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PREFACE

The Golden Age of SFisuniversaly dated from the July 1939, issue of Astounding because that's when
"Black Destroyer,” A. E. van Vogt'sfirst SF story, appeared. Isaac ASmov'sfirst story also appeared in
the same month but nobody—as Asmov himself admits—noticed it.

People noticed "Black Destroyer," though, and they continued to notice the many other stories that van
Vogt wrote over the following decade. With the encouragement and occasiondly the direction of John
W. Campbd|, Heinlein, deCamp, Hubbard, Asimov, and van V ogt together created the Golden Age of
SF.

Each of those great writers was unique. What as much as anything set van Vogt off from other SF writers
(of hisday and later) was the ability to suggest vastness beyond comprehension. He worked with not
only in space and time, but with the mind.

Van Vogt knew that to describe the indescribable would have been to make it ludicrous, and that at best
description turns the inconceivable into the pedestrian. More than any other SF writer, van Vogt
succeeded in creeting asense of wonder in hisreaders by hinting at the shadowed immensties beyond
the walls of human perception. What wevetried to do in our sdlectionsfor Transgalactic isshow some
of van Vogt's skill and range; but we too can only hint at the wonders of the unglimpsed whole.

Eric Flint and Dave Drake 2005

TheWizard of Linn

1

In the deceptive darkness of space, the dlien ship moved with only an occasiond glint of reflected sunlight
to show its presence. It paused for many monthsto study the moons of Jupiter, and the Risscreatures
aboard neither conced ed the presence of their ship, nor made a particular display of it or of themselves.

A score of times, Riss exploring parties ran into human beings. Their policy on such occasionswas
invariable. They killed every human who saw them. Once, on remote Titan, the hilly nature of theterrain
with itsinnumerable caves enabled aman to evade the net they spread for him. That night, after he had
had ample time to reach the nearet village, an atomic bomb engulfed the entire area.

For what it was worth, the policy paid off. Despite the casud way their ship flew over towns and villages,



only the vaguest reports of the presence of abig ship were spread. And for long no one suspected that
the ship was not occupied by human beings.

Thelir precautions could not ater the naturd order of life and death. Some hours out of Titan, aRiss
workman who was repairing aminor break in an instrument on the outer skin of the spaceship, was
struck by ameteor. By an immense coincidence, the flying object was moving in the same direction asthe
ship and at approximately the same speed. The workman was killed by the blow, and swept out into
gpace. On Europa, the largest moon, a Riss one-man exploring craft made its automatic return to the
mother ship but without its pilot aboard. 1ts speedometer registered more than a thousand miles of flight,
and thosewho tried to follow its curving back trail found themselves over mountains so precipitous that
the search was swiftly abandoned. Surprisingly, both bodies were found, the former by meteor miners
from Europa, the latter by troops engaged in gruding maneuvers preliminary to Czinczar'sinvasion of
Earth. Both monstrosities were brought to the leader; and, putting together various reports he had heard,
he made an unusually accurate guess asto the origin of the strange beings.

Hisattack on Earth took place afew months later while the dien ship was il in the vicinity of Europa
And his defest at the hands of Lord Clane Linn followed. The machine from the stars continued its
unhurried voyage of exploration. It arrived on Mars less than a month after Lord Jerrin and hisarmy
embarked for Earth, and another month went by before its presence was reported to the Linnan military
governor on Mars.

A descendant of the great Raheinl, he was a proud young man, who dismissed the first account asatae
of smpleimagination, al too common in these regions where education had fallen avictim of protracted
wars. But when the second report came in from another section, it struck him that this might be the
Martian version of the barbarian invasion. He acted swiftly and decisively.

Police spaceships and patrol craft scoured the atmosphere. And, since the alien made no effort to avoid
being seen, contact was established dmost immediately. Two of the police craft were destroyed by great
flares of energy. The other ships, observing the catastrophe from a distance, withdrew hadtily.

If the Riss noticed that they were now in amore highly mechanized part of the solar system, they did not
by their actions|let it disturb them. If they guessed that in these regionstheir action meant war, they
seemed equaly unaware of that.

The governor digpatched awarning to Earth, and then set about organizing hisforces. For two weeks his
patrol craft did nothing but watch, and the picture that came through was very satisfactory to the grim
young man. The enemy, it appeared, was sending out exploring partiesin smal ships. It wasthese, on the
fifteenth day, that the human-manned ships attacked in swarms.

The technique of assault had been very carefully worked out. In every case an attempt was made to ram
the Riss craft. Four of the attacks were successful. The smashed "lift" boats glittered in the dull afternoon
light asthey fell to the flat earth below. Swiftly, spaceships darted down, drew the fallen machines
aboard, and hagtily took off for widdly separated landing fields.

It wasamgjor victory, greater even than was immediately suspected. The enemy reacted the following
morning. The city of Gadre blew up in acolossa exploson that sent amushroom of smoke billowing up
to obscure the atmosphere for ahundred miles.

The ferocity of the counterattack ended the war on Mars. The dien was left strictly aone theresfter. The
youthful Raheinl, stunned by the violence of the response, ordered the evacuation of the larger cities, and
dispatched another of along series of warning reportsto Earth. He aso sent dong for examination the
two largest and least damaged of the enemy small craft which he had captured.



It was about a month later that he ceased to receive reports of the ship's presence inside the Martian
atmosphere. He concluded that it had departed for Earth, and made out hisfina report on that basis. He
wasrelieved.

The problem would now be faced by those who were in the best position to know if it could be handled
adl.

Jerrin put down the first report from Mars as hiswife Lilidel entered the room. He roseto hisfeet, and
gravely assisted her and the babe-in-arms she carried—their seventh child—to achair. Then, uneasily, he
returned to hisown chair. He had an ideathat he was going to hear more about a certain person.

Lilidel began at once. And, as he had expected, it was about his brother, Clane. He listened politely, with
asense of dissatisfaction in her, afeding of exasperation that came to him whenever shetried to influence
his judgment for emotiona reasons. When she had gone on for severd minutes, he interposed gently:

"My dear, if Clane had wanted to seize control, he had two whole months between the end of the
barbarian war and my return.”

She waited respectfully while he spoke. Lilide—he had to confessit—was aremarkable wife. Dutiful,
good, gracious, discreet, and with an unblemished past, she was, as she had pointed out many times, a
mode among the women of noble birth.

Jerrin could not help wondering at times what it was about her that annoyed him. It made him unhappy
that he had to have thoughts like that. Because, consdered in individua segments, her character was
perfect. And yet, the woman-as-awhole irritated him at timesto the point of distraction. Once more, he

spoke:

"We have to recognize that Clane conducted the barbarian invasion campaign with remarkable skill. | il
don't quite see how it was done.”

Heredized immediately that he had said the wrong thing. It was a mistake, according to Liliddl, to betoo
generous with gppreciation for the merits of other men. Clane had only performed his duty. Therewas no
reason why he should not retreat now into private life, and regtrict hisambition for the good of the family
and of the sate.

Jerrin listened unhappily. He was serioudy dissatisfied with the way he had acted towards his brother's
victory. At thevery least, a Triumph should have been offered Clane. And yet, hisadvisersin the
Patronate had persuaded him that such recognition would be highly dangerous.

When he spoke again, hisreply seemed to be adirect answer to Lilidd. Actudly, it was partly a
defensive reaction to al the people who had held down his natura impulse to give credit whereit was
due. Hesad:

"My dear, if some of thethings I've heard about Clane are true, then he could seize control of the
government a any time. And | should like to point out one more thing: Theideathat the Lord
Advisershipisnow arightful property of my branch of the family isanilluson. Wemay hold it, but power
dipsfrom aperson's grasp even as he thinks he hasit firmly gripped. | have hereé'—he picked up the
report from Mars—"amost disturbing message from General Raheinl—"

Hewas not dlowed to change the subject as easily asthat. It seemed that if he did not have any ambition
for himsdlf, at least he could think of his own offspring. It appeared that it was up to him to insure that his
eldest son was confirmed in the succession. Y oung Calg was now seventeen years of age, and the plan
for him should be made clear a an early date. Jerrin cut her off at last.



"I've been intending to tell you. | have to make atour of inspection in the provinces, and | am scheduled
to leave this afternoon. Wed better postpone thisdiscussion till | return.”

Lilide put in afind word on the subject of how fortunate he was to have awife who accepted his ever
more frequent absences with aheavy but understanding heart.

2
Somebody said, "Look!"

There was so much amazement and wonder in theword that Lord Jerrin whirled involuntarily. All around
him, men were craning their necks, staring up at the sky.

Heturned his gaze to follow that collective stare. And hefdt aflame-like shock. The ship up therewas
enormous beyond dl his previous experience. He guessed, from his detailed knowledge of the limitations
of spaceship congtruction on Earth, that it was not of the solar system. His mind flashed back to the
messages that had come from his military governor on Mars. For amoment then afeding of imminent
disagter saized him.

His courage flooded back with arush. He estimated that the stranger was athird of amilein length. His
sharp eyes picked out, and noted for future reference, details of construction dissmilar to anything he had
ever seen before. As he watched, the great machine floated by silently. It seemed to be about three miles
above the ground, and its speed could not have been very grest, because after aminuteit was till visible
inthe distance. It disgppeared findly beyond the mists of the eastern horizon.

Beforeit was out of sight, Jerrin was giving his orders. He had till to receive the message about the
destruction of the Martian city Gadre, but he was more cautious than Raheinl had been. Thefleet of
spaceships and smaller craft which he sent after the stranger had strict ordersto keep at a distance.

The preliminary defensive measures taken, Lord Jerrin returned to the City of Linn, and settled down to
await reports. By morning, haf adozen messages had arrived, but they added nothing of importanceto
what he had personaly observed. What did count was the arrival about noon of aletter from Lord
Clane,

Your Excellency:

| earnestly urge that you order the evacuation from the large cities of all forces and equipment
necessary to the defense of the realm.

