -gray eyes. He seened to be about forty years old, and

he was built like an athlete. Yet it was not his appearance

of physical strength but the fine intelligence of his face and
eyes that had al ways inpressed her during the ten days
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since she had been assigned to his office. She thought now,
not for the first tine: This is what really great people are
l'ike.

"Are you all right, Barbara?" Hamobnd asked. "For a
monent, | thought you were going to fall out of your chair."

It was highly disturbing to Barbara to realize that her
di zzy spell had been observed. "I'msorry, M. Hammond,"
she nmurmured shyly. "I must have been daydream ng."

He gazed at her a nonent |onger, then nodded, turned,
and wal ked of f.

XXV

On | eaving Barbara, d oge went down several floors and
stationed hinself behind a pile of shipping crates. These
were in a passage across fromthe | ocked door of the main
photo-1ab storeroom On the dot of 3:15, a door farther

al ong the passage opened. A |anky, scow ing, redheaded
young man wearing a stained white smock over his street

cl ot hes, pushing a | oaded handtruck ahead of him appeared
and turned down the passage toward d oge and the | abora-
tory storeroom

It was the end of the lab shift. d oge had discovered

that one of the regular duties of Vincent Strather, Barbara
Ellington's boyfriend, was to return certain materials to the
storeroom at this hour

Peering through the slats of a crate, Dr. d oge watched
Strather's approach. He was, he realized, nmuch nore tense
and nervous now than he had been when he had given

Barbara the injection. O hinmself, Vincent Strather was

not the kind of subject Dr. doge would have chosen—the
young nman was too angry, too bitter. But the fact that he
was Barbara's friend and that they spent their spare tine
toget her should be useful in the further steps of the experi-
ment—so it seemed to Dr. G oge.

Sliding his hand under his coat, where the jet gun rested,
he nmoved quickly out into the passage and across it toward
Vince Strather.

Even as he pressed the trigger, he knew his nervousness
had betrayed him

The needle tip of the gun had been too far away from
Strather; a foot; alnpst two feet too far. At that greater

di stance the jet stream energing fromthe needle at nearly

a thousand miles an hour, had tine to spread and sl ow

down. It caught Strather high up on the shoul der bl ade and
tugged at his skin as it entered. For Strather, the sensation
must have been that of a sharp inpact. He junped and

cried out, then stood shuddering, as if in shock—ong
enough for Aoge to slip the little gun back into its hol ster
and cl ose up his coat.

But that was all. Vince Strather whirled. H's hands caught
G oge by the arns, and his angry face glared down into
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the doctor's.

"You damm jerk!" he shouted. "Wat did you hit ne
with just now? Who the hell are you, anyway?"

For a nmonent Dr. G oge felt appalled. Then he tried to
twist out of Strather's hard grip. "I don't know what you're
tal ki ng about!" he said breathl essly.

He stopped. He saw that Vince was gazing past his shoul -
der. The young man's grip rel axed suddenly, and d oge was
able to free hinmself. He turned and | ooked behi nd him

He felt a stunned, incredul ous di smay.

John Hammond was coni ng al ong the passage, gray eyes

fast ened questioningly upon them d oge could only hope
desperately that he had not been in sight when the gun was
bei ng fired.

Hammond cane up and said in a tone of easy authority:
"Dr. doge, what's going on here?"

"Doctor!" Vince Strather repeated, in a startled voice.

G oge put puzzled indignation in his tone: "This young
man appears to be under the inpression that | struck him
just now. Needless to say, | did nothing of the kind and
don't understand what gave himsuch an idea."

He | ooked frowningly back at Strather. Strather's gaze
shifted uncertainly between them He was obvi ously abashed
by John Hanmmond's presence and G oge's title, but not yet
over his anger.

He said sullenly, "Well, sonething hit ne. At least it felt
that way! Wen | | ooked around, he was standing there. So
| thought he'd done it."

"l was passing you," Dr. doge corrected him "You ex-

cl ai mred somet hing and | stopped."” He shrugged, sniled.

"And that's all | did, young man! | certainly had no reason
to strike you."

Strather said grudgingly, "I guess | was m staken."

Dr. doge said pronptly, "Then let's call it an error and
forget it!" He held out his hand

Strather reached out reluctantly and shook it, then

| ooked at Hammond. When Hammond renmi ned silent, he
turned away in obvious relief, took one of the boxes from
the truck, and di sappeared into the storeroomwth it.

Hammond said, "I was on nmy way to your office, Doctor,
where | expect to have an interviewwith you in a few

m nutes on the Orega project. | presune you were headi ng
in that direction."

"Yes, yes." doge fell into step beside the bigger nman.
He was thinking: Did he see anything?

Hi s compani on gave no sign

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (94 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:21 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

A few minutes later, as he gazed across the gl eam ng

desk of his private office at John Hammond, G oge had the
uneasy feeling of a crinmnal confronted by the law. It had
al ways amazed himthat this man—Hamond—oul d

make himfeel at very least like a small boy.

Yet the discussion that now devel oped began with a re-
assuring statenent fromthe bigger nman:

"This is a conpletely informal conversation, Doctor.

am not representing President Sloan at the nonent—even

| ess the Board of Regents. That has been deliberately ar-
ranged. It will nmake it possible for both of us to speak
quite frankly."

Dr. doge said, "Have there been conpl ai nts about mny
wor k here?"

Hamond nodded. "You can't have renmined entirely

unaware of it, Doctor. You' ve been asked to anplify your
project reports, make them nore detail ed and specific, three
times within the last two nonths al one.”

A oge was reluctantly deciding that he woul d have to
tell some of his data.

He said with apparent openness, "My reluctance to

communi cate has been due to a strictly scientific dil emma.
Thi ngs were happening in the experinent, but their nean-
ing was not clear to nme until very recently."

"There is a feeling," said Hacmond in his steady voi ce,
"that your project is failing."

Dr. doge said sharply, "The accusation is unworthy!"

Hammond | ooked at him said, "No accusations have
been made—as yet. That's why |I'm here today. You have
reported no successes within the past six nmonths, you know. "

"M . Hamond, there have been nmany failures. Wthin
the linmted framework of the present stages of the project
experinents, that is exactly what should be expected.”

"Limted in what way?"

"Limited to the lower, |ess conplicated forns of aninal
life."

"That," said Hammond mildly, "is a limtation you your-
sel f have inposed on the project.”

Dr. doge agreed. "True. The conclusions |'ve been able

to format such |ower |evels have been invaluable. And the
fact that the results of the experinments have been al nost
invariably negative, in the sense that as a usual result the
subj ect animals evolved into nonviable fornms, is conpletely
uni nportant.”

"As a usual result,’
t hem di ed qui ckly?"

Hammond repeated. "Then not all of

G oge bit his lip. That was not an adm ssion he had in-
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tended to make at this initial stage in the discussion

He said reluctantly, "lIn a respectabl e percentage of the
cases, the subject animals survived the first injection."

"And t he second?"

G oge hesitated. But there was no turning back. "The
survival percentage drops very sharply at that point," he
said. "I don't recall the exact figures."

"And the third?"

He was really being forced to nake revel ations. Dr. d oge
said, "To date, three animals have survived the third in-
jection. Al three were of the sane speci es—€rypt obran-

chus."
"The hel | bender," said Hanmond. "Well! A | arge sal a-
mander. . . . Now, the third injection, according to your

theory, shoul d advance an ani nal al ong the evol utionary
line stinmulated in it to a point which mght be reached
through half a mllion years of natural evolution. Wuld
you say such a result was achieved in these three cases?"

Dr. doge said, "Since Cryptobranchus m ght be con-

sidered with some reason to be a species in which evol u-
tionary devel opment is at a practical standstill, | should say
that nuch nmore was achi eved. "

"What were the observabl e changes?"

G oge had been bracing hinself as he nade one admi ssion
after another. He was striving to decide exactly when he
could start resisting the interrogation

Now! he thought.

He said aloud, trying to appear frank, "M . Hamond,
I"mbeginning to realize that | was in error in not naking
nore positive reports. | can't believe that you are really
interested in these superficial accounts. Wiy not let ne sum
mari ze ny observations for you?"

Hammond' s gray eyes were cal mand steady. "CGo ahead, "
he said in an even tone.

G oge outlined his conclusions then. The interesting fea-
tures were twofold, probably equally inportant.

One of these was that there remained in all life fornms a

wi de evol utionary choice. For reasons that were not yet
clear, the Omega serum stinul ated one of these potential
devel opnments, and no subsequent stinulation could alter the
nmut ati onal direction. Mst of these devel opnents led to ex-

tinction.

"The second feature," said doge, "is that the chances
for success increase as the life formbecomes nmore highly
evol ved. "

Hammond said, interested, "Wat you' re saying is that
when you finally start working with the nore active mam
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mal s and eventual | y nonkeys, you expect nore and better
resul ts?"

"l have no doubt about it," said Dr. doge firmy.

A secondary aspect—d oge continued—was that brain

areas which controlled the inhibition of sinple reflexes often
seened to be the source of new neural growth and of

sensory extension. The serum apparently intensified these
effort points, increasing their operational flexibility. Wat
went wong was that all too often such one-sided inhibitory
anplification ended in nonsurvival

However, in Cryptobranchus, the roof of the nouth de-

vel oped small functional gills. The hide thickened into seg-
ment ed, horny arnor. Short, grooved fangs were acquired,

and connected to glands that produced a m|ld hematoxic
venom The eyes di sappeared, but areas in the skin devel -
oped sight-level sensitivity to |ight.

G oge shrugged, finished: "There were ot her changes, but
these woul d seemthe nost dramatic ones."

"They sound sufficiently dramatic," said Hanmond.
"What happened to the two speci nens which were not dis-
sect ed?"

Dr. doge realized that his diversion had not worked.
"They were given the fourth injection, of course," he said
resi gnedly.

"The one,"” Hammond asked, "which was to advance
themto a point a million years along the evolutionary |ine
they were foll ow ng—

"Or," Dr. Goge said, "to the peak-point of that evol u-
tionary line. The equating of the four stages of the stinula-

tion process to the passing of specific periods of nornal
evol utionary devel opnent twenty thousand years, fifty

t housand, five hundred thousand, and one million years—s,
of course, hypothetical and generalized. My cal cul ations

i ndicate that in nmany species of which we have know edge
in that area the two points night be approximtely the
sane. "

Hammond nodded. "1 understand, Doctor. And what hap-
pened after your evol ved Cryptobranchus received the
fourth injection?"

"l cannot give you a precise answer to that, M. Ham

mond. | n appearance it was a very rapid breakdown of the
entire structure. Wthin two hours, both specinens literally
di ssol ved," d oge answered tensely.

"I'n other words," Hamond sai d, "Point Onega Stinu-

lation directs Cryptobranchus and, in fact, every species to
which it has been applied into one of the many blind alleys
of evolution."

Dr. Goge said curtly, "So far it has done that."

Hamond was silent; then: "One nore point," he said.
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"I't's been suggested that you night consider taking on a
sufficiently qualified assistant in this work. Research Al pha
probably could obtain Sir Hubert Roland for a project of

such interest."

Dr. Goge said coldly, "Wth all due respect for Sir Hubert

Rol and' s acconplishments, | would regard himas a neddl er
here! If the attenpt is made to force himon ne, | shal
resist it."

"Well," Hammond said easily, "let's not nake any unal ter-

abl e decisions at the noment. As | nentioned, this has

been a conpletely infornal discussion.” He glanced at his
watch. "I'mafraid we'll have to terminate it now Wuld

you have tine to see ne in ny office one week from today

at ten o' clock, Doctor? | wish to carry this matter a little
further, and that will be ny first free tine."

Dr. doge had difficulty restraining his feeling of triunph.
Today was Wednesday. He had selected it as his starting

ti me because he had wanted his subjects to be away from
their place of work over the weekend.

Bet ween now and Saturday, he coul d undoubtedly ac-
complish the first two injections on the young coupl e.

By the followi ng Wednesday, the third, perhaps even the
fourth shot would have been adm nistered and all strong re-
action, either taken care of or the experinment term nated

To cover up his elation, doge said in the tone of one
maki ng a concession, "As you wi sh, M. Hanmond."

Hammond returned to his office. He immediately invited
Hel en Wendell in, and closed the door. "An unusual coin-
cidence," he said. "Maybe the first clue."

He t hereupon described his encounter at 3.15 P.M in

the corridor with Dr. 3 oge and Vince Strather; and re-
peated the accusation Vince had made. "You'll have to ad-
mt," he concluded his account, "that in a science conpl ex
as large as Research Al pha, for those two to have an in-
teraction has to be a coincidence of a high order."

Hel en was awed. "Fantastic is the word," she said. "You
say Vince had a feeling that he had been struck. Wat woul d
produce such a sensation?"

"A fist," Hammond said laconically, "a jab froma
basebal | bat, the discharge under sonme circumnstances of a
gas gun—

He paused, and eyed her with his bright eyes. "It's be-

ginning to fit, isn't it? Incredibly, all on his own, Dr. Henry
A oge, the Omega serum experinenter, has probably chosen

Vince Strather to be an unknow ng experinmental subject.

Under ot her circunstances," he went on, "we would be

obliged to re-exanine A oge's noral qualifications to re-

mai n enpl oyed with us, but I'mgoing to guess that he's

as much a victimas Vince."

"But-but— the wonan protested, "how could this be
connected with WIlliam Leigh's chance neeting with these
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two and Barbara, and—perhaps nore inportant—-how does
it fit with the Dreegh situation?"

The man snmiled at her tenderly. "Don't forget," he said,

"we may not be qualified to answer that. We're wi tnessing

the effects of Great Galactic logic. Let's not be hasty in try-
ing to decide what it means. Let's just notice that we are be-
ginning to be involved, and let's keep our eyes sharp and

our wits tuned."

XXV

Dr. Henry d oge was awake much of the night, vacillating
bet ween hopes and fears of what he would find when he

went to check on the first results of Point Orega Stinul a-
tion in human beings. If they were obviously negative, he
woul d have only one choi ce.

It could be called nurder.

Dr. d oge approached that subject in a detached, undis-
turbed frame of mind. He had several tunes in his work
secretly carried on a nore advanced experiment while, os-
tensibly, follow ng the step-by-step scientific nethod. Thus
fortified by special know edge, he had in the past been

able to plan lower-step work with the sonetinmes intuitive

i nsights gained fromhis unpublicized private investigation

The inportance of the Orega project to himjustified a

simlar expedient. Objectively considered, in the light of such
a goal, the lives of the two young people he had chosen for

the experinment were of no value. Their destruction, if it
becane necessary, would be in the same category as the

sl aughter of other experinmental subjects.

Wth human bei ngs there was, of course, an el enment of
personal risk involved for hinself. It was that realization
that troubled him now that he had nmade the first injection
Time and again, Dr. d oge awakened out of a ni ghtnare-
riddled half-sleep, to quail anew at the know edge and to
lie sweating with anxiety until he slid back into exhausted
sl umber .

When four o' clock canme, it was alnost with relief that

he arose, fortified hinself with several tablets of a power-
ful stimulant, nmade a | ast check of his preparations, and set
out across town toward the house where the Ellington girl

had a room He drove in a black panel truck that he had
bought and equi pped for his experinment.

He arrived at his destination about a quarter past five. It
was a quiet residential street, a tree-lined avenue in one of

the ol der sections of the city, approxinmately eight mles west
of the Research Al pha conplex. Two hundred yards fromthe
house, Dr. G oge pulled the snall truck up to the curb on

the opposite side of the street and shut off the notor.

For the past week, a niniature audi o pickup-recorder,
inserted under the bark of a sycanore tree across the street
fromthe house, had been trained on Barbara Ellington's
second-floor room its protruding head cunningly painted to
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resenble a rusty nail. Dr. d oge now took the other part of
the two-piece instrument fromthe dashboard compart nment
of the truck, inserted the plug in his ear, and switched it on

After perhaps half a mnute of twisting the tuning dial
back and forth, he felt his face whiten. He had tested the
instrument at night on two occasions during the past week.
It was quite sensitive enough to pick up the sounds of
breat hi ng and even the heartbeat of anyone in the room

and so he knew with absolute certainty that Barbara Elling-
ton's room had no living occupant at this nonent.

Qui ckly, he attached the recordi ng pl ayback mechani sm
tothe little device, turned it back one hour, and put the
plug into his ear again.

Al npbst at once, he rel axed.

Barbara Ellington had been in that room asleep, an hour
ago, breath even and undi sturbed, heartbeat strong and
slow. Dr. Goge had listened to simlar recordings of too
many experimental animals to have the slightest doubt,
Thi s subject had noved up successfully, unharned, to the
first stage of Point Orega Stimulation

The inpact of his triunph after the ghastly fears of the

ni ght was very strong. Dr. d oge needed several minutes to
conpose hinself. Finally, he was able to nove the recorder
by ten-mnute steps to a point where the Ellington girl ob-
vi ously was awake and novi ng about the room He |istened

wi th absorbed fascination, feeling alnbost able to visualize
fromnmonent to nonent exactly what she was doing. At

one point, she stood still for sone seconds and then uttered
a low, warm |l augh which sent thrills of delight through the
listening scientist. Perhaps a mnute later, he heard a door
being closed. After that, there was only the enpty, lifeless
silence which had startled himso badly.

Barbara Ellington had awakened that Thursday norn-
ing with a thought she had never had before. It was: "Life
doesn't have to be serious!"

She was contemplating this frivolous notion with the be-
gi nni ng of amazenent when a second thought cane, which
she had al so never had in her entire previous existence.
"VWhat is this nad drive to enslave nyself to a man?"

The t hought seened natural and obviously true. It had no
general rejection of men in it. She still—+t seened to her
—+oved Vince . .. but differently.

Thought of Vince brought a snmile. She had al ready noted

in one of nunerous, quick, darting glances around the room
that it was nearly two hours before her usual rising tine.
The sun was peering through her bedroom wi ndow at that

al nost horizontal angle which, in the past, had seenmed to
her a horrifying threat that she woul d be robbed of precious
sl eep.

Now it struck her: "Why don't | call Vince, and we'l|
go for a drive before | have to go to work?"
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She reached for the phone, then considered and drew
back. Let the poor man sleep a little |onger.

She dressed swiftly, but with nore than usual care.
When she glanced at the mirror, it occurred to her that she
was better-1|ooking than she had realized.

Very much better-1ooking! she decided an instant
later. Intrigued, for a nonment amazed, she went up to the
mrror, studied the face init. Her face, famliar. But also
the face of a radiant stranger. Another awareness cane,
and the bright, glowi ng, blue nmrror-eyes holding hers
seemed to wi den.

"I feel twice as alive as | ever have before!"

Surprise . . . pleasure . . . and suddenly: "Shouldn't |
wonder why?"

The mirror-face frowned slightly, then |l aughed at her

There had been a change, a wonderful one, and the

change was not yet conplete. There was a sense of shifting
deep inside her, of flows of brightness along the edges of
her mind. Curiosity had stirred, but it was |ight, not ur-
gent or anxious. "Wien | want to know, | will know"

Barbara told herself; and, with that, the trace of curiosity
was di snissed

"And now. "

She gl anced once nore around the little room For over
a year it had held her, contained her, sheltered her. But she
didn't want shelter now. The roomcouldn't hold her today!

She decided, smiling, "I'lIl go and wake up Vince."
She rang Vince's doorbell five tines before she heard him

stirring inside. Then his voice called harshly, thickly, "Wo
is that?"

Bar bara | aughed. "It's ne!"
"Good God!"

The | ock clicked back and the door opened. Vince stood
staring at her with bl oodshot eyes. He'd pulled a robe on
over his pajamas, his bony face was flushed and his red
hai r tangl ed.

"What are you doing up at this hour?" he denmanded as

Bar bara stepped past himinto the apartnent. "It's half-

past five!"

"I't's a wonderful norning. | couldn't stay in feed. | thought
I"d get you to go for a drive with me before | went to

wor k. "

Vince pulled the door shut, blinked at her incredul ously.
"Go for a drivel" he repeated.

Bar bara asked, "Aren't you feeling well, Vince? You
| ook alnpst as if you're running a fever."
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Vi nce shook his head. "I don't feel feverish, but | sure
don't feel well, either. | don't know what's the matter.
Conme on and sit down. Want sone coffee?"

"Not especially. 1'll nake some for you, if you like."

"Nah, don't bother. I'msort of nauseated right now " Vince
sat down on the couch of the little living room fished
cigarettes and matches from a pocket of his robe, lit a
cigarette, and grinmaced. "That doesn't taste too good
either!" He scow ed at Barbara. "Sonething pretty dam
funny happened yesterday! And |'m not sure—-

He hesit at ed.

"Not sure of what, Vince?"

"That that isn't why I'mfeeling this way." Vince paused
agai n, shook his head, nuttered, "Sounds crazy, | guess.
You know that Dr. G oge you worked for once?"

It seenmed to Barbara as if whole sections of her mind it

up in brilliance at that instant. She heard Vince start to tel
his story. But—except for John Hamond's intervention—t

was sonet hing she al ready knew.

Part of a nuch bigger story.

She thought: Wy, that inpudent little man! Wat a wild,
wonderful, terrific thing to do

Exci tenment raced through her. The paper she had seen
lying on Hel en Wendell's desk flashed into her mind, every
word sharp and distinct—and not only the words!

Now she understood. What they nmeant, what they inplied,

the possibilities conceal ed behind themfor herself, for
Vi nce.

Anot her feeling awoke. Sharp wariness.

There was danger sonewhere here! John Hammond

Helen . . . the hundreds of little inpressions she'd received
all suddenly flowed together into a picture clear but puzzling
—of sonet hi ng supranormal, she deci ded, amazed.

Wo were they? What were they doing? In a dozen dif-
ferent ways, they didn't really fit in an organization |ike Re-
search Al pha. But they had virtually conplete control

Not that it mattered i medi ately. Yet she was certain of
one thing. They were opposed to what Dr. d oge was at-
tenpting through Point Onega Stinulation, would stop it if
t hey coul d.

"But they can't!" she told herself. What Dr. d oge had
begun was right. She could feel the rightness of it like a
song of triunmph in every aspect of her being. She would
have to nmake sure that it wasn't stopped at this point.

But she woul d need to be careful —and act quickly! It
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was incredi bly bad |uck that John Hammond had arrived al -
nmost while Dr. d oge was giving Vince his first shot.

"Do you think |I should report it?" Vince asked.

"You'd look a little foolish if it turned out that you were
coming down with the flu, wouldn't you?" Barbara said |ight-

ly.
"Yeah." He sounded hesitant.
"What does it feel |like, aside fromthe nausea?"

Vi nce described his synptons. Not unlike her own—

and she'd had a few bad nonents before she went to sleep

| ast night. Vince was going through an initial reaction peri-
od nore prol onged and sonmewhat nore severe than hers.

She was aware of a fond inpulse to reassure him But

she decided it would be unwise to tell himwhat she knew.
Until he came out of his physical distress, such informtion
m ght disturb hi mdangerously.

She said urgently, "Look, you don't have to go to work
until tonight. So the best thing for you is to get a few nore
hours of sleep. If you start feeling worse, and would |ike me

to take you to a doctor, give me a call and I'll come and get
you. Qtherwise, I'll phone at ten.”

Vince agreed imediately. "I'mreally awfully groggy.

That's a big part of it. I'll just stretch out on the couch in-

stead of going back to bed."
When Barbara left a few m nutes later, her thoughts

qui ckly turned away from Vince. She began to consider vari -
ous nethods she might use to approach Dr. doge this very
day.

A oge reached the street where Vincent Strather |ived

and was | ooking for a parking place, when suddenly he saw
Barbara Ellington enmerge fromthe area of the apartnent
buil ding and start across the street ahead of him

The girl was perhaps a hundred yards away. Dr. d oge
braked the panel truck hastily, pulled it in to the curb,
roll ed up behind another car parked there, and stopped. He
sat there, breathing hard at the narrow margin by which he
had avoi ded bei ng seen

Barbara had hesitated, glancing in the direction of the
approachi ng truck, but now she was continui ng across the

street. Watching her swift, lithe stride, the proudly erect car-
ri age of her body—onparing that picture with the frozen

awkwar dness he had observed in all her novenents the day
before—br. G oge felt his | ast doubts resol ve

It was in the human species that Point Orega Stinulation
woul d achi eve its purpose.

H's only regret now was that he had not arrived even as
much as ten mnutes earlier. The girl obviously had cone
to see Strather, had been with himuntil now If he had
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found them together, exami nation on a conparison basis
coul d have been nmade of them simnultaneously.

The thought did not in the |east dimnish the tingling ex-
citement that filled himas he watched Barbara' s brown car
pull out into the street and nove away. He waited until her
car was out of sight, then drove the truck down to the alley
beside the apartment building and turned in to it. H s in-
tention was to give Strather a careful physical exam nation

A few mnutes later Dr. d oge watched a pointer in the
smal | instrument he was holding drop to the zero mark on
the dial. Pulling off the respirator clanped over his nouth
and nose, he stood | ooking down at the body of Vincent
Strather sprawl ed on the |iving-room couch

Vi ncent Strather's appearance was nuch | ess satisfac-

tory than he had expected. OF course, the young man's red-
dened face and bl oodshot eyes night be due to the paralyz-

ing gas Dr. G oge had rel eased into the apartnment as he

edged open the back door. But there were other signs of dis-
turbance: tension, distended bl ood vessels, skin discoloration

By conparison with Barbara Ellington's vigor and high
spirits, Strather |ooked drab and uni npressive.

Nevert hel ess, he had survived the first shot.

d oge straightened, studied the nmotionless figure again,

then went about the apartnment quietly closing the w ndow

he had opened exactly one nminute after releasing the instant-
ly effecting gas. The gas had dissipated now. When its ef-
fect on Strather wore off an hour or so fromnow, there
woul d be nothing to tell the subject that anything had oc-
curred here after Barbara Ellington had |eft.

Tomorrow he woul d return and give Strather the second
shot .

As he | ocked the back door behind himand wal ked
over to the panel truck, Dr. d oge decided that he would
have to cone back and check both his subjects that night.

He felt extremely confident. It seened to himthat before
anyone found out that it had been started, the Point Onega
Stinul ati on experinent on human bei ngs woul d have run

its course.

XXVI

Hamond heard the bell sound as he was shaving in.

the bathroomof his living quarters, which were | ocated be-
hind his office. He paused, then deliberately put down his
razor and activated a hidden mcrophone in the wall.

"Yes, John?" Helen's voice cane.
"Who came i n?"

"Why—enl y Bar bar a.
makes you ask?"

She sounded surprised. "Wat

"The life-range indicator just now registered an over-six
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read."

"On Barbara!" Hel en sounded i ncredul ous.

"On sonebody," said Hanmond. "Better have Specia
Servicing check the indicator out. Nobody el se cane in?"

"Wel | —eheck it." He broke the connection and fi ni shed
shavi ng.

The buzzer sounded in Barbara's office alittle later—the
signal that she was to report with her notebook to Ham
mond' s of fice. She went, curious, wondering if he would
notice any change in her. Miuch nore inportant was her own
desire to take a closer look at this strange, powerful man
who was her boss.

She wal ked into Hammond's of fice and was about to sit
in the chair he notioned her to, when sonething in his
manner warned her. Barbara made an apol ogetic gesture.

"Ch, M. Hammobnd—excuse nme a nonent."

She hurried out of the office and down the hall to the
washroom The nonent she was inside, she closed her eyes
and nentally relived her exact feelings at the instant she
had sensed—whatever it was.