It isvital that this ship from another sun be destroyed. There is some reason to believe that those
aboard are descendants of the same beings who destroyed the legendary civilization of Earth. Riss
they were called.

| request that there be a meeting between us as soon as possible. | have a number of valuable
suggestions to make concerning the tactics to be employed against the enemy.

Clane

* * %

Jerrin read the note severa times, and tried to picture the details of the evacuation that his brother was



recommending. Considered inits practical details, the enterprise seemed so vast that he put the letter
asdeangrily. Later he bethought himself, and sent areply.

* % %

Most Excellent Brother:

All necessary and practicable precautions are being taken. | shall be most happy to have a visit
fromyou at any time.

Jerrin,
Lord Adviser of Linn

* % %

When that had been sent off, he wondered for the first time how Clane had learned so quickly of the
interstellar ship. It seemed farfetched that he dso could have seen it persondly. The incident was merely
one more confirmation of his suspicionsthat there were supporters of Clane in every branch of the
sarviceincluding, gpparently, hisown staff.

By evening, when the reports about the ship were coming in steadily, the bitterness of hisfeding against
his mutation brother yielded to the need for a careful study of the mountain pile of evidence.

* * *

Now, the dlien ship was crossing the ocean. Then it was over the mountains. Next, it stopped for an hour
abovethe city of Goram. A hundred small craft emerged from it, and spent the daylight hours exploring
the nearby hills

In spite of Jerrin's ordersthat none of the visitor's "lift" boats be interfered with, two incidents occurred.
They took place at widely separated points, but were similar in outcome. Both resulted from Earth patrol
boats venturing within amile of one of the smdl enemy vesss.

Observersreported flashes of blue fire. The Earth craft burst into flame and crashed, killing their
occupants.

The news, when it reached him, shook Jerrin. But it confirmed him in aplan that had been growing on
him. He had been waiting to hear from Marsthe outcome of Raheinl's plan. (He took it for granted that
the ship which had come to Earth was the same one that had been on Mars. And that it had merely made
the journey from the fourth planet to the third one more swiftly than the spaceship which undoubtedly was
bringing the report of the Martian governor.) But now it seemed to him the answer was clear.

The dien had come from another star. Soon, it would go back home. Therefore, since those aboard
were making no attempt to communicate with him, they should be dlowed to carry on asthey pleased.
Meanwhile, the Linnan fleet would strengthen its defenses, and be ready for acriss. When he
communicated these ingtructionsto his chief of aff, the officer sroked his mustache, and said finaly:

"What do you mean—strengthen our defenses? In what way? Have more spears and arrows
manufactured?’

Jerrin hesitated. Put in that way, his plan sounded blurred. He said at |ast, "Be alert. Be ready for
sacrifices”

Hedidn't know what he meant by that, either.



The second day went by while his sense of inadequacy grew. The following morning the officer in charge
of the men and women watching Lord Clane and his chief supporters reported that the mutation was
moving al hisequipment out of hisresdenceinthe city of Linn.

Jerrin consdered that in a gathering anger. It was exactly the kind of incident that could start apanic, if it
became known. He was still seething when a second note arrived from his brother.

* % %

Dear Jerrin:

| have received the news of the Martian disaster, and | urge you to order the evacuation of Linn
and other cities. | tell you, sir, this ship must be destroyed before it leaves Earth.

Clane

* % %

It was asharp letter. Its curtness brought the color flooding to Jerrin's lean, tanned cheeks. And for more
than a minute the tone, and not the contents, absorbed hisfull attention. Then he thought, "Martian
disaster!”

Holding himsdlf cadm, he sent acourier to the fidld where the officid shipsfrom Marsdwayslanded. The
courier returned empty-handed.

"No ship has arrived from Mars for more than aweek, your excellency.”

Jerrin paced the floor of the palace reception room. He was amazed, and concerned to redlize that he
believed that Clane had received information which the government did not have. He recognized that the
mutation had revealed a persond secret in letting him know by thisindirect method that he had afaster
means of communication with the planets. The willingnessto let that secret out seemed significant now.

And yet, he could not make up hismind to accept al theimplicationsin good faith.

Hewas till worrying about it when Lilide camein. Asusud, she brought one of the children with her.

* % %

Jerrin studied her absently as she talked. She was no longer the great beauty he had married, though her
remarkably even features remained amost unchanged from the day he had first met her.

Not her face, but her body showed the marks of the years that had gone by, and the children she had
borne. Jerrin was not unreasonably critical. He only wished hiswifée's character had dtered aslittle as her

body. He said presently, patiently:

"I want to make onething clear. A man who cannot protect the empire cannot hold his office. | suggest
that you cease worrying about the succession of our Calg), and serioudly consider the desperate position
wearein asaresult of the presence of this strange ship.”

Quickly, hetold her of the messages he had received from Clane.
When he had finished, the woman was pae.
"Thisiswhat | feared," she said in atensed voice. "I knew he had a scheme afoot.”

The egocentricity of the remark startled him. He pointed out that Clane could hardly be considered



responsible for the gppearance of the ship. Lilidel brushed the explanation aside.

"What reason he uses doesn't matter,” she said impatiently. "When aman has a purpose, any reason is

good.

Shewas going on in the same vein when Jerrin cut her off. "Areyou insane?' hesaid violently. "Let me
inform you, madam, that | will not tolerate such nonsensein my presence. If you wish to chatter about
Clan€e's congpiracies againgt the state, please don't do it to me." His anger aroused by her illogicalness, he
forgot for the moment his own suspicions of Clane.

Lilidd stared at him with hurt eyes. "Y ou've never talked to melikethisbefore," she sniffled. She
clutched thelittle girl tightly againgt her, asif to protect hersdf from further thrusts.

The action aso served to cal attention to the presence of the child. There was a pattern to the movement
that abruptly pulled Jerrin back aong the years, to al the other occasions when she had brought one of
their children whenever she cameto him with acomplaint or arequest. Or a request. The shock of the
thought that came was terrific. He had dways been proud of the fact that Lilidel, unlike the scheming
consorts of rulers of other days, had never used her relationship with him for private purposes.

Now, he had aflashing picture of the thousands of times she had come to him to forward the interests of
someindividua. She had suggested gppointments to positions of varying importance, al theway up to
governorships. In her quiet way she had promoted afantastic number of decrees, orders, and laws, only
afraction of which could possbly have originated in her own mind.

He saw her, suddenly, as the spokesman for agroup that had been ruling the provinces he commanded
by taking advantage of his preoccupation with military affairs. Through him they had set up avast
organization subservient to their interests. And it was they who wanted to turn him against Clane.

The extent of the betraya sobered him. It was hard to believe that Lilidel could be aware of the
implications of what she had done and was doing. It was easier to bdieve that her character, too, had
been andyzed by clever men, and that she was being used. Unquestionably, however, she must be
playing the game conscioudy asfar as she understood it. He did not doubt that she loved her children.

The problem was too great to be acted on immediately. Jerrin said quietly: "Pleaseleave me. | have no
desireto talk to you harshly. Y ou caught me at a bad moment.”

When she had gone, he stood for along time undecided, his mind again on Clané's message. At last he
thought: The truth is, | have no solution to the problem of the invading ship. It'stime to find out if
Clane has.

His message to his brother was brief and to the point: "L et us meet. Name date, place and conditions.”

Clanesreply was, "Will you order the evacuation of al large citiesimmediately? And then will you come
if I send aship for you?'

"Yes," Jerrin answered back.
3

There was no sign of Clane when the Lord Adviser's party arrived at the spaceship. Jerrin accepted the
implication of that with agrim smile, but there were murmurs of annoyance from his staff. Thetenson
ended as an officer in generd's uniform came hurrying down the gangplank. He came up quickly, saluted,
and stood at attention, waiting for permission to speek. Jerrin gaveit. The man said quickly,



gpologeticaly:

"Y our excellency, Lord Clane sends his sincere regrets that he was unable to complete certain
preiminaries. We areto pick him up at his estate, and he will wait upon you the moment he comes
aboard.”

Jerrin was mollified. Hewas no stickler for rules, but he did not have to be told that people who
deliberately broke them were expressing unspoken purposes and thoughts, which, on the government
level, could mean open rebellion. He was glad that Clane had chosen thisway to express his purposes.
Hewasfulfilling the minimum of amenities

Jerrin was not so indelicate as to inquire the nature of the " preliminaries’ that had caused the delay. He
took it for granted that they existed only in the imagination.

From aporthole of his apartment, afew minutes|ater, he watched the land recede below, and it was then
that hisfirst darm came, thefird redization that perhaps he had been hasty in risking himself aboard this
ship without alarge guardian fleet. It seemed hard to believe that his brother would risk amgor civil war,
and yet such things had happened before.

He could not bring himself to admit openly that he might have walked into atrap, so he did not inform the
officersof hisparty of hissuspicions.

He began to fed better when the ship started its descent towards Clane's estate landing field. Later, ashe
watched his brother coming across the field, the anxiety faded even more. He grew curious as he saw
that the men behind Clane were carrying an e ongated, trough-like metal object. There was something in
the trough that shone, and it seemed to be moving back and forth in avery dow fashion. It was out of his
line of vision before he could decide what it was. It looked like aglassball.

Inashort timethe ship wasin the air again, and presently an officer arrived with Clane'srequest for an
audience. Jerrin granted the request at once. He was puzzled. Just where was this ship heading?

He had been stting down; but as Clane entered he rose to hisfeet. The gpartment wasidedlly
constructed for aman of rank to receive homage from lesser mortas. From the anteroom, where the
entrance was, three steps led up to the larger reception room beyond. At the top of these teps, asif it
was athrone dais, Jerrin waited. With narrowed eyes and pursed lips, he watched his brother come
toward him.