Not Hammond at all, she realized. It was the chair that

had given forth sone kind of energy flow Eyes still closed,
she strove to perceive what within herself had been affected.
There seened to be an exact spot in her brain that re-
sponded each time she reviewed the nonent she had started

to sit down.

She coul dn't deci de what the response was. But she
thought: "I don't have to let it be affected now that I
know. "

Rel i eved, she returned to Hanmond's office, seated her-
self in the chair, and sm|ed at Hanmond where he sat be-
hind his great, gleam ng, nahogany desk

"I"'msorry," she said. "But |I'mready now "

During the hal f-hour that foll owed, she took shorthand
with a tiny portion of her mnd, and with the rest fought
of f a steady, progressively nmore aware battle agai nst the
energy pressure that flowed up at her in rhythmc waves
fromthe chair.

She had by now decided it was a nerve center that reacted
to hypnotic suggestion, and so when Hammond sai d suddenly,
"Cl ose your eyes, Barbara!" she conplied at once.

"Rai se your right hand!" he conmanded.
Up cane her right hand, with the pen in it.

He told her to place it back in her lap; and then swftly
put her through several tests—which she recognized as be-
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ing of a nore inportant kind.

VWhat interested her even nmore was that she could let the
center respond and nonitor the parts of the body that he

naned—wi t hout | osing control. So that when he com

manded her hand to be nunb and suddenly reached over

and stuck a needle into it, she felt no sensation; and so she
did not react.

Hanmond seened satisfied. After normalizing the feeling

in her hand, he commanded: "In just a nonent, |'m go-

ing to tell you to forget the tests we've just been doing, but
you will renmain conpletely under ny control and answer
truthfully any questions | ask you. Understand?"

"Yes, M. Hammond."

"Very well, forget everything we've done and said since
I first asked you to close your eyes. \Wen the nenory has
conpl etely faded, open your eyes."

Bar bara waited about ten seconds. She was t hinking:

"What roused his suspicions so quickly? And why woul d he
care?" She suppressed an excited conviction that she was
about to discover sonething of the secret life that went on
in this office. She had never heard of a hypnotizing chair.

She opened her eyes.

She swayed—an act—then caught herself. "I beg your
pardon, M. Hamond."

Hammond' s gray eyes regarded her with deceptive friend-
liness. "You seemto be having problens this norning, Bar-
bara."

"I really feel very well," Barbara protested

"If there's anything in your life that has changed recent-
ly," he said quietly, "I want you to confide in ne."

That was the begi nning of an intensive questioning into
her past history. Barbara answered freely. Apparently
Hammond was finally convinced, for he presently politely
thanked her for the conversation and sent her off to type
the letters he had dictated.

As she sat at her desk a few minutes later, Barbara

gl anced up through the gl ass and saw Hel en Wendel | wal k-
ing along the hall toward Hanmond's office, disappear into
it.

Hammond greeted Helen: "All the tinme | talked to Bar-
bara, the life-range indicator showed eight-four, above the
hypnoti zabl e range. And she told nme nothing."

"How is it registering on ne?" Hel en asked.

He gl anced down at his right to the instrunent in an open
desk drawer.

"Your usual eleven-three."
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"And you?"
"My twel ve-point-seven."

"Perhaps only the nmiddle ranges are out of order," Hel en
sai d, and added, "Special Servicing will nake their check af-
ter daytine office hours. Al right?"

Hammond hesitated, then agreed that there seemed to be
no reason for breaking the rules of caution by which they
, operated.

During the lunch hour Barbara experienced a brief return

of the dizziness. But she was alert nowto the possibilities.
Instead of sinply letting it happen, she tried to be aware of
every nuance of the feeling.

There was a-shifting—taki ng place inside her.

She sensed a flow of energy particles fromvarious points
in her body to other points. A specific spot in her brain
seenmed to be nonitoring the flow.

When the pul sations ceased—as abruptly as they had
start ed—she thought: "That was nore change taking pl ace.
| grewin some way in that mnute."”

She sat very still there in the restaurant, striving to eval u-
ate what had changed. But she coul dn't decide.

Nonet hel ess, she was content. Her inpul se had been to

seek out Dr. G oge sonetine during the day in the hope that
he woul d be wanting to give her a second injection. But
obviously, all the changes fromthe first shot had not yet
taken pl ace.

She returned to Scientific Liaison and I nvestigation

The bell sound, as Barbara entered, caused Hamond to
glance at the indicator. He stared at it for a | ong nonent,
t hen buzzed Hel en Wendel |

"Barbara now reads nine-point-two!" he said.

Hel en cane to the door of his office. "You nmean her

readi ng has gone up?" She grew thoughtful. "All other things
being equal, it would have to be the instrunent is not work-
ing."

Hanmond said softly, "But all other things are not equal
Could it be that Barbara is another of G oge's experinmental
subj ects? That's al nobst too direct and sinple, considering
the great mind behind all this. And yet it adds up. Accord-
ing to your records she worked in Goge's office for a
while; so he knew her by sight."

"All 1'll say to that," said the woman, "is that in ny
normal experience |'ve never seen anyone change for the bet-

tat There's a slow drop,as they grow ol der. So, why don't
I have the instrunent checked, and nmake sure?"

The strong face was rel axi ng. "QObviously," Hammond
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said, "but since we never take chances, why don't | also keep
Barbara with ne tonight? Do you m nd?"

"It's a nuisance," she said, "but all right."

"I'"ll give her the conditioning that overwhel ns twel ve-
poi nt-oh and hi gher. She'll never know what hit her."

XXVI |

It was shortly after dark when Dr. Henry d oge parked

his black van near Barbara's hone. He pronptly tuned in
on the audi o device attached to the tree and adjusted the
vol ume for pickup.

After thirty seconds of silence, he began to frown. "Not
again!" he thought; then, wearily, "Well, maybe she's over
at her boyfriend' s."

He started the notor and presently drew up at the curb
opposite Strather's apartnment. A quick check established
that the | anky redhead was there—but al one.

The young nan was awake and in an angry state. As

G oge listened in, Vince savagely picked up the phone and
di al ed what nust have been Barbara's number, for presently
he sl anmmed the receiver down and nmuttered, "Doesn't she
know | 've got to go to work tonight? Were can that girl
be?"

That, in rising alarm was a question which G oge asked

hi nsel f as the evening wore on. He returned to the vicinity
of Barbara's boardi nghouse. Until eleven P.M the phone in
her roomrang periodically, testifying to Vince's concern

When it had not rung for an hour, d oge presuned

that Strather had gone off to night duty. It was not a fact
that could be left to surm se. He drove back to Vince's apart-
ment. No sounds cane fromit.

G oge accordingly returned to the street where Barbara
l'ived.

He was tired now, so he rigged up an al arm systemt hat

woul d buzz himif Barbara entered her room then, weari -

ly, he crawl ed onto the cot in the back of the van and qui ck-
ly fell into a deep sleep

Earlier, as Barbara sat in her office a few m nutes before
closing tinme, she swayed and al nost bl acked out.

Greatly alarned, she energed fromher office and re-
ported the feeling to Hel en Wendell. She did not question
the |l ogic of seeking the help of Hanmond's bl ond ai de.

The secretary was synpathetic, and pronptly took her in to
John Hammond. By this tine Barbara had experienced sev-

eral nore brief blackouts. So she was grateful when Ham
mond unl ocked the door behind his desk, |ed her through

a luxurious living room and into what he called the "spare
bedroom "

She undressed, slipped under the sheets, and pronptly went
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to sl eep. Thus, subtly, she was captured.

During the eveni ng, Hammond and Hel en Wendel | t ook
turns looking in on her.

At m dnight the Special Servicing expert reported that the
life-range indicator was working properly, and he hinself
checked the body of the sleeping girl. "I get nine-two," he
he said. "W is she? New arrival ?"

The silence that greeted his remark abruptly startled
him "You nean she's an Earther?"

"At least," said Helen Wendell after the man had de-
parted, "there's been no further change."

Hammond said, "Too bad she's above the hypnotizable
stage. Mere conditioning is actually a sorry substitute for
what we need here—truth."

"What are you going to do?"

Hammond did not make up his mnd about that until after
daybr eak.

"Since nine-two is no real threat to us, perhaps we m ght
even use a little ESP on her occasionally."

"Here—at Al pha?"

Hammond stared thoughtfully at his beautiful aide. Nor-
mal Iy, he trusted her reactions in such matters.

She nust have sensed what he was thinking, for she said

qui ckly, "The last tinme we used extended perception, about
ei ghteen hundred Earthers tuned in on us. O course, they
thought of it merely as their imagination, but sonme of them

conpared notes. It was tal ked about for weeks, and sone
awful ly inportant things were close to being reveal ed."

"We-1-1-1, okay, let's be aware of her then."
"All right. On that basis I'll wake her up."

As soon as she was in her office, Barbara phoned Vince.
There was no answer. Wich was not surprising. |If he had
wor ked the night shift, he woul d be dead to the world. She
hung up and checked with the photo | ab, and was nuch
relieved when the night work |list showed that Vince had
signed in and out.

As she sat at her desk that norning, Barbara felt ex-

trenely grateful to Hammond and his secretary for having

been so hel pful to her. But she was also slightly guilty. She
suspected that she had been affected again by the injection
that d oge had given her.

It was disconcerting to have been so strongly affected.

"But | feel all right now" she thought as she typed away at
the pile of work Hel en Wendell had put in her basket. Yet
her mnd was astir with plans. At ten o' clock Hel en sent her
out with the usual norning briefcase full of nenos and re-
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ports.
El sewher e—

A oge had awakened shortly after seven. Still no Barbara.
Baffl ed, he shaved with his electric razor, drove to a nearhby
busi ness thoroughfare, and ate breakfast.

He next went back to the street where Strather |ived.

A qui ck check established that the man was hone. d oge
triggered his second charge of gas—and a few minutes |a-
ter was in the apartnent.

The young man had changed again to his pajamas, and

he lay stretched out once nore on the settee in his living
room |f anything, the angry expression on his face was
nmor e pronounced.

A oge, needle in hand, hesitated. He was not happy with

this subject. Yet he realized that there was no turning back
at this stage. Wthout further pause, holding the point alnost
agai nst Strather's body, he squeezed the trigger

There was no visible reaction.

As he headed for his office at Research Al pha, d oge's
thought was on the girl. Her absence was unfortunate. He
had hoped to inject the seruminto his two subjects at ap-
proxi mately the same tine. Evidently that was not going
to happen.

XXV

A few ninutes after he returned to his office, Dr. G oge's
phone rang. His door was open, and he heard his secre-
tary answer. The wonan | ooked up over the receiver

"It's for you, Doctor. That girl who worked here for a
whi | e—Barbara Ellington."

The shock that went through G oge nust have shown as
di sapproval, for the wonman said hastily, "Shall | tell her
you're not in?"

G oge quivered with uncertainty. "No." He paused; then,
"I''"ll take the call in here."

When he heard the clear, bell-like voice of the girl, Dr.
G oge felt tensely ready for anything.

"What is it, Barbara?" he asked.

"1'"m supposed to bring sone papers over to you," her
voice trilled inits alive, vital way. "I'mto give themto you
only, so | wanted to make sure you would be there."

Qpportunity!

It seenmed to A oge that he couldn't have asked for a

nore favorable turn. H's other subject would now cone to

his office, where he could fire the second injection into her
and deal personally with any reaction

As it devel oped, there was no reaction that he coul d de-
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tect. She had turned away after delivering the papers to him
and that was when he fired the needle gun. It was a perfect
shot. The girl neither junped nor swung about; she sim

ply kept going toward the door, opened it, and went through

Barbara did not return to Hanmond's office. She expected a
strong physi ol ogi cal disturbance fromthe second injection,"
and she wanted to be in the privacy of her own room when

it happened. It had cost her an effort not to react in front
of d oge.

So she stayed in her bedroom waited as |ong as she
t hought wi se, and then phoned and told Hel en Wendel | that
she was not well.

Hel en said synpathetically, "Well, | suppose it was to be
expected after the bad night you had."

Bar bara answered qui ckly, "I began to have dizzy spells and
nausea. | pani cked and rushed hone."

"You' re hone now?"
"Yes."
"Il tell M. Hanmond."

Bar bara hung up, unhappy with those final words. But there

was no way to stop his |learning about her condition. She had a
feeling she was in danger of losing her job. And it was too
soon. Later, after the experinment, it wouldn't matter, she

t hought uneasily.

Per haps she had better take the "normal" precautions

of an enpl oyee. "After all," she thought, "I probably show
synptons." She called her doctor and made an appoi nt nent

for the followi ng day. Barbara replaced the receiver, feeling a
strange glee. "I ought to be in foul shape by tonorrow, " she

t hought, "fromthe second injection."”

What Hammond di d when he returned to his office late
that afternoon was to sit in thought for a while after Helen
reported to himBarbara's situation

Then: "d oge nmust have given her the second injection
Any suggesti ons?"

The woman shook her head. "Just keep doing what we're
doi ng," she said.

Hammond hesitated no | onger. He was accustoned to trust-
ing Helen Wendell. Abruptly he threw up his hands. "All
right. She's got the whole weekend to be sick in. Call ne
when she cones in to work again. Did that report arrive
from New Brasilia?"

"I't was sent to Manila Center."

"Are you serious? Let ne talk to Ranbn. There nust be
a reason!" Quickly he was absorbed in his new tasks.

Bar bara sl ept. Wen she awakened, her clock said twelve
after seven.
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It was daylight, early norning. She found that out in a
sensati onal fashion. She went outside and looked . . . wth-
out noving fromthe bed!

There she was |ying in her bedroom and there she was
out in the street.

Si mul t aneousl y.

Involuntarily, she held her breath. Slowy, the outside
scene faded, and she was back in the bed, wholly indoors.

Wth a gasp, she started breathing again.

By cautious experinentation, she discovered that her per-
ception extended about a hundred yards.