He had noticed from the porthole that Clane, as usud, wore temple clothing. Now, he had amoment to
observe the effect in greater detail. Even in those spare surroundings, he looked drab and unassuming. In
that room, with its dozen staff officersin their blue and silver uniforms, he seemed so terribly out of place
that, suddenly, the older man could not believe that here was a threat to his own position.

Therigid hogtility went out of Jerrin's body. A wave of pity and understanding swept over him. He knew
only too well how carefully that clothing covered the other's mutated shoulders and arms and chest.

| remember, he thought, when | was one of a gang of kids that used to strip himand jeer at him.

That was|ong ago now, more than twenty years. But the memory brought afeding of guilt. His
uncertainty ended. With an impulsive friendliness, he strode down the steps and put his greet, strong arms
around Clane's 9im body.

"Dear brother,” hesaid, "l am glad to seeyou.”

He stepped back after amoment, feeling much better, less cynical, and very much more convinced that



this delicate brother of hiswould never compete with him for power. He spoke again:
"May | inquire where we are heading?'

Clane amiled. Hisface wasfuller than it had been the last time Jerrin had seen him. Some of the angelic
womanlike qudity of it wasyielding to afirmer, more masculine appearance. Even the smile was assured,
but just for amoment it gave him the gppearance of being beautiful rather than handsome. He was
thirty-three years old, but there was till no sign that he had ever shaved.

He said now: "According to my latest reports, the invader is at present 'lying to' over achain of mountains
about ahundred milesfrom here. | want you to witness an attack | am planning to make against the ship.”

It took al the rest of the journey for the full import of that to penetrate.

* % %

At no timedid Jerrin clearly realize what was happening. He stood on the ground, and watched Clane
examine the enemy ship, which was about three miles distant, ashape in the mist. Clane came over to him
findly, and said in atroubled voice:

"Our problem isthe possihility of falure."
Jarrin said nothing.

Clane continued, "If my use of the Temple metalsfailsto destroy the ship, then they may take counter
action.”

The reference to the god metasirritated Jerrin. His own fedling about the Temples, and of the religion
they taught, was from the viewpoint of asoldier. Theideasinvolved were useful in promoting discipline
among therank and file. He had no sense of cynicism about it. He had never given thought to religion of
itself. Now, hefet akind of pressure on him. He could not escape the conviction that Clane and the
otherstook it for granted that there was something in the religion. He had heard vague accounts of
Clangs activitiesin the pagt, but in his austere and active existence, with each day devoted to an immense
total of adminigtrative tasks, there had never been time to consider the obscure tales of magic that
occasiondly came hisway. Hefelt uneasy now, for he regarded these things as of akind with other
superdtitions that he had heard.

Apparently, he was about to be given an exhibition of these hitherto concedled powers, and hefelt
disturbed. | never should, hethought, have allowed myself to become involved with these
metaphysicians.

He waited unhappily.

Clane was eying him thoughtfully. "I want you to witnessthis," he said. "Because on the basis of it, | hope
to have your support of amgjor attack.”

Jarrin said quickly, "Y ou expect this attack to fail?"

Clane nodded. "I have no wespons better than those that were available during the Golden Age. And if
the best weapons of that great scientific erawere unable to stave off the destruction that our ancestors
bardly survived, then | don't see how we can be successful with odds and ends of their science.”

Headded, "I have an ideathat the enemy ship is constructed of materialsin which no pattern of
destruction can be established.”



The meaning of that shocked Jerrin. "Am | to understand that thisfirst attack is being undertaken with the
purpose of convincing me to support a second attack? And that it is this second attack you are building
your hopes on”?”'

Clane hesitated, then nodded. "Yes" he said.

"What isthe nature of your second plan?' Jerrin asked.

He grew pae as Clane outlined it. "Y ou want usto risk the fleet merely as a support?'
Clanesad smply, "What dseisit good for?"

Jarrin was trembling, but he held hisvoice cam. "The role you have in mind for yoursdf to some extent
shows how serioudly you regard this matter. But, brother, you are asking meto risk the sate. If you fall,
they'll destroy cities.”

Clane said, "The ship cannot be alowed to return home."
"Why not? It seemsthe smplest solution. They'll leave sooner or later.”

Clane wastense. " Something happened,” he said. "It was not a completely successful war for them
thousands of years ago. They were driven off then, apparently not aware that they had caused irreparable
damage to the solar system by destroying all itscities. If this ship gets back now, and reportsthat we are
virtudly helpless, they'll returninforce.”

"But why?' said Jerrin. "Why should they bother us?"
“Land

The blood rushed to Jerrin's face, and he had avision then of thefight that had taken place long ago. The
desperate, deadly, merciless war of two races, utterly aien to each other, one seeking to seize, the other
to hold, aplanetary system. The picture was sufficient. He felt himsalf stiffening to the hard necessities.
He dtraightened.

"Very wdl," hesaidinaringing voice, "I wish to see this experiment. Proceed.”

* k% %

The metal case with the slvery bal rolling back and forth in it was brought to the center of the glade. It
was the object Jerrin had watched them bring aboard at Clan€e's estate. He walked over toit, and stood
looking down &t it.

The ball rolled sedatdly first to one end, and then back again to the other. Its movement seemed without
meaning. Jerrin put his hand down, glanced up to seeif Clane objected to his action; and when Clane
merely stood watching him, lowered hisfinger gingerly into the path of that glistening sphere.

He expected it to be shoved out of the way by a solid metal weight.
Thebdl rolled throughit.

Into it, through it, beyond it. There was no fedling at al, no sensation of substance. It was asif he had
held hishand inempty air.

Repdled by itsaienness, Jerrin drew back. "What isit?' he said with distaste.

The faintest of smilescameinto Clanesface. "Y ou're asking the wrong type of question,” he said.



Jerrin was momentarily baffled, and then he remembered his military training. "What doesit do?"

"It absorbs any energy directed at it. It converts all matter that it touches into energy, and then absorbs
theenergy.”

"It didn't convert my finger into energy.”

"It'ssafeto handlewhileit'sinits case. It probably has alimitation on the amount of energy it will absorb,
though | have yet to find what it is. That'swhat gives me hopethat it just might be useful againgt the

eneny.
"You'regoing to useit againg them?"

Incredibly, it hadn't occurred to him that this was the weagpon. He stared down at it, shocked; and the
feding—which had briefly gone away—that he was being made afool of in some obscure fashion,
returned. Jerrin looked around him unhappily. An armor-plated battleship athird of amile long floated in
the mists to the southeast. Down here, adozen men stood in aforest glade. Nearby, lay the small,
open-decked craft which had brought them from their own spaceship some ten miles away. The craft
was unarmed except for a score of bowmen and spearmen.

Jerrin controlled himsdlf. "When are you going to attack?'
"Now!"

Jerrin parted his lipsto spesk again, when he noticed that the Sllvery ball was gone fromiits case. With a
gart he looked up— and froze as he saw that it was floating in the air above Clane's head.

It was brighter now, and danced and blurred, and quivered like something dive. It was a shiningness,
insubstantial yet palpable. Feather-light, it floated above the mutation's head, riding with his movements.

"Watch the ship!" Clane pointed.

The words and the movement werelikeasigna. The"bal" was abruptly gone from above his head.
Jerrin saw it momentarily, high in the sky, agleam againgt the dark bulk of the great ship. Therewasa
flash of shiningness, and then the fantastic thing was back over Clane's head.

High above them, the great ship rodeitsinvisible anchors, gpparently unharmed.
Jerrin said with disgppointment, "It didn't work?*

Clanewaved at him, a spasmodic movement of hishand. "Wait!" he said. "Theremay bea
counterattack.”

Theslencethat followed did not |ast long.

* * %

A rim of fire appeared dong aline of the ship running from the noseto the tail. Miles away in the foret,
thunder rolled. It came near, and grew louder. A quarter of amile away through the brush, therewasa
bright splash of fire, and then it was aquarter of amile beyond them, on the other side.

Jerrin noticed that for just amoment while the thunder and flame threatened them, the ball was gone from
above Clane. When helooked again, it was back in position, dancing, bobbing, blurring. Clane must
have caught his distracted gaze, for he said:

"They couldn't locate us, so they plotted a curve, and struck at intervals aong that line. The questionis,



will they notice that there was no explosion at one of the probable centers of the attack against them?”

Jerrin guessed then that the enemy had plotted an accurate curve, and by some magic science had picked
their exact position as one of the areasto attack.

And apparently the shining sphere had absorbed the energy of the attacking force.
Hewaited, tense.

After five minutes, there was till no sign of afurther attack. At the end of twenty minutes, Clane said with
satisfaction, "They seem to be satisfied with their counterattack. At least we know they're not
superhuman. Let'sgo.”

They boarded the smdll craft, did dong for awhile dowly under aspread of tree branches, then turned
through anarrow pass and so into avalley from which the big ship was not visible. Asthey picked up

speed, Clane spoke again:

"I'd like to have alook at those captured craft that Raheinl sent you from Mars. The sooner we act the
better. There may beretdiations.”

Jerrin had been thinking about that, thinking of how deeply he was committed. An attack had been made,
the enemy advised by active meansthat his presence was resented. The war was on, and there was no
turning back.

He asked quietly, "When do you plan to make your second attack?
4

Theinvading ship had fortunately not come nearer to the city of Linn than about a hundred and fifty miles.
Soit wasnaturd that itsfirst victim should not be the capitol. A large midland city received thefirst blow.

The bomb was dropped approximately twenty hours after Clan€'s attempt to destroy the alien with the
sphere. It dropped on acity that had been evacuated except for street patrols and the looters who made
the patrols necessary. Dense clouds of smoke hid the damage and the disaster.

Lessthan haf an hour later, a second city was struck by one of the colossal bombs, and the poisonous
smoke rose up initstoadstool shape, infinitely deadly and irresigtible.

Thethird city was struck an hour later, and the fourth shortly after noon. There was a pause then, and a
host of small craft were seen to emerge from the giant. They explored the outer edges of the four gigantic
smoke aress, and flew tantalizingly near Linnan patrol craft, asif trying to draw their fire.