And that was all she | earned. Sonething in her brain

acted like an invisible eye stalk that could reach through
wal | s and bring back visual inages to the light-interpretation
centers. The ability remai ned conpletely stable.

Presently she becane aware that a small black van was
par ked down the street and that Dr. doge was in it. She
realized that he had an instrunent with an earplug with
whi ch he seened to be listening in on her

H s face was intent, his small eyes narrowed. Sonething

of the deternmination of this little bal d-headed scientist seeped
through to her, and Barbara suddenly felt uneasy. She

sensed renorsel essness, an inpersonal quality that was en-
tirely different fromher own |ighthearted participation in

hi s experi nment.

To d oge—she realized suddenl y—his subjects were |ike
i nani mat e obj ect s.

In human terns the viciousness of it was infinite.

As she continued to perceive him d oge shut off his in-
strunents, started the notor of his car, and drove off.

Since Vince was again on the night shift, presumably
G oge was headi ng hone.

She phoned Vince's apartnent to nake sure; when there
Was no answer, she called the photo |ab

"No, Strather didn't conme in last night," the adm nistra-
tive assistant of that departnent told her

Bar bara repl aced the receiver unhappily, recalling that

Vi nce had not responded well to the first shot. She suspected
the bi ol ogi st had given himhis second shot also, and that he
was not responding favorably to it either.

She dressed and drove over to his apartnment. As she

cane near, she could see himinside, so when he showed

no sign of replying to her ring, she let herself in with her
key—and found himon the |iving-roomcouch, tossing and
turning. He | ooked feverish. She felt his forehead; it was dry
and hot to the touch.
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He stirred and opened his eyes, | ooked up with his sick
brown eyes into her bright blue ones. She thought unhappily:
"I'mso well and he's so ill. \Wat can be wong?"

Al oud, anxiously, she said, "You need a doctor, Vince.

What's the nane of that nan who gave you a checkup | ast
year ?"

"I''"l'l be all right,"” he munbl ed. He sank back to sleep

Sitting there on the settee beside him Barbara felt some-
thing in her lungs. Her instant, amazed thought was: "Gas!"
But she was too sl ow.

She nmust have bl acked out, because her next awareness
was of lying on the floor, and of G oge bendi ng over her

The scientist was calm efficient, seened satisfied. Barbara
caught his thought: "She'll be all right."

She realized that he was stepping past her to Vince.
"Hmml " d oge seened critical and unhappy. "Still not
good. Let's see if a tranquillizer will help him"

He made the injection, then strai ghtened, and there was a
strange, hard thought in his nmind: "By Monday night, it'l|

be time for the third injection, and |I'll have to deci de what
to do."

So clear was the thought that came fromhim it was al-

most as if he spoke al oud. What his thought said was that

he intended to kill themboth, if either failed to develop as
he desired.

Shocked, Barbara held herself very still; and at that no-
ment an entirely different growth process occurred in her

It began with a veritable fl ood of suppressed information
suddenly rising to the surface of her nind.

. About the reality of what people were like . . . the
dupes, the malingerers, and the weaklings on the one hand,
and, on the other, the angry and the distorted, the worldly
wi se and the cynics. She recognized that there were well -
meani ng people in the world who were strong, but she was
more aware of the destructive at this instant ... by the
mllion, the swindlers and betrayers—all self-justified, she
saw now. But she realized also that they had m sread their
own bitter experiences. Because they were greedy and |lustfu
and had lost their fear of punishnment, earthly or unearthly;
because they resented being thwarted in their slightest whim
because—

A forgotten scene flashed into her mnd fromher own
past, of a minor executive in her first job, who had fired
her when she refused to cone up to his apartnent.

Al'l her life she had been taught, and she had tried not

to be aware of such things. But now, at sone |evel of neura
conmputation, she pernmitted all that data to be calculated in-
to the mai nstream of her awareness.
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The process was still going on a few mnutes | ater when
G oge departed as silently as he had cone.

After he had left, Barbara tried to get up and was sur-
prised that she could not even open her eyes. The realiza-
tion that her body was still unconscious presently enthralled
her .

What a marvel lous ability!

As time passed, it began to be disconcerting. She thought:
"I'mreally quite helpless.” It was early afternoon before she
was finally able to nove. She got up, subdued and thought -
ful, warned a can of soup for Vince and herself, and forced
himto drink it froma cup

I medi ately after, he stretched out again on the couch
and fell asleep. Barbara left the apartnent to keep her ap-
poi ntment with her own doctor

As she drove, she could feel a stirring inside her. Mre
change? She decided it was. Perhaps there would be nmany
such between now and Monday. Yet her intuition was that
she woul d not be able to donminate this situation with the
changes fromthe first and second shots only.

"Somehow, " she thought, "I've got to get that third shot"
XXI X

At noon Monday, after he had dictated sonme letters to a
girl fromthe steno pool, Hammond canme out of his office.

"What's the word from Ni ne-two?"
Hel en | ooked up with her flashing snmle. "Barbara?"
"Yes."

"Her doctor called in this norning at her request. He said

he saw her Saturday. She appears to have a mild tenpera-

ture, is subject to dizzy spells and a variety of unmentionabl e
ailments |ike diarrhea. However, there's one unexpected thing,
the doctor said—evidently his own coment. |nterested?"

"Of course."

"He said that in his opinion Barbara has had a major per-
sonality change since he | ast checked her about a year ago."

Hammond shook Ms head slowy. "Merely confirns our
own observation. Well, keep me in touch.”

But about four o'clock, when the |ong-distance screen

was finally silent, he buzzed Hel en Wendell. "I can't get that
girl out of my mnd. It's prenpnition-level stuff, so | can't
ignore it. Phone Barbara."

She called to hima minute later: "Sorry, there's no an-
swer . "

"Bring her file to ne," said Hairmond. "1've got to assure
myself |I'mnot missing sonething in this unusual matter.”
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As he scanned the typed pages a few mnutes later, he
came presently to the photograph of Vince Strather. He ut-
tered an excl amati on.

"What is it?" Hel en asked.

He told her, finished, "OF course, | didn't connect Bar-
bara with that young man. But this is his picture. Get G oge's
file."

"Apparently the change started when his sister died five
mont hs ago, " Hel en Wendell said presently. "One of those
sudden and dangerous shifts in personal notivation." She
added ruefully, "I should have watched himon that. The
death of a near relative has often proved inportant."”

She was seated in the main room of Hammond's living

quarters at Research Al pha. The door to Hammond's pri -

vate office behind themwas closed. Across the room a |arge
wal | safe had been opened, revealing a wi de double row of
thin, netal -bound files. Two of the files—Henry d oge's and
Barbara Ellington's—tay on the table before Hel en. Ham

nmond st ood besi de her.

He said now, "Wat about that trip he made back east
early in the nonth?"

"He spent three days in his honetown, purportedly to

make arrangenents to sell his sister's and his property there.
They had a house, complete with private | aboratory, un-
tenanted, on the grounds of an old farm The perfect |oca-

tion for unsupervised experinmentation. On primates? Not

likely. They're not easy to obtain secretly, and except for the
smal | er gi bbons, they should make potentially quite danger-

ous subjects for Dr. G oge's project. So it must be humans

he planned to work on."

Harmmond nodded.

There was an al nbost sick expression on his face.
The woman | ooked up at him "You seem very anxi ous.
Presunmabl y, Barbara and Vince have now had two injec-

tions each. That will take themto fifty thousand years from
now on sone level. It doesn't seem desperately serious to
me."

The man snmiled tautly. "Don't forget that we're dealing
with one of the seed races."

"Yes—but only fifty thousand years so far."

He stared at her synpathetically. "You and |I," he said,

"are still far down on the |adder. So it's hard for us to con-
ceive of the evolutionary potential of the genus Honp

gal acticus."

She | aughed. "I'mcontent with ny lowy |ot—=

"Good conditioning," he murnured.

"—but I'mwilling to accept your analysis. Wat do you
intend to do with d oge?"
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Hammond strai ghtened decisively. "Even if this is G eat

Gal actic overlap, we will be expected to take account of the
realities of the situation. And ny normal reaction tells ne
that when a man has nmurder intent, we should keep an eye

on his potential victins. And, as nearly always, prevention is
the best cure.”

He continued: "Call Ames and have hi m put speci al

security nen at every exit. For the next hour, don't |et

A oge out of this building. And if Vince or Barbara try to
enter the complex, tell himto hold them When you' ve done
that, start cancelling ny appointnents for the day and
eveni ng."

Hel en said, "Are you going to stop the experinent?"

"I'mgoing to try," said the man. "But |'m beginning to

have a faint glimrer of what Barbara's intended role is in
all this, and so | doubt if we can do anything at this stage
except protect her and Vince."

He di sappeared into his bedroom cane out presently
dressed for the street.

Hel en Wendel | greeted himwith: "I called Ares, and he
says ' Check!' But | also phoned doge's office. He left about
an hour ago, his secretary says."

Hammond said quickly, "Sound a standby alert. Tel
Ames to throw a guard around the honmes of both of those
young people!"”

"You' re goi ng where?"
"First Barbara, then Vince. | only hope I'min tinme."

A | ook nmust have conme into Helen's face, because he
smled tensely and said, "Your expression says |I'mgetting
too involved."

The beautiful blond wonan smled w th understanding,

said, "Every day on this planet thousands of people are
mur der ed, hundreds of thousands are robbed, and countl ess
m nor acts of violence occur. People are struck, choked,
yel |l ed at, degraded, cheated—+ could go on. If we ever
opened ourselves to that, we'd shrivel away."

"l kind of |ike Barbara," Hammond conf essed.

Hel en was calm "So do |I. Wat do you think is happen-
i ng?"

"As | see it, A oge gave themthe first injection |ast
Wednesday and the second on Friday. That nmeans the third
one should be given today. That, unless they are responding
well, 1 should stop."

He departed hastily.
XXX

A oge had becone nervous. As Monday wore on, he kept
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t hi nking of his two speci nens; and what bothered hi m was
that he did not have them under observation on this |ast
day.

What a ridiculous situation, he told hinself. The great-
est experiment in human history—and no scientific person
watching it through to a conclusion of the key second in-
jection.

There was another feeling, also.
Fear!

He couldn't help but renenber the young man. It seened

to A oge that he had seen too many animals show in their
fashi on the synptons he had observed in Vince. Failure to
respond well to the serum the signs of internal nalaise,

the sick appearance, the struggle of the cells visibly reflect-
ing defeat in the efforts and chem stry at the surface of

t he skin.

And there was—-he had to admt it—a further anxiety.
Many of the unsuccessful ani mal speci mnens had devel oped

tough fight-back characteristics. It would be wise to be pre-
pared for energencies of that nature.

He thought grimy: "No use fooling myself. 1'd better drop
everything and take another | ook at those two."

That was when he |eft his office.

He took it for granted that Barbara was all right. So he
drove to Vince's apartnent, and first checked with his audio
pi ckups to nmake sure he was there and al one.

He detected at once novenents; the sound of | abored
breat hi ng, an occasi onal squeak of the springs of the couch.
These noi ses came screeching through the hypersensitive re-
ceiver, but doge had the volune on themturned down so
that they were not actually painful in his ears.

G oge's spirits had already dropped even nore, for the
sounds he was hearing confirmed his fears.

Suddenly, all the justified scientific attitude that had no-
tivated himuntil now cane hard against the reality of the
failure that was here

By his previous reasoning, he would now have to kil
Vi nce.

And that neant, of course, that he would al so have to
di spose of Barbara.

Hi s state of funk yielded, after what nmust have been

many mnutes, to a strictly scientific thought: Mere sounds
were not enough data for so basic a decision, it seened to
hi m

He felt intense di sappointnent.

Now he nust go and nmmke his decision froman actua
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meeting with Vince. It would be inproper to dispose of his
two human subjects without a face-to-face interrogation

As d oge clinbed out of his car and headed for the apart-
ment buil ding, Vince had a dream

He dreaned that the man—-what was his nane?—d oge

wi th whom he had quarreled a few days before in the cor-
ridor at Research Al pha, was coning here to his apartnent,
with the intention of killing him At some deep of his be-
i ng, anger began. But he did not awaken.

The dream-product of his own disturbed, strange evol u-
tionary devel oprment —eonti nued.

From sonme vant age point, he watched d oge approach his
back door. He felt no surprise when the snall bal d- headed
man produced a key. Tense with fear, Vince watched as

G oge stealthily inserted the key into the lock, slowy turned
it, and quietly opened the door

At that point, Vince's body was inpelled by Ms extrene

anxi ety to defensive action. MIlions of tiny, shining, cream
col ored energy bundles were emitted by his nervous system
They resenbl ed very short straight |ines. And they passed
through the wall that separated the living roomfromthe
kitchen, and they struck d oge.

Great masses of the energy units unerringly sought out
nerve ends in doge's body and darted in their scintillating
fashion up to the man's brain.

The energy units were not the result of conscious anal yti -
cal thought. They were brought into being solely by fright,
and carried pressor nmessages. They pushed at d oge nen-
tally, urging himto | eave, to go back to where he had cone
from

Dr. doge cane to his senses with a start. He was back
in his van. He renenbered running in precipitant flight
He had a vague recol |l ection of conplete panic.

He sat now, trenbling, breathing hard, trying to recover
fromthe nost disgraceful act of fear that he had ever ex-
perienced in his whole life.

And he knew that he had to go back.

Twi ce nore, the sleeping Vince enmtted enough energy
bundl es to conpel A oge to run. Each tinme the power avail -
abl e was | ess and 3 oge retreated a shorter distance before
stopping and forcing hinself to go back again to the apart-
nent .

On G oge's fourth approach, the brain nechanismin

Vince was able to manufacture only a small energy discharge.
G oge felt the fear rise in him but he fought it success-
fully.

He noved silently across the kitchen floor toward the door
of the living room
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He still did not realize that the sleeping body and he had
fought a battl e—which he had now won.

Monents | ater, d oge | ooked down at the exhausted form
of his male subject. The sl eeping body had perspired ex-
cessively. It trenbled and noaned, and, as d oge wat ched,
jerked fitfully.

Unm st akabl y—d oge deci ded—a fail ed experi nent.

He wasted no tine. He had cone prepared. He pulled a
pai r of handcuffs from his pocket, carefully slipped one over
Vince's farthest-away arm and softly clicked it shut. He

lifted the armas carefully toward the other wist and clicked
that handcuff on al so

A oge next successfully tied Vince's |egs together, and then
| ashed together the hands and feet.

The victimcontinued his restless, feverish sleep

G oge brought out a gag. As he had anticipated, forcing

it into the closed mouth was nore di sturbing. Under him

the body grewrigid. WIld eyes flicked open and glared up at
hi m

In a single, convulsive effort, Vince tried to bring up his
arns and sinultaneously struggled to get to his feet.

But d oge had done his prelimnary work well. The

victims intense effort subsided. Dr. G oge realized that his
control of this situation was conplete. He renoved the gag
and said: "wWat | want to know is, how do you feel ?"

The hal f-crazy, rage-filled eyes snapped with the inpul se
to violence. Vince cursed in a shrill voice. He kept this up
for several minutes. Then he seened to realize something.

"Y-you did sonething to ne | ast week."

G oge nodded. "I injected you twice with a serum de-
signed to accelerate cellular evolution, and |'ve cone to
find out how you are."

Hi s gray eyes were steady; his bald head gleamed in the
reflection of the Iight he had turned on. H s face was serious.
"Why not tell ne exactly how you feel ?* he asked earnest -

ly.

This time Vince's cursing subsided after about a minute.

He lay, then, staring at his captor, and sonething about the
pal e, tense face of the scientist must have convinced him

"I feel -awful ," he said uneasily.

"Exactly how?" G oge persisted

Slowy, by dint of determ ned questioning, he drew from
his reluctant victimthe fact that he felt weak, exhausted,
and nunb.

It was the fateful conbination that had so often shown
in the animals; and d oge knew that it was deci sive.
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Wt hout another word, he bent down and started to

force the gag into Vince's nouth. Vince tw sted, wiggled,
turned his head, and several tinmes tried to bite. But inexora-
bly d oge pushed the gag all the way into the other's nmouth
and knotted it firmy behind his head.

He now went outside and drove the van into the drive-
way opposite the back door of Vince's apartment. Wapping

the young man's body in a blanket, he carried himboldly
outside and into the van

A few ninutes |ater he was heading for the hone of one
of his subordinates. The man was on |l oan to an eastern
| aboratory, and his house and yard were unoccupi ed.

If he had paused, if he had stopped noving, if he had even
taken his foot off the accelerator, G oge m ght have faltered
in his grisly plan. But his only sl owdown was when he

finally brought the car to a stop at his destination. And that,
inits real neaning, was a continuation of the plan.

Its final nonents.

Laboriously, he dragged the gagged, handcuffed, and
bound Vince across the sidewal k, through a gate, and over

to the deep end of the swimmng pool. And still without
pausi ng, he shoved the tense body over the edge and into the
wat er .

He straightened fromhis terrible act, stood there gasping
for breath, exhausted, watching the trail of bubbles that
roiled the dark surface. Abruptly terrified that he night be
seen, he turned and staggered away.

As he half-fell, half-cramed into his car, the first opposing
t hought canme, as nuch a feeling of horror as an idea: "MWy
God, what have | done?"

But there was no opposing notion in that reaction. He did
not go back. Instead, he sat there, bracing to the realization
that a few feet away a man was still in process of drowning.

When there was no | onger any doubt, when the subject
of his experiment was by all laws of |life dead, d oge sighed
and stirred. There was no turning back. One gone, one to go.

Next —the girl!

From a phone booth a few bl ocks away, G oge dial ed
Barbara Ellington's boardi nghouse. The voice of an elderly
woman answered and tol d hi m Barbara had gone out.

The voi ce added, "She certainly is a popular girl today."

A oge said uneasily, "How do you nean?"
"Several nen canme by a little while ago and asked for her,
but of course | had to tell themalso that she wasn't here."

A sharp fear struck through G oge. "Did they give their
nanes?" he asked
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"A M. Hammond," was the reply.

Hammond! The chill of that froze d oge. "Thank you,"
he gul ped, and hung up

He returned shakily to his car, torn between two im
pul ses. He had intended to return after dark to the pool, fish

Vince's body out of it, take off all the bindings, and dispose
of it. He had a strong feeling now that he should do that at
once. On the other hand, he had a desperate conviction that

he must return to his office and renove the rest of the serum
fromthe safe there.

That |ast suddenly seened the nore inmportant thing to

do, and the safest at this hour. The sun had gone down
bel ow the western hills, but the sky was still bright blue. The
dying day had too nmuch light init for the gruesome task

of getting rid of a dead body.

XXX

At ten nminutes past seven, Dr. d oge unl ocked the door

that led directly fromthe corridor to his office in the biology
section of Research Al pha. He went in, closed the door be-

hi nd him wal ked qui ckly around the big, bare desk in the

center of the room and stooped down to unlock the desk

drawer where he kept a key to one of the safes.

"Good evening, Dr. doge," a woman's voice said be-
hi nd him

For an instant Dr. G oge seened unable to nove. The

words, the tone, sent an electrifying hope through him He
could scarcely believe his luck: that the second person he
had to di spose of had come to where he could best deal with
her .

He strai ghtened slowy, turned around.

Barbara Ellington stood in the open door to the adjoining
l'ibrary, watching him face serious and alert.

At no tine in what foll owed did d oge have any other
consci ous awareness than that this was Barbara Ellington

But the very instant that he saw the girl, at some depth
of his being neural readjustnments took place. MIIlions of
them And fromthat instant, subconsciously, she was his
dead sister. But she was not dead anynore. She was reas-
suringly alive in the person of Barbara.

A | ook passed between them It was one of conplete

understanding. It occurred to Aoge that it was scientifical-
ly wwong to kill this successful experinmental victim He even
had a feeling that she was on his side and woul d cooperate
with him He suppressed a fleeting inmpulse to pretend not to
know why she was here.

He said matter-of-factly, "How did you get in?"

"Through the speci men room"

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (121 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:21 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

"Did any of the night workers see you?"
"No." Barbara smled slightly.

G oge was exam ning her with quick evaluative | ooks. He
noted the way she stood, al nost notionless, but lightly and
strongly bal anced—a pose of contai ned, absolutely prepared
energy. He saw in her eyes bright, quick intelligence.

The t hought cane to him Nothing quite like this was
ever on Earth before!

Bar bara sai d suddenly, "You took a |ong chance on us,

didn't you?"

The words that burst fromDr. doge surprised him "I
had to do it."

"Yes, | know." Again she spoke matter-of-factly, noved

forward into the room Dr. doge felt a surge of alarm a

sharp, cold prickling of the skin. But she turned from him
to the left, and he watched silently as she sat down in a

chair against the wall and pl aced the brown purse she car-
ried on the arnrest of the chair. She spoke first.

"You nust give nme the third injection of the serumim
medi ately,"” she told him "I'Il watch you do it. Then I'lIl take
the instrument and a supply of the serumto Vince. He—=

She paused, blue eyes kindling with abrupt conpre-

hensi on as she studied Dr. G oge's expression. "So you've
drowned him" she said. She sat there, thoughtful; then
"He's not dead. | sense himto be still alive. Now, what is
the instrument you use? You nust still have it with you."

"l do," Dr. Goge admtted hoarsely. "But," he went on
quickly, "it is advisable to wait till norning before adninis-
tering the third shot. The chances of a further favorable
devel opment woul d be increased by doing it. And you nust

stay here! Nobody should see you as you are. There shoul d

be tests .. . you will tell nme ..."

He halted, realizing he was stamrering. Barbara's eyes
hadn't turned fromhis face. And in the sane way that her
know edge of Vince's fate had not di sturbed hi msonehow,

he took it for granted that she realized and appreci ated why
and what he had done—so now her expression reassured him

She said quietly, "Dr. doge, there are several things you
don't understand. | know | can assinilate the serum So give
me the shot—and the serum-at once."

Barbara Ellington arose and started over toward him

She said nothing, and her face reveal ed no enotion, but his
next awareness was of holding the jet gun out to her on his
open pal mas she cane up

"There's only one charge left."

She took the gun fromhis pal mw thout touching him
turned it over, studied it, laid it back in his hand. "Were
is your supply of the serun®"
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Dr. d oge nodded at the entrance to the library behind
her. "The larger of the two safes in there."

Her head had turned in the direction he indicated. Now

she remained still for a nonent, gaze renote, |ips parted,
in an attitude of intent |istening; then she | ooked back at
hi m

"Gve ne the injection," she told him "Sonme nen are
com ng. "

Dr. Goge lifted the gun, put the point against her shoul -
der, pulled the trigger. Barbara drew her breath in sharply,
took the gun fromhim opened her purse, dropped the gun

i nside, and snapped the purse shut. Her eyes shifted to the
of fi ce door.

"Listen!" she sai d.

After a nonment, Dr. d oge heard footsteps coming al ong
the narrow corridor fromthe main | aboratory.

"Who is it?" he asked anxiously.
"Hamond, " she said. "Three other nen."

Dr. doge nade a stifled sound of despair. "W've got to
get away. He nmustn't find either of us here. Quick—through
there." He waved toward the library.

Bar bara shook her head. "This place is surrounded. Al
passages are guarded." She frowned. "Hamond nust think

he has all the evidence he needs agai nst you—but don't help
himin any way! Admit nothing! Let's see what | can do with
my— As she spoke, she noved back to the chair on which

she had been sitting. She settled into it, her face composed.

"Maybe | can handle him" she said confidently.
The footsteps had reached the door. There cane a knock

d oge gl anced at Barbara. Hi s thoughts were whirling.
She nodded, snil ed.

"Come in!" Dr. G oge said harshly, too |oudly.
Hamond entered the room "Wy, M. Hamond!" Bar-

bara excl ai ned. Her face was flushed; she | ooked enbar-
rassed and confused.

Hamond had st opped, as he caught sight of her. He
sensed a nental probing. His brain put up a barrier, and the
pr obi ng ceased.

Their eyes net; and there was a flicker of consternation

in hers. Hamond smled ironically. Then he said in a steely
voi ce: "Stay where you are, Barbara. I'll talk to you later."
Hi s voice went up. "Cone on in, Ames!" he call ed.

There was threat in his tone; and Dr. d oge sent a quick

desperate, appealing glance at Barbara. She gave himan un-
certain smile. The | ook of earnest, funbling innocence with
whi ch she had greeted Hammond had | eft her face, leaving it
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resigned but alert.
Hammond gave no sign of being aware of the change.

"Anmes," he said to the first of the three nen who cane

in through the library fromthe specinmen roombr. d oge
recogni zed Wesl ey Ames, the chief of Research Al pha's se-
curity staff=this is Barbara Ellington. Take charge of that
handbag she's holding. Allow no one to enter this office.
Mss Ellington is not to leave and is not to be permitted to
touch any object in this room She is to stay in that chair
until | return with Dr. G oge."

Wesl ey Anes nodded. "Understood, M. Hamond |" He

gl anced at his nmen, one of whomwent to the office door

and | ocked it, while Anes turned to Barbara. She handed him
her purse wi thout coment.

"Doctor, come with me," Hanmmond said curtly.

Dr. Goge followed himinto the Iibrary. Hamond
cl osed the door behind them

"Where's Vince?" he said in an i nexorabl e voice.
"Really, M. Hammond," d oge protested. "I don't—=

Hammond st epped toward hi m abruptly. The novenent

seenmed a threat. Dr. d oge cringed, expecting to be man-
handl ed. | nstead, the bigger man firmy caught his arm and
pressed a tiny netal object against his bare wist.

"Tell nme where Vince is!" Hammbnd commanded.

G oge parted his lips to deny any know edge of Barbara's
boyfriend. |Instead, the confession of what he had done
poured forth fromhim As he realized what he was admit-
ting, doge tried desperately to stop hinself fromtalking.
He had already divined that the netal touching his skin
was sone kind of a hypnotic device, and so he tried to pull
his arm from Hammond' s grasp.

It was a vain effort.
"How |l ong ago did you drown hi n?" Hammond asked.
"About an hour ago," said Dr. d oge hopel essly.

At that instant shouts came fromthe adjoining office. The
door was pull ed open. Wesley Anes stood there, ashen faced.

"M . Hammond-she's gone!"

Hanmond darted past himinto the office. Dr. G oge hurried
after, legs trenbling. As he reached the door, Hammond

al ready was com ng back into the office with one of the
security nen fromthe hall on the other side. Ares and the
other nen stood in the center of the office, |ooking about
with stupefied expressions.

Hammond cl osed the door, said to Anes, "Quickly, now
VWhat happened?"
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Ames threw his hands up in a gesture of furious frustra-
tion.

"M . Hammond, | don't know. W were watching her. She

was there in the chair; then she was not there, that's all.
He"—he indicated one of the men—was standing with his

back to the door. Wen we saw she was gone, he was sit-

ting on the floor next to the door! The door was open. W
ran into the hall, but she wasn't there. Then |I called you."

"How | ong had you been wat chi ng her?" Hamobnd asked
sharply.

"How | ong?" Ames gave hima dazed | ook. "I had just
taken nmy nother down the hall to the el evator—=

He stopped, blinked. "M . Hammond, what am | saying?
My nother's been dead for eight years!"”

Hamond said softly, "So that's her little trick. She reached
to that deep of the heart where the pure, unsullied dead are
enshrined. And | thought she was only trying to read ny

m nd! "

He broke off, said in a clear, conmandi ng voi ce: "Wke

up, Ames! You three have been gone fromthe world for a
couple of minutes. Don't worry about how M ss Ellington
didit. Get her description to the exits. |If she's seen ap-
proaching by a guard, tell himto keep her at a distance at
gun point."