When the news of this maneuver was brought to Clane, he sent amessage to Jerrin:

* % %

Most Excellent Lord Leader:

It would appear that they were severely surprised by our attack yesterday, and are now trying to
draw the fire of more such weapons as | turned against them, possibly with the hope of finding out
exactly how much strength we can muster against them.

Having examined the machines captured from them by Raheinl, | am happy to report that one
needs only minor repairs, and that we can launch our attack possibly tomorrow night.



Yoursin hope,
Clane

* * %

Certain characterigtics of the dien patrol craft puzzled Clane. As he supervised the work of the
mechanics, he had to force himself by effort of will to concentrate on the coarser aspects of the task.

"If | havetime" hetold himsdlf, "I'll investigate that attachment to the steering device.”

The two machineslay sde by sdein one of his underground workshops. Each was gpproximatdly fifty
feet long, and basically of very smple design. Their atomic motors were different from those in Linnan
shipsonly in that they were more compact. The principle wasthe same. A block of treated meta
exploded under control in rocket chambers.

For thousands of years machines thus powered had been flying through the atmosphere of the planets.

* % %

Jerrin arrived early in the afternoon of the day set for the attack. He was pale and earnest, and subdued.
"Seventeen cities,” he reported to Clane, "have now been destroyed. They are certainly inviting usto do
everythingwecan."

Clane led him to the controls of the craft that had been repaired. "'1've been experimenting,” he said, "with
alittle attachment they have geared to the controls."

He bent down. "I have amap here," he said. "'l want you to mark on it where the enemy ship now is,
according to the latest reports.”

Jerrin shrugged. "That's easy. It'slying to over—"

"Don't tell me!" Clane's words were quick and sharp, and had the desired effect. Jerrin gazed a him
questioningly. Clane continued, "I have an ideain connection with thisthing, so put your mark—and don't
show it tome."

The older man accepted the map, and touched it with the point of a pencil as closdly as possible to the
exact location of the ship. He stepped back, and waited. Clane touched a button.

There was afaint throb as the motors sounded in the vast emptiness of the underground chamber. Under
their fet, the craft turned dowly on itsrevolving platform, and steadied. The sound of the motors died
away. Clane straightened.

"The noseis now pointing north by northeast. Draw aline on the map in that direction from this cavern.”

Jarrin drew the line slently. It passed within amillimeter of the point where he had made his mark. "
don't undergtand,” he said dowly. "Y ou mean that this craft knows where the mother ship is?'

"It s;ems 0, in a purely mechanicd fashion of course.”
"Then, very likely, the mother ship knowswhereitis"

Clanefrowned. "It could be, but | doubt it. It would be quite complicated, and somewhat unnecessary,
under normal circumstances, to keep track of hundreds of small craft. The smdl craft, however, must be
ableto return to the big machine.”



He added, "If they knew where this craft was, | think they would have made some effort to get it back.”

Jerrin shook his head. " The matter seems of minor importance. After al, we can locate the invader
whenever we want to."

Clane said nothing to that. He had studied detailed reports of how these small ships entered into and
emerged from their parent. And for hours now, apossibility had been growing on him.

It was not something that could be explained to apractical man. The whole concept of automatic
machinery was as new asit was dazzling.

Zero hour was near.

It grew darker asthey waited in the shelter of amountain. Earlier, there had been desultory conversation
between them, but now they were silent. From the men in the rear there came only an occasiona mutter
of sound.

The plan was made. Thefleet had its orders. It was now only amatter of carrying out the attack itself.
"Halloo-00!"

The cdl floated down from the rim of the peak. Jerrin straightened, and then, stepping close, embraced
his brother. The darkness hid histears. "Good luck," he said, "and forgive mefor dl the thingsthat | have
done or said or thought againgt you."

He stepped down into the darkness, where his own soldiers waited.

The mechanism of the captured Riss-craft functioned smoothly. Like a shadow, the machinerose,
climbed, and flitted over the mountain top. Almost immediatdly, they were in the center of the battle.

The Linnan spaceships were attacking in groups of a hundred, and they camein waves. They were
manned by skeleton crews, and they had two purposes: Engageif possible al the enemy's defenses by
diving nosefirg into the torpedo-shaped invader. That wasthe first purpose.

It was believed the dienswould not care to have their interstellar ship rammed by hundreds of projectiles
weighing thousands of tons each.

The second purpose of the attackers was for each crew to leave its ship in asmall escape craft afew
moments before contact. The theory was that the air would be so filled with lifeboats that the enemy
would not notice their own captured machine gpproaching.

Clane's energy-absorbing sphere was expected to handle any direct attacks.

The sky flashed with flame. Everywhere, Linnan spaceships were burning and faling. Clane saw no
lifeboats, however, and thefirst sick fedling that the men were not getting away, came. There was nothing
to do, however, but go ahead.

The crash of Linnan spaceships striking the meta walls of the invader was dmost continuous now; and
there was no longer any doubt that the enemy's defenses were not capable of coping with such a
complicated attack.

Clane thought tensaly: "They'll haveto leave. Wewon't havetimeto get near.” 1t was apossibility that
hadn't occurred to him, earlier.



He had taken it for granted that the big ship would be able to shrug off the Linnan attack without
difficulty, and without moving from its position. Instead, it was being serioudy hurt.

Beside him, his commanding officer whispered, "I think | see an opening.”

Clane peered where the man was pointing, and saw it, too. He felt achill, for it was directly ahead.
Unmistakably, his craft was aiming toward it—or was being drawn toward it. It was possible that the
automatic controls of his small machine had activated a door in the mother ship and that they would be
able to enter without resistance. His own plan had been to force an entry with atiny bomb, and it seemed
to him he dtill preferred that method. The problem now was, wasthis atrap of those aboard, or wasthe
process so automeatic that no one paid any attention to newcomers?

It was achance he had to take. The greatest danger was that the giant machine would start moving.

Thelight of theair lock proved deceptively dim. He was estimating that it was still more than ahundred
feet away when there was a click. The machine dowed sharply, and he saw ablur of dully colored gray
wallsdide by on either Sde.

Doorsflowed shut behind them and, in front, another set glided open. The small craft, with itsthirty-five
men aboard, moved sedately forward—and wasinsde the ship from the Sars.

* * %
At his camp headquarters, where he had taken hisfamily for refuge, Jerrin waited.
"They'redill ingde." That wasthe terse report from his chief field officer.

After nearly eighteen hours, theredlity was avirtua desth sentence. Jerrin blamed himsdlf. "1 should never
have alowed himto go," hetold Lilide. "It'sridiculousthat amember of our family should participatein
direct assaults”

He had taken part in more than ahundred direct assaults himsdlf, but heignored that now. Heaso
ignored the fact that only the man who controlled the energy sphere—Clane himsalf—could possibly
carry out the attack that the latter had outlined to him.

Jerrin paced the floor of his headquarters study; and it was severa minutes before he noticed that, for
once, Lilidd had nothing to say. Jerrin stared at her narrowly, redlizing grimly that she and those behind
her were not displeased at what had happened.

"My dear," hesad findly, "Clanesfailure will have repercussions on the whole sate. It will mark the
beginning and not the end of our troubles.”

Still she said nothing. And he saw that in this crisis she was not able to comprehend the issues. She had
her own purposes, the purposes of amother and of the agent of the group that worked through her. His
mind went back to the choice the old Lady Lydia, his grandmother, had made in persuading her aging
hushband that her son should be the heir of Linn.

"I must make sure,” Jerrin decided, "that the successonisnever in Lilidd's giving. It'sjust about time,
a0, that | take moreinterest in the children. | can no longer trust what she has done with them.”

That applied particularly to Cag, hiseldest son.

Helooked again at hiswife, and parted hislipsto tel her that, if Clane was dive, he had the power to
take over the government at will. He didn't say it. It would serve no useful purpose. In thefirst place she
wouldn't bdlieveit, and in the second it was not completdly true. Government depended partly on the



co-operation of the governed; and there were factors against Clane of which, fortunately— he was
convinced—Clane himsdlf was aware.

The mestings between them had made an amicable co-operation possible. Only an emergency, hewas
sure, would now alter the shape of things politica in Linn.

| shall have to make a will, hethought. If anything happened to me, if | should die—there must be
no confusion.

Hefelt oppressed. For asecond timein less than ayear, disaster had struck at the heart of the empire.
Firg, Czinczar, the barbarian, and now the diens. From the air he had seen the refugees streaming out of
the concealing smoke of cities bombed before they were completely evacuated, and he was conscious of
hisinadequacy in the face of such acolossal catastrophe. It was that that decided him.

* * *

"l refuse,” he said, "to believe that Clane hasfailed. If he has, then we arelost. And my awareness of that
fact emphasizes once again hisimportancein acriss. Heisthe only person quaified to handleamgor
emergency involving aiomic energy. If heisdill dive, | intend to do asfollows.”

She listened wide eyed as he explained about the will he planned to write. Abruptly, her face twisted with
fury. "Why, you're mad," she breathed. "Are you serious? Y ou're going to disinherit your own son?"

He gazed at her bleakly. "My dear," he said, "I want to make one thing clear to you and to your private
army, for now and aways. So long as| am the Lord Adviser, the state will not be regarded as a property
which my children automatically inherit. It istoo soon to decide whether Calg has the qualities necessary
for leadership. My impression of himisthat heisan exceedingly emotiona youth who gets his own way
far too often. Thereisno sign yet of that stability which | have, which Clane has, and which even Tews
had to some degree.”

The woman's face was softening. She came over to him. "I can seeyou'retired, darling. Please don't do
anything rash until thiscrissispadt. I'll bring you a cup of tea—sirong, theway you likeit."

She brought the teawith trembling fingers, and went out with tearsin her eyes. The liquid seemed
unusudly bitter even for histaste, but he sipped it as he began to dictate, first the will, then the letter to
Clane. He recognized that he was taking alot for granted, but his mood continued dark. And it was not
until he had sedled the two articles, and put them among his public papers, that he redlized that the strain
of the past few days had affected his body. He fdlt very tired, even alittle feverish.

He dismissed his secretary, and lay down on acot under the window. Twenty minutes passed, and a
door opened softly, so softly that the deeper seemed undisturbed. Lilidel camein, took the cup in which
the tea had been, and tiptoed out.

It was about an hour later when the intense silence of the room was again broken. The outer door was
flung open. A dtaff officer burst acrossthe threshold.

"Y our excellency,” he began breathlesdy, "the invader has arrived above the camp.”
The dim, uniformed body on the cot did not tir.

5

When Clane's"lift" boat cameto rest ingde the enemy ship, he saw after amoment that they werefirmly
held in akind of metal incasement. The nose of the machine and half the body were buried in that



enveloping cradle. All around him were other smdl craft smilarly incased.

The craft had apparently dipped automaticaly into its own pigeonhole. And there was only one problem.
Would the officer at the controls of the big machine notice that the lifeboat just in was one which had
been captured on Mars by the human beings?

If he noticed, he gave no sign during the vitd first minutes that followed.

There were high steps where the casement of the "pigeonhol €’ ended. Up these steps Clane and hismen
climbed. They came to an empty corridor. Clane stopped short, hesitated, drew a deep breath— and
sent the sphere on its death mission.

It flashed out of sight, came back, disappeared again, and once more came back. For athird time, then,
it glided off like agtroke of lightning.

Thistimeit returned—sated.

They found no living creature of any kind. They wandered for hours before they were finaly convinced
that the huge ship had been captured during those few seconds by asimple process. The sphere had
absorbed every dien being aboard. As soon as he was positive, Clane headed for the massive control
room.

Hewasjust in time to witness a strange mechanica phenomenon. A huge glassy plate, which had been
lightless and soundless when he first passed through the control room, glittered with light flashes and
stuttered with gpparently meaningless sounds.

Clanetook up a position behind abarrier, and, with the sphere bobbing above his head, watched dertly.

Abruptly, the lights on the plate steadied. A shape took form on it, and Clane was shaken ashe
recognized that the creature was of the same species as the monster that Czinczar had brought from
Europa

Only thisone was divein some curious picture fashion.

The creature stared from the plate into the control room, and it was nearly aminute before his gaze
touched Clane. He said something in a series of low-pitched sounds that had no meaning for the mutant.
Two other individuals came out of the vagueness behind him, and they also stared through the plate.

One of them gestured in unmistakable command, and roared something. Therewasaclick, and the
screen went blank. The sounds continued for afew seconds, and then they also faded.

Hestantly, Clane ventured farther into the control room. He was trying to understand what he had seen.
A picture of living diensfocused from somefar place on ashining plate. It was ahard ideato grasp, but
he had the sinking conviction that other living aliens now knew what had happened to thefirst of their
shipsto reach Earth.

In one mental jump he had to try to comprehend the possibility that communication could be established
by other meansthan smoke signds, light flashesfrom strategically located mirrors, and courier ships.
What he had seen indicated that such communication was possible not only over the face of aplanet, but
across the gulf in space between stars.

It changed everything. It changed the whole situation. Capture of this one ship actualy meant nothing.
Other diens knew that the defense forces of the solar system had failed to protect their cities. They
would be puzzled by the saizure of their ship, but it was doubtful if they would be serioudy darmed.



What one ship had dmost accomplished, afleet would surely be able to do—effortlesdy. That would be
their attitude; and Clane, swiftly estimating the defense possibilities of the solar system, did not doubt the
ability of apowerful force of enemy shipsto do anything they pleased.

The entire distance-vison incident was enormoudy significant. Gloomily, he began to study the control
system of the big machine. Nearly four hours went by before he was satisfied that he could guideit for
amospheric travel.

Certain functions of the intricate control board baffled him completely. It would take time and study to
measter thisship.

He headed the ship for Jerrin's headquarters.

Helanded in alifeboat that trailed the fluttering victory flags of Linn, and in afew minutes was admitted to
where Jerrin lay dead.

That was about an hour after the body was discovered.

* * %

Ashe gazed down at his dead brother, Lord Clane noticed dmost immediately the evidence of
poisoning. Shocked, he stepped back from the cot, and looked down at the scene, trying to assessit asa
whole

Thewidow Lilidel was on her kneeswith one arm flung in an apparent agony of grief over the corpse.
She seemed anxious rather than grieved, and there wasjust ahint of calculation in the way her eyeswere
narrowed. She was tearless.

The tableau interested Clane. He had had innumerabl e reports about the group that had used thiswoman
to influence Jerrin, and there was atime when he had even intended to warn Jerrin against her.

He found himsalf wondering where her eldest son, theincredible Calg), was.

It required only amoment for that wonder to focusinto asharp picture of the potentiaities of this
Stuation. He had a sudden vision of Cag dready on hisway to Golomb, the little town outside Linn to
which the Patronate as well as other government departments had been transferred. Given advance
warning, the group behind Lilide— many well-known Patrons among them—might seize the occasion to
proclaim the boy Lord Adviser.

There was explosive materia here for abloody struggle for power. Unless the right action were taken,
rumors would spread that Jerrin had been murdered. Some of the rumorswould point to the widow,
othersa Clane himsdf. Supporters of his own who had reluctantly accepted the noble Jerrin would very
possibly refuse to agree that a youth of seventeen should be put into power by their worst enemies. Civil
war was not improbable.

Jerrin's secretary, General Marak—a secret Clane supporter— touched Clane'sarm, and whispered in
hisear."Y our excellency, here are copies of very important documents. | would not swear that the
origindsaredill avaladle”

A minute |ater Clane wasreading his brother'slast will. Then he read the persond Ietter, of which the
essentid sentencewas, "l intrust my dear wife and children to your care.”

Claneturned and gazed at the widow. Her eyes met his briefly, flashed with hatred; and then she lowered
them, and thereafter gave no sign that she was aware of his presence.



He guessed that his appearance on the scene was unexpected.

It wastime for decision. And yet, he hesitated. He glanced at the high staff officersin the room, al Jerrin
men, and till he could not make up hismind. He had apicturein hisbrain larger than anything that was
happening in thisroom—or on this planet. A picture of amighty dien fleet heading from somefar star
system to avenge the capture of their exploring ship. Of course that would be only an additiona
incitement. Their red purpose would be to destroy every human being in the solar system, and seize dl of
man's planets— while men fought each other for the petty stakes of governmenta power.

* % %

With fingersthat trembled dightly, Clane folded the two documents and put them in his pocket. Standing
here in the presence of his dead brother, so recently become afriend, he hated the political knowledge
that made him think autométicdly, I'll have to try to get the originals, in case | ever want to use
them.

The revulson grew stronger. With narrowing eyes and grim face, he gazed not only at this scene before
him, but at the world of Linn outsde—the intricate association of direct vision and sharp, perceptive
memory, the scene he was seeing and al the scenes he had ever witnessed. He remembered hisown
schemes over the years, hisemotiona joy in political maneuvering; and now, in one burst of insight,
recognized it dl for the childish nonsenseit had been.

Hislips moved. Under his breath he murmured, "Beloved brother, | am shamed, for | knew enough to
know better."

It seemed to him, then, that Jerrin had been agrester man than he. All hislife, Jerrin had treated politics
and paliticianswith disdain, devoting himsdlf to the hard redlities of amilitary man in an age when war

was inescapable.
"Can | doless?' Thequestion quivered in hismind like aflung knife vibrating in the flesh.

Then he saw that he was being sentimenta in making comparisons. For his problem was on aleve that
Jerrin could hardly even have imagined. There was power herefor him if hewanted it. All the schemes of
Lilidel and her group could not stop him from seizing control by sheer force. Without shame, without
modesty, he recognized that he was the man of sciencein Linn.

Clearly, sharply, he perceived his pre-eminence, the enormous stability of hismind, the acuteness of his
understanding. Somehow he had it, and others hadn't. It made it necessary now for him to rgject the
highest officein the land—because he had a duty to the whole race of man. A duty that grew out of his
knowledge of the titanic danger.

He could expect no one e se to evauate the extent of that danger, least of dl thisvend, childish woman
and those behind her.

Abruptly, angrily decisive, Clane turned and beckoned Generd Marak. The latter came forward quickly.
To him, Clane whispered, "I would advise you to leave this room with me. | could not otherwise answer
for the life of aman who knowswhat isin these documents." He tapped his pocket, where the copy of

Jerrin'swill reposed.
It was unfortunate, but that wasthe grim redlity. Intrigue and sudden desth.

Without aword to any of the others present, he turned and | eft the room, Marak following close behind.
His problem would be to restrain his more ardent followers from trying to seize power in his name.



And save aworld that was almost mindlesswith corruption.

* % %

A few hourslater, helanded at his estate. His guards captain met him.
"Your excdlency," he said curtly, "the sphere and its container have been stolen.”
"The sphere gone!" said Clane. His spirit sagged like alead weight.

In afew minutes, he had the story. The guards of the sphere had apparently been ambushed by alarger
force.

The captain finished, "When they didn't get back here on schedule, | investigated persondly. | found their
bodies at the bottom of acanyon. All of them were dead.”

Clane's mind was dready beyond the crime, seeking the culprit. And swiftly, he focused on one man.
"Czinczar," he said doud, savagely.
6

For Czinczar and his men, defest a the hands of Lord Clane afew months previousy had not been a
complete disaster. Before actudly ordering hisarmy to surrender, that remarkable logician examined his
gtuation.

At theworgt, he himsdf would not be killed immediately but would be saved for public execution. His
men, of course, would be sold into davery—unless he could persuade Lord Claneto let the army remain
aunit. To do that, he must convince the mutation that such aforce might be useful to him.