As the three hurried fromthe office, he indicated a chair
to Dr. G oge. doge sat down, senses sw nming, as Ham
mond t ook a pencil -shaped device fromhis pocket, pressed
it, and stood waiting.

On the fifth floor of the Research Al pha conplex, Helen

Wendel | picked up the small private phone at the side of
her desk, said, "Go ahead, John."

"Switch all defense and trap screens on imredi atel y!"
Hammond' s voice told her. "G oge's drowned Strather—as an
experinental failure. But the other one's awake and functi on-
ing. It's hard to know what she'll do next, but she may find
it necessary to get to ny office as a way of getting out of
this building fast."

Hel n pressed a button. "Not this way she won't!" she
said. "The screens are on."

XXXI |
Qutside, it grew darker on that tense Monday night.

At ei ght-eighteen, Helen Wendell again picked up the

smal | phone purring at the side of her desk in the Research
Al pha conpl ex, gl anced over at the closed office door, and,
said into the receiver, "Go ahead, John."

"I'"'mhere at the pool," John Hammond's voice told her
"We've just fished his body out. Helen, the fellowis alive.
Sone refl ex prevented any intake of water. But we'll need
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an oxygen tent."

Hel en's I eft hand reached for another tel ephone. "You
want the ambul ance?" she asked, starting to dial

"Yes. You have the street nunber. Tell themto pull up at
the side gate. W have to act swiftly."

"Police uniforns, also?" Hel en asked.

"Yes. But tell themto stay in the cab unl ess needed.
We're out of sight, behind a high fence. And it's dark. 1"l
come back with them Has Barbara been apprehended?”

"No, " Hel en sai d.

"I really didn't expect she would be," Hammond sai d.
"I''"l'l question the guards when | get there."

Bar bara had al |l owed Ames to escort her to the nearest
el evator, while she continued to have hi mthi nk that she
was hi s not her.

Once in the el evator, she pushed the up-button and cane

out presently on the roof. As she had already perceived, a
hel i copter was scheduled to take off. And though she was

not an authorized passenger, the pilot took her al ong be-
lieving her to be his girl friend. Her sudden arrival seened
perfectly logical to him

Alittle later, he set her down on the roof of another
buil ding. And that, also, seenmed the nost natural act to
him her reason for going there obvious.

He flew off and pronptly forgot the episode.

The hasty | andi ng was an urgent necessity for Barbara.

She could feel the new injection beginning to work. So in her
scanning of the buildings flitting by bel ow, she perceived one
in which the upper floors were unoccupi ed.

“I'l'l try to make it down to some office," she thought.

But she didn't get beyond the top floor. She actually be-

gan to stagger as she went down the first steps fromthe

roof. And there was no nistaking the out-of-control state of

her body. To her left, a door opened into a warehouse-

like loft. She weaved through it, closed it behind her, and
bolted it. Then she half-lowered herself, half-fell to the floor.

During that evening and ni ght she never quite |ost con-
sci ousness. Bl ackout was no | onger possible for her. But she
coul d feel her body changi ng, changi ng, changi ng—

The energy flows inside her took on a different neaning.
They were separate fromher. Presently they woul d be con-
troll abl e again, but in another fashion entirely.

Sonet hi ng of Barbara seened to di sappear with that
awar eness.

"I"'mstill nme!" the entity thought as it lay there on the
floor. "Flesh, feeling, desire—

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (126 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:21 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

But she had the distinct realization that "nme" even in
these early stages of the five-hundred-thousand-year trans-
formati ons was ME PLUS.

Exactly how the self was becom ng sonething nore was
not yet clear.

The sl ow ni ght dragged by.
XXXI 1]
Tuesday.

Shortly before noon, Helen Wendell cane along the hall-

way that |ed fromJohn Hammond's quarters to the main

of fice. Hammond was sitting at the far side of her desk. He
gl anced up at her as she approached.

"How are the patients?" he asked.

"doge is role-perfect,” Helen said. "I even allowed him

to spend part of the norning talking to his assistants here.
He's already had two conversations by Telstar with Sir Hu-
bert about his new task overseas. |'ve put himto sleep again,
but he's avail able. Wen did you cone in?"

"Just now. How s Strather?"

Hel en tapped the recorder. "I checked with the MD ma-

chine on himtwenty m nutes ago," she said. "It gave ne its
opinion in detail. |I took it all down. Do you want to hear
it?"

"Sumit up for nme."

Hel en pursed her lips; then: "The MD verifies that he

didn't swallow any water, that some newl y devel oped brain
mechani sm shut off breathing and kept himin a state of
suspended ani mation. Vince hinmself has no consci ous nmem

ory of the experience, so it was evidently a survival act of
the I ower brain. MD reports other devel opnents are taking
place in Vince, regards themas freakish in nature. It's too
soon to tell whether or not he can survive a third injection
He' s under sedation."

Hamond | ooked dissatisfied. "All right," he said after a
monent. "What el se do you have for me?"

"A nunber of transmitter nmessages," Hel en said.
"About 4 oge?"

"Yes. New Brasilia and Manila agree with you that

there are too many chances of a revealing slip-up if Dr.
G oge remmins at Research Al pha any |l onger than is ab-
solutely necessary."

"You said oge is role-perfect.”

Hel en nodded. "At the noment. But he is a highly re-
calcitrant subject, and naturally | can't give himthe kind of
final conditioning he'd get at Paris center. That's where they
want him The courier, Arnold, will take him aboard the

file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20Van%20Vogt/Van%20Vogt,%20A.%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt (127 of 144) [2/2/03 11:22:21 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/A.%20E.%20V an%20V ogt/V an%20V ogt,%20A .%20E%20-%20Supermind.txt

Paris-jet at five-ten tonight."

"No!" Hammond shook his head. "That's too early! 4 oge
is our bait to catch Barbara. Hi s experinments indicate that
she won't be able to function until sonetine this evening. |
cal cul ate that sonewhere around nine o' clock will be a good
time to let @ oge out from behind the defense screens."”

Hel en was silent a noment, then said, "There seens to be

a general feeling, John, that you're overestimting the pos-
sibilities of any really dangerous evol uti onary devel opnents
in Barbara Ellington."

Hamond sniled tautly. "I've seen her. They haven't. Mnd
you, for all | know, she may be dead or dying of the effects
of the third shot by now. But if she's capable of comng,
think shell come. She'll want that fourth injection. She may
start anytine |ooking for the nan who can produce the se-
rumfor her."

By Tuesday a new awar eness had come to Barbara.

She had devel oped brai n mechani snms that could do

things with space—do them on an automatic |evel, without
her consci ous m nd know ng what, or how. Fantastic

t hi ngs. .

As she lay there, a new nerve center in her brain reached

out and scanned a vol une of space 500 light-years in diam
eter. It touched and conprehended cl ouds of neutral hy-
drogen and bright young Otype stars, neasured the sw ng

of binaries, took a census of conets and ice asteroids. Far
out in the constellation of OQphiuchus a blue-white giant was
goi ng nova, and the new, strange |linkage in Barbara's m nd
observed its frantic heaving of spheres of radiant gas. A
black dwarf emtted its last spray of infrared |ight and sank
into the radiationless pit of dead stars.

Barbara's m nd enconpassed it all, and reached farther
. reached out effortlessly until it touched a specific
Something . . . and wi thdrew.

Brimming with ecstasy, Barbara cried out in her mnd,
What did | touch?

She knew it had been sonething the brain nechani sm
was programed to search for. But no conscious perception

was involved. Al she could be sure of was that the nerve
center seened satisfied, and ceased its scanning.

But she sensed, in an intensely happy way, that it re-
mai ned aware of What it had contact ed.

She was still savoring the joy a while | ater when she be-
came aware that the shifting energy flows inside her had re-
suned.

Gradual |y, then, she pernitted her body and nind to sink
into a receptive state.

M dsunmer heat built up over the city throughout the
day. In the | ocked roomon the vacant top floor of the
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mul tistoried building three nmiles from Research Al pha, the
heat grew stifling as the sun shifted overhead, began to beat
in through cl osed, unshaded wi ndows. Barbara, curled on

her side on the dusty floor, did not nove. Now and then she
uttered a nmoani ng sound. Sweat ran fromher for a |ong,

long tine, as the heat increased; then the skin of her face
dried and turned dirty white. She made no nore sounds.

Even a close study woul d not have been able to prove that

she still breathed.

By four o' clock the sunblaze had shifted past the w n-

dows, and the | ocked roomlay in shadows. But it was an-

ot her hour before the tenperature in it gradually began

to drop. About six, the curled figure noved for the first tine.

She strai ghtened her legs slowy, then, with a sudden con-
vul sive notion, rolled over on her back, lay flat, arns flung
| oosely to the sides.

The right half of her face was sneared grotesquely with

thick dust caked in drying sweat. She breathed—ay quiet

again. Several minutes later, her eyelids lifted. The eyes were
a deep, brilliant blue, seened oddly awake and al ert, though

t hey remai ned unfocused and did not shift about the room

After a while, the lids slowy closed and remai ned cl osed.

The day darkened; the city's lights awoke. The enpty
war ehouse stood silent. Mre than an hour passed before
the figure in the roomon the top floor noved again.

This time, it was notion of a different order. She rose
suddenly and quickly to her feet, went to the nearest w n-
dow, and stood | ooking out through the dirt-stained gl ass.

The towering Research Al pha conplex was a gl ow of
white light to the west. The watcher's eyes turned toward
it.

A second of tinme went by. Then the mind that directed

the eyes noved on an entirely new | evel of extended per-
ception.

Ni ght-shift activities in the research conpl ex were not es-
sentially different fromthose of the day; but there were few
er people around as the awareness that was Barbara drifted
along famliar, lighted hallways, about corners, dropped sud-
denly to a subl evel which contained the biology section. Here
she flicked through the main | aboratory and up a narrow
corridor, pausing before the door to Dr. doge's office

She noved t hrough the door, paused in the dark and si-

lent office, then noved on into the library. She renained a
m nute or two above the big safe in a corner of the library.
Then she knew.

The safe was enpty—and trapped.

The awareness flicked out of the library, shifted to the
fifth floor of the conplex, drifted toward a great black door
showi ng the words: Scientific Liaison and Investigation. She
st opped before it.
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M nut es passed as she slowy and carefully scanned the
outer walls of John Hammond's offices and |iving quarters.
Here was something new . . . something that seemed very
dangerous. Wthin the walls and doors, above the ceiling,
bel ow the flooring of this section, strange energies curled
and craw ed |ike twi sting snoke.

She coul d not pass through that barrier.

But though she could not enter, her perceptions might, to
sonme extent.

She must avoi d, she decided, both the front entry door and
the secret elevator which led directly to Hanmond's |iving
quarters in the rear of the section. As the npbst obvious
points for an intruder to consider, they were al so the nost
form dably shi el ded.

She shifted back along the hall to a point some twenty

feet away fromthe massive black door, well back fromthe
wal | between her and the front office. She waited. G adual -
ly a picture began to form...

This was an unfaniliar room the inner office of the sec-
tion. There was no one in it, nothing of interest except a
cl osed door across fromthe one which opened on the cor-
ridor.

The inner office disappeared . . . and what cane next was
no picture, but a surge of savage, denandi ng hunger

Startled, shocked, already feeling the pull that in a no-
ment woul d hurl her into the nurderous barriers about the

section, the searching awareness instantly broke the thread
of visual perception, went inactive to allow herself to stabi-
lize.

Nevert hel ess, she now knew where the serumwas—n a
strongroom of Hamond's quarters, heavily screened, seem
i ngly inaccessible.

Perception cautiously opened agai n. Another section of
the living quarters appeared, hazy with hostile energies. The
ot her—+the mal e counterpart—was here. Alive.

Here, but hel pl ess. Here, but unconscious, in a cage of
dark force which permtted no nore than barest identifica-
tion by the searcher. She was very glad he had been rescued.

M nutes |l ater, she knew there was no one else in Ham
nmond' s | ocked quarters. She wi thdrew vi sual perception from
there, and let the picture of the main office devel op. The
blurred i mge of a woman—Hel en Wendel | —-Aow seened to

be speaking into an instrument connected with the apparatus
bef ore her.

A second band of perception opened, and voi ces became
i ndistinctly audible.

Ganin Arnold, the New Brasilia courier, was nmaking his
final call fromthe city jetport, nine mles south of the Re-
search Al pha conpl ex
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"The doors are being secured,” he said. He was speaking

into a disguised m crophone clanped over his nmouth and

nose, whi ch had the appearance of the tranquillizing respira-
tors many of the other jet passengers were using now in

the |l ast nmonents before lift-off. Even to anyone within
inches of him his voice would have renmai ned conmpl etely

i naudi bl e. I n John Hammond's office, it energed clearly from
the device on Helen Wendell's desk

"Lift-off for the nonstop jet to Paris," Arnold went on,

"will follow'—he glanced at the watch on his wist—in

two minutes and thirty seconds. All passengers and every
menber of the crew have passed at | east once through the
measur enent radi us. Not hing which may have preceded or

foll owed nmysel f and our biol ogi st aboard registers |ife-energy
| evel s significantly above the standard Earther range—that

is, of course, below six.

"To sumit up, we definitely are not being acconpani ed

to Paris by any abnornmally high human evol utionary form

Dr. d oge's behavior has been excellent. His tranquillizer has
begun to take effect, and he is showi ng signs of drowsiness.
Undoubt edly, he will sleep soundly throughout the trip."

Arnol d paused, apparently waiting for coment. When
there was none, he resunmed, "As soon as the lift-field goes

on, conmuni cation by this means, of course, will be inpos-
sible. Since nothing is likely to go wong fromthis nonent
on, | suggest, if it's satisfactory to M. Hamond, that | end

my report now. "

Hel en Wendel | 's voice, seening to speak froma point just
within the left side of the courier's skull, told himpleas-
antly, "M. Hamond prefers you to remain alert and avail -
able, for final instructions until the lift has begun."