Since hisreasoning was soundly based, everything happened as he had hoped it would. Clane transferred
the barbarian army, together with anumber of crack rebel dave units, to an easly defendable mountain
territory. Having regained control of the invincible sphere of energy, the mutation considered himself in
control of the Situation. He even suspected correctly that Czinczar had held anumber of spaceshipsout in
gpace, where they could till be contacted.

At thetime heinformed the barbarian leader, " These ships could provide you with transportation to
return to your planet. But | warn you, make no such move without my permission. Y ou must know that |
can seek you out and destroy you at any time."

Czinczar had no doubt of it. And besides, he had no desire to return to Europa. Grest eventswerein the
making, and he intended to be in the center of them.

He began his preparations boldly.

Single spaceships werefitted out for forays. The men assgned to them shouted their disgpproval when
informed they must shave off their beards, but the leader was adamant. Singly and in the dark of night,
gpaceships landed at carefully selected points asfar as possible from the city of Linn. Out of them sprang
bare-faced men dressed like ordinary Linnans. They killed men only, daves aswdl as Linnans—and
helped themsalves over a period of many monthsto vast supplies of grain, fruit, vegetables, mest, and dl
the metd and wood that an army might need.

The prisoners had been assigned a minimum existence diet by Clane. Within aweek of the surrender they
were egting off the fat of the land. From every fire on the mountains came the odor of roasting mest.
Within afew weeks there were several women to attend to each fire. Czinczar issued orders that only



dave women should be brought to the camp, and that any Linnan women captured by mistake should be
killed.

Everyone agreed that thiswas wise, but suspicioudy no women were executed. It sesemed clear to
Czinczar that the Linnan women, when informed of the alternatives, were only too anxious to masguerade
asdaves. And o the purpose of the bloodthirsty threat was served. A huge camp, that might have been
disorderly in the extreme, operated for monthson ahigh leve of efficiency.

And, because of the tremendous didocation of norma Linnan life, first asaresult of the barbarian
invasion and then because of the dlien invader, ther violent actionswent dmost unnoticed; their existence
was amogt literally unsuspected.

The arrivd of the invader made possible even bolder activity. In broad daylight barbarian shipswould
land at the outskirts of cities, and in small groups penetrate past the guardposts without being challenged.
These small spying units brought back information from widely scattered points to one of the keenest
military minds of the age. Asaresult, Czinczar knew before the event that an attack was going to be
made againg the invading ship. And he aso knew the nature of it.

* % %

On the night of the attack, he was fully aware of the tremendousissues at stake. He personadly
accompanied the men who crouched within bow and arrow range of the coffinlike structure which acted
as acontainer for the sphere of energy. He waited until the sphere vanished into the darkness toward the
gigantic enemy ship. Then he gave his command. Thelittle group of barbarians swept down upon the half
hundred guards around the container.

The darkness echoed with the horrified cries of men bloodily surprised by a superior force. But silence
followed swiftly. The barbarians disposed of the dead guards by rolling them over anearby cliff. Then
they settled themsalvestensaly to wait for the sphere.

It came suddenly. One ingtant there was nothing; the next, the silver bal wasrolling sedately to and fro.
Czinczar gazed down at it, startled. It was not the firgt time he had seen it, but now he realized some of

its powers.
Aloud, he said, "Bring the telescope. | might aswell have alook ingde thisthing while were waiting.”

That was anew idea; and the method used was very rough. Two men poked the long, narrow telescope
into the outer "skin" of the sphere, and then walked along at a steady pace besideit. It wasaproblemin
timing, and Czinczar's part was the most difficult. He walked beside the telescope, one eye glued to the
eyepiece; and the trick was to establish arhythm of backward and forward movement.

Hisfirst view was so different from anything he might have expected that hisvison blurred, and hefdl out
of step. He organized himsdlf, and looked again. Oddly, the surprise was dmost as greet, asif hismind
had aready rejected what it first saw.

He saw agtarry universe. He stepped back in confusion, striving to grasp the awful magnitude, the
fantadtic redity. Then once more he fdl in step, and gazed. By the time he straightened up again, he was
trying to interpret what he had seen.

The sphere, he decided, wasa"hol€e" in space. Baffled, he stared down &t it, asit rolled back and forth.
How could aslvery bdl-like object be an opening into anything?

He motioned the men to take the tel escope away, and then punched hisfinger into the sphere. He felt
nothing &t al, no resstance, no sensation.



Thefinger swelled alittlefinaly, and he remembered that meteor miners had proved space was not cold,
but thet it was vital to wear an air-tight pressure suit. Lack of pressure would have caused hisfinger to
bloat.

Hewondered if he had reached into some depth of space. A finger poking out of nowhereinto a
vacuum. Thoughtfully, he walked away from the sphere and sat down on arock. In the east, the sky was
beginning to lighten, but till he sat there, still hismen waited in vain for the order to leave. Heintended to
give Clane every opportunity of using the sphere againgt the diens.

Asthe sun edged over the jagged horizon, he stood up briskly, and had the container and the sphere
trangported to awaiting ship. The vessal had ingtructions to climb right out of the atmosphere, and take
up an orbit around Earth.

Czinczar remembered sharply how Clane had had to cometo the city of Linn to make use of the sphere
againg himsdf. And there was the fact that each time it was used, it had to be transported near the object
againgt which it was to be employed.

Accordingly, the grestest weapon ever concelved wasin his possession.

* * %

Hewas not satisfied. Restlesdy, he paced the room which was his headquarters, and over and over again
examined the facts of his pogition. Y ears ago, he had discovered the basic secret of power and success.
And now, because the pattern was not complete, he was uneasy.

Men came and went from hisroom. Spies bringing information. Theinvading ship was captured. Jerrin
was dead. Clane had refused to take advantage of the death, and had instructed his supporters not to
oppose the plan to make Calg the Lord Adviser.

When the man who brought that latest bit of news had gone, Czinczar shook his head in wonder, and for
thefirg timein dl these months something of histerrible tenson let up. He himsdf wouldn't have had the
courage not to seize power at such an opportune moment. Nor could he visualize thelogic of it—even
30, the actudity seemed superhuman.

It made him indecisive. He had intended to make an effort to seize the gigantic invader ship when Clane
was not on it. With clocklike precision his men completed the preliminaries—but he did not give the final
order.

On the sixth day after the death of Jerrin, a messenger came from Clane commanding him aboard the
captured giant. Czinczar suspected the worst, but he had no aternative short of open resistance. Since
that would quickly bring the main Linnan armies against him, he decided to trust himsdlf to Clane, and to
his own analysis of the Situation.

At the gppointed hour, accordingly, Czinczar and his saff flew in astrongly escorted patrol vessdl to
Clang's estate. The dien ship floated high above, asthey stepped to the ground.

A few guardslounged around. Nowhere was there sign of aforce large enough to defend the battleship
from adetermined air attack. Looking up, Czinczar saw that severa dozen air locks were open inthe
ship, and that athin but steady traffic moved to and from the openings. It was a picture that his spies had
reported in consderable detail, and it baffled Czinczar now asit had earlier. The ship looked helpless,
wide open to assault. The very extent of that hel plessness had made him hesitate. It was il hard to
credit that Clane could be so negligent, but now the barbarian leeder silently cursed himsdlf for hisfailure
to take advantage of amilitary possibility.



For thefirst timein hisgrim career he had missed an opportunity. He had a premonition of disagter.

He watched with narrowed eyes, as one of Clane's officers came up. The man sauted the barbarian
commanderswith stiff formality, and then bowed to Czinczar.

"Y our excellency, will you and your gaff please follow me?!

* * *

Czinczar expected to be led toward the estate residence, which was visible over alow hill about athird
of amileto the south. Ingtead, the Linnan officer guided them to asmdl stone building haf hidden among
thick undergrowth. Once more he saluted and bowed.

"If you will step insde one by one," he said, "o that the machine can take a'—he hesitated over the
word—"photograph of you." He added hurriedly, "L ord Clane asked me to assure you that thisis
essential; otherwise it would be impossible for you to approach the Solar Sar "

Czinczar said nothing, nor did heimmediatdy alow himsdlf to examine the meaning of thewords. He
motioned his officersto go in ahead of him, and watched curioudy as each man in turn entered,
disappeared for amoment, and then came into sight and through the door. Since he did not ask them,
they al knew better than to volunteer information.

Presently, it was histurn. Unhurriedly, Czinczar stepped through the door. He found himsdlf in aroom
that was bare except for achair and atable, and the instrument that rested on the table. The chair was
occupied by an officer, who roseto his feet and bowed, as Czinczar entered.

The barbarian acknowledged the greeting, then stared curioudy at the instrument. It looked asif it had
been torn from its metal casing. The meta was fused where it had been cut with torches. Czinczar noted
the point in passing, saw aso that the machineitsalf seemed to consst principaly of atelescopdike
protuberance complete with lens. He turned to the attendant.

"What doesit do?"' he asked.
The officer was polite. "According to Lord Clane, sir, it takes photographs.”

"But that's only another word for portrait,” said Czinczar. "'Do you mean the machine has made a portrait
of me?If so, whereisit?'

The attendant's cheeks were dightly flushed. ™Y our excdlency,” he confessed, "I know nothing more.
Lord Clane asked meto refer dl interrogators to him personaly.” He added, somewhat pointedly, "I
believethat he will expect you, now that you are through here.”

Czinczar was persgtent. "I didn't see you do anything.”
"It'sautomatic, Sr. Anyone who standsin front of it is photographed.”

"If such aphotograph,” said the barbarian, "is necessary before | can approach the ship, how wasit that
Lord Clane and his men were able to enter the vessal aweek ago, and capture it, without having thelr
photographs taken?'

It was arhetorical question, and he scarcely heard the other's protestation of ignorance. Silently, he left
thelittle building, and followed thefirgt officer to alarger liftboat, which wasin the act of settling to the
ground haf ahundred feet distant.