In the |l ocked roomon the top floor of the enpty ware-

house a few miles east of Research Al pha, the woman-

shape standing at the wi ndow stirred suddenly out of the
tranced immbility it had maintained for the past mninutes.
The head lifted, gaze sweeping the softly gl owi ng ni ght sky
above the city. A hand nmoved, touching the thick w ndow
pane probingly. The glass fell away like a big drop of nelt-
ing ice.

Dust swirled as cool air rushed in.
Barbara waited, then noved closer to the opening.

Her gaze swung to the west again, renained there. She
listened. The nyriad noises of the city were clear and dis-
tinct now Overlying themwas a thin fountain of sky-sound
as, every thirty seconds—at this hour—a jet lifted vertically
fromthe city port, cut in its engines, and vanished up into
the night with a whistling shriek. Her head shifted quickly,
briefly follow ng the changing pattern of the sound. Then it
st eadi ed.

Her gaze rose slowy, slanting to the north, following a
movi ng, distant point in the night, eyes narrowed with in-
t ent ness.
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On board the Paris jet which had left the city port a few
m nutes before, Dr. Henry G oge now had a very curious
experience. Drowsily, alnmost on the verge of sleep, he had
been contenpl ati ng the pl easant significance of his assign-
ment today to Sir Hubert Roland's Paris project. Suddenly,
then, there was a sensation of coming partly awake.

He gazed around himwith a rising sense of alarm | ooking
first of all at his seat conpanion

The fell ow was big, heavily built. He | ooked |like a police
detective, and G oge knew that the man was his guard.
The curious thing was that he was slunped back in the seat,

head lolling forward, eyes closed . . . typical indications of a
tranquillized stupor.

A oge thought: "Wy is he asleep?" He had a strong
conviction that it was he who should be unconscious. There
was a clear nenory of a device—an instrunment totally un-
fam liar to hi mwhich the Wendell worman had used to

inplant a conplete, conpelling set of delusions in his mnd.
He had cone willingly aboard the jet. And he had, at the
suggestion of his guard, inhaled enough tranquillizing gas
fromthe seat respirator to have kept hi msomol ent unti

the jet touched down in Paris.

Instead, mnutes later, he had cone awake, the del usi ons
of the day slipping fromhis mnd!

There nust be an explanation for these apparently con-
tradi ctory events.

The t hought ended. A feeling of blankness held himfor a
nmonent. Then cane a churning wave of terror.

Somewhere a voice had said: "Yes, Dr. doge—there is
an explanation for this!"

Slow y, against his every inclination, but conpletely un-
able to withstand the inmpulse, Dr. doge turned, |ooked
back. There was soneone in the seat behind nun

For an instant, it seened to be a conplete stranger. Then
the eyes opened. They fixed on him glowing brilliant
denon-bl ue, even in the nuted Iight of the jet.

The wonman spoke, and it was the voice of Barbara El -

lington. "W have a problem Dr. G oge. There seens to be

a group of extraterrestrials on this planet, and | still do not
have any cl ear idea of what they are doing here. That's our

i mredi ate task—+to find out."

"You are where?" Hel en Wendel |l said sharply.

Her hand flicked to the right, snapped a switch. A snall
vi ew-screen on the right side of the desk |it up. She said,
"John—qui ck!"

In the inner office, John Hanmond turned, saw the lit
screen on the desk behind him An instant |ater he was
listening to the words tunbling hoarsely fromthe tel ephone
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speaker on his left. He said to Helen's tense, pale profile in
the screen to the right, "Were is he?"

"At the Des Mdines jetport! The Paris jet put down for
energency repairs. Now nobody seenms to understand just
what was wong with it or what repairs are needed. But the
passengers have been di senbarked, are to be transferred to

another jet. Arnold's in a state of confusion and shock.
Listen to him"

"—there was a woman with him" the courier's voice

babbl ed. "At the tinme, | thought it was one of the passengers
who had conme off the jet with us. Now |'m not sure. But |
sinply stood there and watched the two of them wal k out

of the hall together. It never occurred to me to ask nyself
Why this wonan was with G oge, or to stop them or even

to wonder where they were going. "

Hammond twi sted a dial, dinmng the voice. He spoke
to Helen Wendell. "Wen did the jet come down?"

"From what Arnold said first,” Helen told him "it nust
have been over half an hour ago! As he puts it, it didn't
occur to himto call us about it until now "

"Hal f an hour!" Hammond cane to his feet. "Helen,
drop everything you're doing! | want an off-planet observ-
er sitting in on this, preferably within mnutes."

She gave hima startled | ook. "Wat are you expecting?"
"l don't know what to expect."

"She hesitated, began: "The Wardens ..."

"What ever can be done here," Hammond said, "I can
do nyself. | don't need anyone el se for that. The defense
screens on the northern side will go off for exactly forty

seconds. Now nove!" He snapped off the screen, reached
under the desk, threw over another swtch

In the main office, Helen Wendell stared at the bl ank

screen for a nonment. Then she junped to her feet, ran

across the roomto the entry door, pulled it open, and slipped
out into the hall. The door swung shut behi nd her

Some nonents |ater, John Hammond entered the room

behind his private office where Vincent Strather |lay en-
closed by a trap screen. Hammmond went to the wall, turned
the trap controls there halfway to the off point.

The screen faded into smoky near-invisibility, and he
stared for a few seconds at the shape stretched out on the
couch within it. He asked al oud, "There have been no fur-
ther internal changes?"

"None within the past two hours,"” the MD machine's

voice said fromthe wall
"This formis viable?"

"Yes."
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"He would awaken if | rel eased the screen?"
"Yes. Inmrediately."

Hanmond was silent a noment, then asked, "You have
calcul ated the effects of a fourth injection of the serunf"

"Yes," the machine said fromthe wall.

"In general, what are they?"

"I'n general," the nachine said, "there would be pro-
nounced changes, and at an again greatly accelerated rate.
The evolutionary trend renmains the same, but woul d be
very much advanced. The resultant formwould stabilize
within twenty minutes. It would again be a viable one."

Hammond turned the trap-screen controls full over to
the left. The screen darkened once nore into a dense, con-
ceal i ng shroud

It was too soon to nmake the decision to give the fourth
shot. Perhaps—ercifull y—t coul d be avoi ded al t oget her

XXXI'V

At hal f-past ten, the | ong-distance signal sounded from
the tel ephone screen. Hanmond gl anced around fromthe
portabl e control box on the desk, sinultaneously pressed
the answer button and the stud which would | eave hi mun-
seen if the caller's instrunent was equi pped with a view
screen, and said, "Go ahead!"

The screen renmi ned dark, but sonebody nade a gasping
sound of relief. "M. Hamond!" It was a reedy, quavering
voice, but it was distinctly the voice of Dr. doge

There were two sharp clicks fromone of the instrunents
lying on the desk—a signal from Helen Wndell, in the
observer boat standing off Earth, that she was recording the
conversati on.

"\Where are you, Doctor?"

"M. Hammond . . . sonething terrible . . . that creature
Bar bara El | i ngt on—

"She took you off the jet, |I know, " Hamond sai d. "Were
are you now?"

"My hone—n Pennsyl vani a."
"She went there with you?"
"Yes. There was nothing |I could do."

"Of course not," Hamond said. "She's gone now?"

"I don't know where she is. | took the chance of phoning.
M. Hammond, there was sonmething | didn't know, didn't
remenber. But she knew. |..."

"You had sone Orega serumin the | aboratory?" Ham
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nmond asked.

"I didn't think of it as that,"” Dr. G oge's voice told him
"It was an earlier experinmental variant—ene with inpurities
whi ch produce a dangerously erratic reaction. | was under
the inpression | had destroyed ny entire stock. But this be-
ing knew better! It brought ne here, forced ne to give it
what was left of the serum The quantity was smal | —=

"But enough for a standard fourth shot of the series?"
Hanmond sai d.

"Yes, yes, it was sufficient for the fourth injection."
"And she has now taken it as an injection?"

Dr. doge hesitated; then he said, "Yes. However, there

is reason to hope that instead of inpelling the evol ution-
ary process in what | now regard as a nonstrous creature

on to its next stage, the inperfect serumwll result inits
pronpt destruction.”

"Perhaps," said Hammond. "But al nost since you first

| aunched Barbara Ellington into this process, she appears
to have been aware of what was possible to her. | can't be-
|ieve she's made a ni stake now. "

"l " Dr. d oge paused again, went on: "M. Ham

mond, | realize the enornmity of what |'ve done. If, in any
way, | can help avert the worst consequences, | shall cooper-

ate to the fullest extent. |—

There was a sharp click as the connection was broken; a
pause, then Hel en Wendell's voi ce whispered i nto Ham
mond's ear, "Do you think Barbara | et himmake that call
t hen cut him off?"

"Of course."

Hel en made no further comrent, sinply waited; and pres-
ently, softly, Hammond continued: "I think she wants us to
know t hat she's com ng here."

"I think she's there now," said Hel en. "Good-bye."
XXXV

John Hammond gl anced at the control box on the desk

and saw the flickering indicators. He al so saw a wholly un-
expected reaction: a condition of nonenergy that actually
cancel ed energy.

"Hel en," he said. "This woman has gone up sonewhere
out of our reach! Wiat you're seeing is energy trying to

mai ntain itself against antienergy. | received recognition drill-
ing on such things, but |I've never seen it before in an actua
situation."

Hel en Wendel |, eyes fixed on a duplicate check screen in

the distant observer boat, did not reply. A shifting el ec-
tronic stormwas bl azing through the check-screen in-
dicators; it showed that the defensive forces enclosing
Hammond' s office and living quarters were com ng under a
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swiftly varying pattern of attack . . . presently that they
were being tested alnost to the limt.

It held that way for over a m nute—every readi ng al nost
i mpossi bly high, barely shifting.

"John Hamond!" the desktop said softly to Hamond.
He jerked slightly away, eyes flicking down to it.
"John Hamond!" the chair whi spered beside him

"John Hammond!" "John Hamond!" "John Hammond!"
"John Hammond ..."

Hi s name sprang at himfromevery part of the office, in

a swirling, encircling pattern. Because of his special super-
vi sory position, Hammond knew the pattern and its danger

It had never been considered probable, but neverthel ess they
had taken the possibility into account, and so he had out -

si de power available to deal with this emergency.

He | ooked hurriedly about on the desk for an instrunent

he had |l aid down anong the others there. For an instant he
seemed unable to recognize it, and there was an icy touch

of panic. Then he realized he already held it in his hand.

He ran a knob up along its side with his thunb, |ocked it
into place, laid the instrument back on the desk

A rasping came fromit. Not only a sound, but a vi-
bration, a rough, hard shuddering of the nerves. The voi ce-
ghosts sank to a whisper, flowed fromthe room Helen Wen-
dell's tiny, distant voice stabbed at Hammond's ear like a
needl e: "The check screen! She's |eaving!" Hopefully.

"You're certain?"

"Not really." Al arm whi pped at hi mthrough Helen's
voi ce. "What does your screen show?"

"A subjective blur at the nonment. It's clearing."
"What happened?”

"I think she felt above us, and so she took it for granted

that she could wal k all over us. Accordingly, she's just

had the surprise of her brief existence as a subgal actic super-
worman. She didn't realize we represent the G eat Ones."

"I's she danmaged?"”

"Ch, | wouldn't say that. She's |earned too rmuch. But
details later." Hammond blinked at the check screen, swung
around toward the door of the adjoining room pulled it
open.

"Admi nister the final injection to the subject!" he said
sharply into the room "Acknow edge!"

"The fourth and final injection of the Orega Stinmulation
series will be adninistered to the subject," the machine re-
pli ed.
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"I mredi atel y!"
"Imredi ately."

Hel en' s voi ce reached Hammond again as he drew the

floor shut and cane back to the desk. "At noments," she
said, "the antienergies were holding the ninety-six point of
overload. Wthin four of the theoretical Iimt. D d she get
to you at the energy bal ance?"

"Very nearly,"” Hammond told her. "A very high-enerqgy,
pseudo- hypno trick that didn't quite work. And she'll be
back. | still have sonething she wants!"

On his desk, the tel ephone screen blurred. \Wen he
turned it on, the voice of Dr. doge sounded in his ears

"W were cut off earlier, M. Hamond." The biologist's
voi ce was strongly even and controll ed.

"What happened?" Hamond asked warily.

"M . Hammond, | have finally anal yzed what evol ution
really is. The universe is a spectrum It needs energies in
motion at all levels. This is why those at the higher |evels

do not interfere directly with individual activities at the | ow
er. But this is also why they are concerned when a race

reaches the point where it can begin to manipulate | arge
forces."

Hanmond said steadily, "Barbara, if the purpose of this
call is to find out if 1'lIl let youin, yes, | will."

A pause, then a click. Then there was a tiny, nmonentary
flickering in one of the check-screen indicators. Then, in a
di fferent section, another.

"What ' s happeni ng?" Hel en asked tautly.

Hammond said, "She's com ng through the screens, with
my permssion.”

"Do you think it's a trick?"

"In a way. For sone reason, she hasn't let herself reach
that theoretical, final mllion-year point on Dr. doge's
evol utionary scale. That may cone a little later."

"And you're actually letting her in, believing that?"
"OF course." Helen did not answer him

A mnute went past in silence. Hammond shifted so that
he faced the door, noved a few steps away fromthe con-
trol box and the desk, and stood waiting.

A small light burned red in a corner of the check screen.
Sonet hing had conme into the nain office

The heavy silence continued for some seconds. Then, on
the hard flooring at the far end of the corridor, Hammond
heard f oot st eps.
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He coul dn't have said what he had been expecting

but certainly nothing so comopnpl ace as the sound of a
worman' s hi gh- heel ed shoes coning briskly toward the inner
of fice.