In afew minutes they were whisked up to one of the openings. Theliftboat glided through, and gently



nosed into adot. Czinczar stepped out with the others, hesitated as he saw the double lines of guards
drawn up to receive them, and then, with the chill of the welcome aready upon him, walked wordlesdy
along acorridor towards a huge door. As he crossed the threshold, and saw the tremendous gallows that
had been erected againgt the far wall, he stopped involuntarily.

The pause was momentary. |mperturbably, he walked forward, straight to the foot of the gallows. He sat
down on alower step, pulled out a notebook, and began to write afarewel |l address. He was sill writing
it when, out of the corner of his eyes, he saw Clane comein. He stood up, and bowed.

The dim young man came over to him, and without any preliminaries said, ""Czinczar, you haveasmple
choice. Produce the sphere, or hang.”

* % %

"Sphere?’ said the barbarian finally. He hoped he sounded properly surprised, but he did not doubt the
seriousness of his Stuation. There were rough minutes ahead.

Clane made an impatient gesture, hesitated, and then grew visibly camer. "Czinczar," he said dowly,
"your skillful reorganization of your forcesthe last few months had just about decided meto useyouina
magjor enterprise.”

The barbarian bowed once more, but his eyes narrowed at the revelation that his activities were known
to the mutation. Czinczar neither underestimated nor overestimated the fact. He recognized both the
weakness and strength of Lord Clane's position. The great weakness was that he depended too much on
himself. Hewas a the mercy of people who had little or no idea of the relative importance of his
possessions or hisactions.

And s0, during the barbarian assault on Linn, the attackers had seized Clane's house with dl itsvaluable
scientific equipment, including the sphere of force. Not knowing the tremendous potentidities of the
sphere, they had made the mistake of trying to use it and the other equipment as bait to trap Clane. And
thus had let him get near it—and trapped themselves.

The secrecy that made such things possible was aform of strength. But, obvioudy, once the pattern was
understood, the solution was smple. Watch Clane€'s movements. He could not be everywhere at once.
Like other human beings, he needed deep: he had to take time off for eating. It wasimpossiblefor himto
be dert continuoudly.

Thefact that he had alowed the barbarian force to reorganize was no evidence that he was capable of
foreseaing all the possible eventudlities of such an act. His successful capture of the sphere was evidence
of that.

Once more, it was Clane who broke the silence. "Asyou know," he said, "I have defended you from the
fate that isnormally dedlt out to individua s who have the audacity to invade Linn. The policy of executing
such leaders may or may not be a deterrent on other adventurers, possibly itis. | saved you fromit, and
one of your first actsisto betray me by steding aweapon which you have not the knowledge to use
yoursdlf."

It seemed to Czinczar that it wastime to make adenid. "'l don't know what you're talking about,” he
protested in his most open-faced fashion. "Has the sphere been stolen?”

Clane seemed not to hear. He went on grimly, "I cannot say honestly that | have ever admired you. Y ou
have discovered a ssmple technique of power, and you keep following the pattern. | personaly am
opposed to so much killing, and | redly believeit is possibleto reach the heights of power in any Sate,
however governed, without stabbing asingle person in the back.”



He paused; he took a step backward. His eyeswere merciless as they stared straight into Czinczar's. He
sad curtly, "Enough of thistalk. Do you yield up the sphere, or do you hang?”'

Czinczar shrugged. The pressure of the deadly threat tensed every musclein hisbody. But in his
tremendoudy logical way he had analyzed the potentidities of histheft of the sphere; and he il stood by
that andyss.

"I know nothing of this" he said quietly. "I have not got the sphere. | did not even know it was stolen until
this minute. What isthis enterprise on which you planned to use me? I'm sure we can cometo an
agreement.”

"There are no agreements,” said Clane coldly, "until | get the sphere.” He went on, "However, | seethat
you are convinced that | won't hang the man who hasit, so let us proceed to the actudity. Will you climb
the gibbet yourself, or do you need ass stance?"

Since there could be no effective opposition, Czinczar turned around, climbed the stepsto the top of the
gdlows, and without waiting for the hangman to help him, dipped the rope over hishead. Hewas pde
now, in spite of his confidence. For thefirst timeit struck him that the dazzling career of Czinczar, the
one-time scribe who had made himself absolute ruler of the barbarians of Europa, was about to end.

He saw that Clane had motioned the executioner, a Linnan noncommissioned officer, to come forward.
The man took up his position beside the lever that would open the trapdoor, and turned to watch Clane,
who had raised hisarm. The mutation stood tautly in that striking position, and said:

"A lagt chance, Czinczar. The sphere or death.”
"I haven't got it,” said Czinczar in asteady voice, but with findlity.
Inexorably, Clane's arm swept down. Czinczar felt the trap under him collapse. And then—

Hewasfdling.
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He dropped about afoot, and landed so jarringly that his body vibrated with pain. The tears started to
his eyes. He blinked them away. When hisvision cleared, he saw that he was standing on a second
trgpdoor, which had been built below the first.

He grew aware of scuffling somewhere near. He glanced around. His staff officers were struggling with
the Linnan guards, trying to reach him. Czinczar hesitated, wondering if perhaps he and they should not
attempt to make afight to the death.

He shook his head, ever so dightly. Thefact that he was il dive underlined his own hard convictions.
He raised his golden voice, and presently the barbarian officers ceased their struggles, and stood sullenly
looking up at him.

Czinczar spoke directly at them, indirectly at Clane. "If my lifeisredly in danger,” he said with resonant
positivity, "it will be because Lord Clane haslost his good sense. That would apply eveniif | had the
sphere—"

He realized that Clane would regard the words as an admission, and he glanced coolly at the mutation,
inviting comment. Clane scowled; but he picked up the chalenge after amoment.

"Suppose that you did have the sphere,” he said mildly, "why doesthat protect you?"



"Because," said Czinczar, and his golden voice had never been steadier, "if | haveit, solongas| am
aive, youwould gill have achance of getting it back. If | die, then that chance goes forever.”

"If you had it," said Clanein agrim but ironic voice, "why would you want to hold on to it, knowing that
you cannot make any use of it?"

"I would first have to make an investigation,” was the barbarian'sreply. "After dl, you learned how to use
it without having any previous knowledge of its operation.”

"I had abook," Clane flashed, "and besides | have some knowledge of the nature and structure of matter
and energy.”

"Perhaps," said Czinczar coolly, "I could get hold of the book— such things do happen.”
"I memorized this particular book," said Clane, "and then destroyed it.”

Czinczar was politely incredulous. " Perhaps, my agents could discover the place where you burned it,” he
sad. "Or, if | sent them into the homes of the gods, they might find another book."

Heredlized that tension was building up again, and that no verba byplay would settle this argument.
Clane was dtiffening, hiseyes narrowing. "Czinczar," he said sharply, "if you had this sphere, and you
knew that you couldn't ever find out how to useit, would you still hold on to it, knowing the danger that is
building up for the human race?'

The barbarian drew a deep breath. He expected aviolent reaction. "Yes," he said.
"Why?' Clanewasvisibly holding himsdf under control.

"Because," said Czinczar, "I have no confidence in aman who refuses repeatedly to accept power, and
who thus rejects the only means by which he can control and direct the defense against apossible
invader. And, besides, the sphereis obvioudy worthless againgt the Riss.”

Clane seemed not to hear that last. " Suppose | told you that | refused to take power because | havea
plan of much greater scope.”

"| recognize power," said Czinczar flatly, "not the grandiose schemes of aman who isnow virtualy
impotent.”

"My plan," said Clane, "if of such scopethat | dare not tell it to aman of your rigid attitudes, for fear that
you would regard it asimpractica. For once | don't think your imagination could appreciate the
possbilities™

"Try rre”

"When | have the sphere,” said Clane, "and not one second before. Asfor my being impotent, please
notethat | have the ship."

Czinczar was scornful. "What are you going to do with it—attack the legal government and make the
people love you? That isn't the way a mutation can operate. For you and for your group the moment for
taking over the government is past. It will probably not come again until the Riss atack, and by then
anything you can do may betoo late."

Hewent on, in an even more violent tone, "Lord Clane, you have been a grave disgppointment to me.
Y our failure has placed my troops and mysdlf in grave danger, because very soon now the legal



government of Linn will demand that you turn us over, and of course you will aso be required to turn
over the ship. If you refuse, then for the first timein your life you will be out in the open asarebd. From
that moment on, your days are numbered.”

Clane was smiling humorlesdy. "I can see" he said, "that you are at your old game of politicd intrigue,
and | am utterly impatient with such childish nonsense. The human raceisin deadly danger, and | refuse
to argue with anyone who plots and schemes for advantage under such circumstances. Men must mature
or die

Heturned aside, and said something to one of the officers who stood near him. The man nodded, and
once more Clane faced Czinczar.

The barbarian braced himsdlf for the next step of torture.

Clane said curtly, "Please remove the noose from around your neck, and come over to thetank in the
corner to your |eft.”

As he dipped the rope over his head, Czinczar studied the tank. It was alarge concrete affair, and he
had noticed it when hefirst camein. It looked enigmatic; he couldn't imagine its purpose.

He wasthinking furioudy as he came down from the gallows. He said to Clane, "I'm redlly very
persuadable. Why not tell me your plan? 1 can't give you the sphere as evidence of my good faith
because| haven't got it."

Clane merely shook hishead impatiently. Czinczar accepted the rgjection, and said matter-of-factly, "Do
| dlimb into the tank?"

Clanesad: "Take alook insde, and you'll see the arrangement.”

Czinczar climbed up curioudy, and looked down. The tank was quite deep, and it was empty. At the
bottom was a smple hand pump, and there were two chains with clamps fastened to ringsimbedded in
the concrete floor.

Helowered himsdlf gingerly into the tank, and waited for instructions. He looked up and saw that Clane
was looking down at him over the edge.

"Fasten the chain clamps around your ankles," ingructed the mutation.

Czinczar did s0. They clicked shut with ametdlic findity. The meta felt heavy againgt hisflesh and even
uncomfortable.