She appeared in the doorway, stopped there, |ooking at

him Hamond said nothing. Al outer indications were

that this was the Barbara Ellington he had seen sitting in a
chair in Dr. Goge's office the night before. Nothing had
changed either in her looks or in her clothing; even the
brown purse she held in one hand seened the sane. Ex-

cept for the air of radiant vitality, the alertness of her
stance, the keen intelligence in her face, this also was, in
fact, the awkward, overanxious, lean girl who had worked

in the outer office for about two weeks.

And therefore, Hammond thought it was a phant om
Not a del usi on; he was protected now agai nst any attenpt
to tanper with his mnd in that manner by barriers which

woul d break only if he died. The shape standing in the
door was real. The instrunents recorded it. But it was a
shape created for this neeting—not that of Barbara Elling-
ton as she was at this hour

He was unsure of her intention in assuming it. Perhaps it
was designed to throw himoff guard.

She cane into the room smling faintly, and gl anced
about. Hammond knew then that he hadn't been m staken
Sonething had cone in with her . . . sonething oppressive,
spi ne-tingling; a sense of heat, a sense of power.

The curiously brilliant, blue eyes turned toward hin and
the smil e deepened.

"I"'mgoing to have to test why you're still here," she said
carelessly. "So defend yoursel f!"

There was no sound; but a cloud of white light filled the
air between them enveloping them faded; flared silently;
faded again. Both stood unnoving, each watching the other
Not hing in the office had changed.

"Excellent!" the woman said. "The nystery behind you

begins to reveal itself. | know the quality of your race now,
John Hanmond. Your science could never control the or-

der of energies that are shielding you mentally and physically
her e!

"There shoul d be other indications then that in extrene
necessity you are permtted to enpl oy devices created by
bei ngs greater than yoursel f—devices which you do not your-
sel f understand. And where woul d such devices be found at
the monent? ... Over there, | believe!"

She turned toward the door of the adjoining room took
three steps, and halted. A rose-glow ng haze had appeared
before the door and the surrounding sections of wall and
fl ooring.

"Yes," she said. "That conies fromthe sane source! And

here—
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She turned, noved quickly toward the control box on
the desk, checked again. A rose haze al so envel oped t he
box now.

"The three points you nust consider vital here!" she said,
noddi ng. "Yourself, the being in that room and the con-
trols of the section. You may safeguard these at the expense
of revealing a secret you woul d ot herw se | east want to re-
veal. Now |l think it is time for us to exchange information."

She cane back to Hamond, stopped before him
"l discovered suddenly, John Hammond, that your Kkind

are not native to Earth. You are superior to Earth's hu-
manity, but not sufficiently superior to explain why you are
here. You have an organization on this world. But it is a
curious organization. It does not appear to serve the pur-
poses of conqueror or exploiter. . . . But let's leave it at
that. Don't try to explain it. It doesn't nmatter. You are to
rel ease the human nmal e who was to have received the series
of seruminjections with nme. You and the other nenbers

of your race stationed here will then renove yourself
promptly fromthis planet. W have no further use for
you!"

Hammond shook his head.

"We night be forced off the planet," he said. "But that
woul d nmake Earth an active danger spot. The G eat

Gal actics whom | represent do have servant races who

carry out military assignnents for them It would not be to
your advantage if such a race were to occupy or quarantine
Earth to nmake sure that the seedling race here continues to
recei ve the necessary degree of supervision."

"John Hamond, " the wonman-shape said, "whether the

Great Galactics send mlitary servants to Earth or cone
here thenselves is a matter that does not concern nme in the
least. It would be very unwi se of themto do either. Wthin

hours fromnow, the Orega serumw || be available in
limtless quantities. Wthin days, every nan, woman, and
child of Earth will have gone through the full evolutionary
sequence. Do you think Earth's new humanity could still be

supervi sed by any other race?”

"The Orega serumwi || never be used again," Hanmond
said. "I'll show you why. "

Hammond turned, went to the control box on the desk

The rose haze faded before him appeared behi nd hi m again.
He threw a switch, and the haze vani shed. He turned away
fromthe controls. "The energy fields that kept you out of
that room are being shut off," he said. "In a nonment, the
door will open. So see for yourself—the barriers are off."

Except for the blazing blue of the eyes, her face was a
col d mask. Hamond thought she nust al ready know what
Was there. But she turned, went to the open door, and
stood | ooking into the room Hammond noved to the side
of the desk where he could | ook past her.
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The energy trap encl osing the couch in the room had
vani shed. The dark thing on the couch was just sitting up

It shook its head dazedly, rolled over, and cane up on al
fours.

Its huge, dull-black eyes stared at themfor an instant;
then it straightened, rose to its full height....

To a full height of twenty-two inches! It swayed un-
steadily on the couch—a hairy little figure with a w de-
mout hed, huge-eyed goblin head.

Its eyes blinked in vague recognition. The nouth opened.
It cried in athin, bleating voice: "Bar-ba-ra!"

XXXV

The wonman wheel ed, turning away. She did not | ook back

at the grotesque little figure. But a faint smle touched her
lips as she gazed at Hanmond. "All right," she said, "there
goes ny last tie with Earth. | accept what you said. | gather
that the Orega serumis a uni que devel opnent and t hat

it hasn't shown up el sewhere in the gal axy."

"That is not a literal truth,” said Hanmond.

She nodded toward the adjoining room "Then perhaps
you can tell ne what went wong."

Hamond told her G oge's twofold theory: that at this
stage of man's evolution many possibilities remained for
evol venent, and that apparently the serum stinul ated one
of these and thereafter was bound by natural |law to foll ow
that line of devel opnent.

As he tal ked, he was watching her, and he was thinking:
"This problemisn't resolved. How are we going to dea
with her?" The alternative: "Could ny intuition about |ast
intended role be correct?"

He sensed an al nost incredible strength, an actual, pal-
pable force. It poured fromher in a steady stream of power.

He continued tensely: "The Great Galactics, when plant-

ing their seed on a new planet, have never interfered with

the basic characteristics of the various races that |ive there.
They interject selected bundles of their own genes by graft-
ing into thousands of men and woren on every continent.

As the generations go by, these bundles interm x by chance
with those that are native to the people of the planet. Ap-
parently, the Onmega serum stinul ates one of these m xtures
and carries it forward to whatever it is capable of, which,
because of the singularity factor, usually leads to a dead
end."

"The singularity factor—=" Her words were a question

Men, Hamond expl ai ned, were born of the union of a
man and a wonman. No one person carried nmore than a
portion of mankind' s genes. As tine passed, the interaction
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and interrelation of all the genes occurred; the race pro-
gressed because billions of chance internixings of different
bundl es took pl ace.

In Vince, one such bundl e had been stirred, been whi pped

up to its ultimte point by repeated Onega Stinul ati on—

but evidently that particular bundle had strictly limted pos-
sibilities, as would al ways be the case when a single person
was bred, so to speak, with himself—+the singularity factor.

And that was what had happened to Vince and herself.

They were products of the nost fantastic inbreeding ever
attenpted—ife surviving through one line, a kind of in-

cest carried to sone ultimate sterility, fantastic, interesting,
freaki sh.

"You are wong," said the worman-shape softly. "I am

not a freak. So what has happened here is even nore im
probable than | have realized. In nyself, it was the galactic
seedl i ng bundl e of genes that was stinmulated. Now, | under-
stand what it was | contacted out in space. One of them

And he let nme. He understood instantly."

She added, "One nore question, John Hanmond. Onega
is an unusual term What does it nean?”

. When man becones one with the ultimate, that is
Poi nt Onega.”

It seemed to Hammond that, even as he finished speaking,
she was growi ng renote, withdrawing fromhim O was it
that it was he who was w t hdrawi ng? Not only from her,

but fromeverything—drifting away, not in any spatia
sense, but, in sonme curious fashion, away fromthe reality
of the entire universe? The brief thought came that this
shoul d be an al arming and di sturbing experience. Then the
thought itself was forgotten

"There is sonething occurring,” her voice was telling him
"In the small thing behind the door, the Orega evol u-
tionary process is conpleted, inits fashion. In me, it is not

conpleted. It's conpletion depends on soneone el se. That
being | contacted—

Suddenly, she was excited. "M . Hamond, what you

sai d about being born of nman and wonan has anot her,

greater meani ng. When the right man and the right woman

achi eve toget herness they sinultaneously achieve fulfill nent
and the final expansion of being. That is the real conple-
tion."

Her whol e manner changed. She actually | ooked up, as if
she were seeing sonmething: "WIIliam Leigh," she said in a
pi ercing voice, "do you have any final message for John
Hammond?" Pause. Then she nodded. Then she said to
Hammond, "W sh us wel | -toget her ?"

"Does he need ne ... for that?"
"There's a final barrier. Your enotion, your disturbance."

Hamond drew a deep breath. "Barbara," he said, "to
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you and to WIlliamLeigh, | wish ... a perfect marriage."
XXXVI |

He was nowhere and not hing. New word i npressions,
new t hought i npressions, came suddenly and swept through
himlike the patter of rain.

The inpressions took form It was later in tine. He

seened to be standing in the snall roomnext to his office,
| ooki ng down at the | anky, redheaded young man sitting
groggily on the edge of the couch hol ding his head.

"Com ng out of it, Vince?" Hamobnd asked.

Vi ncent Strather glanced uncertainly up at him ran his
hand over the jagged rent in the sleeve of his jacket.

"l guess so, M. Hammond," he nuttered. "I ... what
happened?"

"You went for a drive tonight," Hammond told him

"with a girl named Barbara Ellington. You'd both been
drinking. She was driving . . . driving too fast. The car
went off a hi ghway enbankment, turned over several tines.
W tnesses dragged you to safety minutes before the car

burst into flames. The girl was dead. They didn't attenpt to
save her body. Wen the police inforned ne of the acci-
dent, | had you brought here to Research Al pha."

As he spoke, he had the stunning realization that every-
thing he was saying was true. The acci dent had happened
| ate that evening, in exactly that nmanner.

"Well . . ." Vince began. He broke off, sighed, shook his
head. "Barbara was an odd girl. Awld one! | was pretty
fond of her once, M. Hanmond. Lately, |'ve been trying

to break off with her."

Hammond received the inpression that nuch nore had
happened. Automatically, he | ooked back through the open
door as the private tel ephone in the inner office signaled.
"Excuse nme," he said to Vince

As he flicked on the instrunent, Helen Wendell's face
appeared on the phone screen. She gave hima brief smile,
asked, "How is Strather?"

Hammond didn't reply at once. He | ooked at her, feeling

cold, eerie crawings over his scalp. Helen was seated at her
desk in the outer office. She was not in a spaceboat stand-
ing off the planet.

He heard hinself say, "He's all right. There is very little
enoti onal shock.... How about you?"

"I"mdisturbed by Barbara's death," Helen adnmitted. "But
now | have Dr. d oge on the phone. He's quite anxious to
talk to you."

Hammond said, "All right. Put himon."
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"M . Hammond," Dr. doge's voice said a nonment |ater

"this is in connection with the Point Orega Stimnulation
project. |'ve been going over all my notes and concl usi ons
on these experinents, and |I'm convinced that once you un-
derstand the extraordi nary dangers which mght result if
the details of ny experinents becane known, you will agree
that the project should be closed out and any records re-
ferring to it destroyed at once."

After switching off the phone, he remained for a while at
t he desk.

So that part of the problem al so had been sol ved! The
| ast traces of the Omega serum were being w ped out, would
soon linger only in his mnd.

And for how |l ong there? Perhaps no nore than two or
three hours, John Hammond deci ded. The nenory pictures
were paling; he had a feeling that sections of them al -

ready had vani shed. And there was an odd, trenbling un-

certainty about what was left . . ." thin, colored mnd-
canvas being tugged by a wind which presently would carry
it off.

He had no objections, Hammond told hinself. He had
seen one of the Great Ones, and it was not a nenory that
it was good for a | esser being to have.

Sonmehow, it hurt to be so nuch | ess.

He must have slept. For he awoke suddenly. He felt
vaguel y bewi | dered, for no reason that he coul d i magine.

Hel en canme in, smling. "Don't you think it's tinme we
closed up for the night? You're working too |ong hours
again."

"You're right." Hanmond nodded,

He got up and went into the roomnext to the office to
tell Vincent Strather he was free to go hone.

ALL ABILITY CHANNELS OPEN. ALL
143 PERCEPTI ONS AT MAXI MUM
I.Q 10,000 REHABI LI TATI ON
COVPLETED.

Epi | ogue

On Jupiter's moon, Europa—

On the desk of the Port Authority lay the report on the
illness which had affected 193 persons. Anpbng other data,
the report stated:

It devel ops that these people were all individuals who
during the past fifteen years have taken advantage of a cer-
tain low |.Q person nanmed Steve Hanardy. As al npst

everyone in Spaceport is aware, Hanardy—who shows

many evi dences of nental retardati on—has year after year
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been by his own sinple-nnded conni vance sw ndl ed out of
his entire incone fromthe space freighter, ECTON- 66
(a type classification)—-which he owns and oper at es.

In this nmanner so nuch noney has been filched from

Hanardy that, first one person, then another, then many,

set themselves up in business at their victims expense. And
as soon as they were secure, each person in turn discarded
the benefactor. For years now, while one human | eech after
anot her clinbed frompoverty to affluence, Hanardy hinself
has remmi ned at the | owest |evel

The afflicted are slowy recovering, and nmost are in a
surprisingly cheerful frame of mind. One man even said to
me that he had a dreamthat he was paying a debt by be-
coming ill; and in the dream he was greatly relieved

There's sone story around that Hanardy has married the
daughter of Professor Ungarn. But to accept that would be
Iike believing that everything that has happened has been a
mere background to a | ove story.

| prefer to discount that runor and prefer to say only
that it is not known exactly where Hanardy is at present.
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