"The chains" explained the mutation, "will hold you down to the bottom of the tank, so that when the
water comesin you'l haveto pump it out if you want to prevent yourself from drowning." He added,

"Y ou can see the approach is very smple. The pump operates easily. The choice you make will be
entirely your own. You live or die by your own effort, and at any time you can stop the entire process by
agreeing to turn over the sphere. There comes the water now."

It swirled around Czinczar's legs, bubbling up noisly. It was lukewarm, so it felt rather pleasant. Czinczar
sat down on the floor, and glanced up a Clane.

"May | make arequest?' he asked.
"Doesit include handing over the sphere?’



"No."
"Then I'm not interested.”
"It'sthe pump,” said Czinczar. "Its presence makes me unhappy. Will you please have it taken out?"

Clane shook hishead. "A few minutes from now you might be very happy to haveit there." Nevertheless,
there was an anxious look in his eyes as he spoke. The reaction was clearly one that he had not

expected.

Hefinished, "If you change your mind at any time, you'l find that the pump can quickly reduce theleve of
the water."

Czinczar did not answer. The water was swirling around hisneck. In aminuteit closed over his mouth.
He found himsdf involuntarily relaxing so that he could float up alittle. He tensed with the expectation of
the physicd horror that was now only minutes away.

Presently, he was standing up, and he could fedl the weight of the chain on hisankles. Therewasno
doubt but that he had reached the limit of that particular method of escaping. And il the water surged
higher.

It came up to his mouth again, then hisnose. He held his breath asit rose up over his eyes and covered
his head. And then, abruptly, he couldn't hold it any longer. Explosively he exhaded— and inhaled.

Therewas aknifelike painin his chest, but that was dl. The water tasted flat and unpleasant, not asif he
wasdrinking it. Finaly, there was no sensation at al. Darkness closed over his consciousness.

* % %

When he cameto, hewaslying over abarrel. He had never felt more miserablein hislife. And they were
gtill squeezing weter out of him.

He was coughing. Every explosive discharge wracked hisbody. The pain of returning life was
immeasurably gregter than the pain of desth. But even heredlized presently that hewould live.

They carried him to acot, and there after an hour or so, he began to fed normal again. Clane camein
aone, pulled up achair, and sat sllently regarding him.

"Czinczar," hesaid at lagt, "I am reluctantly compelled to admire your bravery. | despise the animallike
adiuteness behind it."

Czinczar waited. He refused to bdievethat histravail was over.

"Y ou have proved once more," said the mutation bitterly, "that a courageous man who is prepared to
take calculated risks on the low leve of paliticd intrigue can conquer even deeth. | hate the stupid logic
which makes you fed that you have to keep the sphere. If you persist in that madness, we are all dead

"If | had this sphere,” said Czinczar, "then the logica thing for you to do in amoment of crisswould be
for you to forget sdf and tell me how to work it."

Czinczar spoke in aprecise tone, conscious of how dangerous the statement was. It was hisfirst
admission by implication of hisown vast ambitions. For it was obviousthat if he ever learned how to use
the sphere, he would thereafter bein a position to seize power at will, and take control of any Sate.



It dso implied that, according to hisanalysis of Clan€e's character, the other might actudly dlow himto
have control of the spherein an emergency involving the destiny of the human race as distinct from any
nation.

Clane was shaking hishead. "1t won't happen, my friend. | do not expect that the spherewill ever again
by itsdlf be useful againgt the Riss. | won't tell you why."

Czinczar was sllent. He had hoped, not too optimistically, that somewhere dong the line he would receive
aclue about the operation of the sphere. But the information he was getting made the problem seem
more, not less, difficult.

Clane continued, "1t might appear that | was very careless with the sphere. But long ago | discovered that
| could not be everywhere at once. And of course, | repest, it's quite useless to anyone e se. It works on
the basis of amathematical formularelating to the release of atomic energy, and | question whether
anyone in the solar system other than mysdlf even knowsthat there is such aformula.”

* % %

Czinczar had his clue, and it was bitter to take. He said at last, "What are your plansfor me, asof this
moment?'

Clane hesitated. When hefindly spoke, there was an edge of firein histone. "For the past few months,”
he said, "I havetolerated your murderous forays because | question whether we could have got together
such avast totd of food and other supplies by any legal method in my control.”

He paused, then continued, "1 question aso whether it would have been possible to get so many women
together without using methods smilar to yours. For my purposes, the women are asimportant asthe
food."

Once more he paused. And Czinczar had timeto fed chagrined. He had thought he knew something of
the intricate workings of this man's mind. But now, briefly, he was beyond his depth, and he had the
empty conviction that he had been outplayed at his own devious game.

It was agtartling thought that his secret forays would now be used for the benefit of Clane's plan. The
mutation continued:

"Hereiswhat | want you to do. Tomorrow, the Solar Star will fly over to your camp. Y ou will beginto
load your equipment aboard the lower decks—there are twenty of them, each capable of holding about
ten thousand people and their supplies; so therell be plenty of room for your entire army and the
women."

Czinczar said: "Once | have such aforce aboard, what's to prevent me from taking over the ship?”'

Clane smiled grimly. "The twenty upper decks are dready occupied by awell armed Linnan army group,
al young married men accompanied by their wives. Except on the officer leve, therewill be no liaison
between the two groups. In fact, except for an entrance from your headquarters al connecting doors will
be seded.”

Czinczar nodded, half to himsdlf. It sounded effective. Every defense of that kind could of course be
overcome by bold and astute planning. But that scarcely concerned him now. Therewas an implication
here of atremendous journey about to be undertaken, and that dominated his thought.

"Where arewe going?' he asked sharply. "To one of the outer moons?*

"Wait and see," said Clane coally.



He stood up, with afrown. "Enough of this. Y ou have your indructions. | haveto make avitd journey to
the capital. | want you and your forces to be aboard and ready for flight one week from today. And if
you can for once rise above the moronic military idiocy that guides your reasoning, bring the sphere
along." Histone was one of suppressed ange.

Czinczar gared at him thoughtfully. "My friend," he said, "you're being emotiond. There is no escape
from palitica intrigue. Thisthat you suddenly despiseisthe human environment. The environment of
human passion, human ambition. There never has been, and never will be any other climate for you to
operatein. A man succeeds or failsto the extent that he can understand and control the unrelenting drives
of othersof hiskind. If hetriesto abandon intrigue, the tide will wash over him and hisplansasif they
never existed. Beware."

Hefinished automaticdly, "1 havent got the sphere.”
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The arrow came out of the darkness, whizzed past Clan€e's head, and lodged in the shoulder of a
guardsman.

The man screamed throatily, and clutched at the thin, vibrating wand. A companion leaped to hisaid.
Other soldiersdived into the alleyway. There was the sound of squedling, amost femininein its
high-pitched aarm and annoyance. Presently, agroup of soldiers stalked out of the darkness, dragging a
dim, resging, boyish form.

Theinjured man, meanwhile, succeeded in tearing the arrow from hisflesh. More frightened than
damaged, he stood there cursing in adeep, bass voice.

Men were hurrying back from farther aong the street. Torches flamed and guttered in the night wind. In
that smoky, maodorous atmosphere, the changing patterns of dim light gave only flashing glimpses of
faces and bodies. Clane stood silent, displeased with the milling excitement. Presently, when the turmoil
showed no sign of abating, he called to an officer, and in aminute a path was cleared for him. Along it the
guards dragged the prisoner.

Somebody shouted, "It'sawoman!™

The discovery echoed back among the men. Curses of amazement sounded. The woman, or boy—it
was hard to decide which in that dim light—ceased struggling. And then settled the question of gender by

Spesking.
"Let mego, you filthy rats! I'll have you whipped for this. | wish to spesk to Lord Clane.”

The voice, despite its vicious tone, was feminine. What was more surprising, the accent was that
cultivated at the schools where young ladies of noble birth were taught.

The recognition sartled Clane out of theicy cam into which the attempt on hislife had thrown him. He
took it for granted that the attempt had been on him, and not on the guard who had actualy been struck.
He assumed automaticaly that the assassin was an agent of the group behind Liliddl.

The names of her immediate superiors would have to be wheedled out of her, now that the nation
had failed. That was anatural development, and it concerned him only incidentally. What disturbed him
was that she had evidently not consdered the serious consequences of her act. In accepting the
assgnment, she couldn't have known along established method of dealing with woman ns. They
were turned over to the soldiers.



He stared at her with troubled eyes. 1t was probably an illusion of the unsteady light, but she seemed little
more than achild. At amaximum, he put her age at eighteen. Her eyes gleamed with the passionatefire
of awillful youngster. Her mouth was full and sensuous.

He shrugged as he redlized that he was yielding her up in his own mind to the punishment established by
long practice. He who had recently set himself against so many old customs, could not now afford to
offend hisown private guard. Sowly, he stiffened to the inevitabilities of the Stuation.

Because hewas angry at her for the decision she wasforcing on him, he said with grim curtness, "Who
aeyou?'

"l won't talk here," she said.
"What's your name?"
She hesitated; then, gpparently recognizing the hodtility in hisvoice, she said sullenly, "Maddina Corgay.”

Theidentification gave him his second mgor pause. For it was an old and famous namein Linn. Generds
and Patrons had borne that name into the field of battle and with it had signed the laws of the country.
Thefather of thisgirl, Clane recdled, had died fighting on Mars, ayear before. Asawar hero, his
daughter's action would be excused.

Clane was chagrined to realize that he was dready thinking of the political repercussions. But it would be
folly to blind himsdlf to the fact that thisincident could be highly dangerousto him. He shook his head
angrily. With Cdg aready voted Lord Adviser, and scheduled to make histriumpha entry into this
capital city of Linntomorrow morning, the young man's supporters might well make anissue of an affair
likethis. And yet he had to take into account the expectations of the guards, who would not be interested
in excuses. Fortunately, an intermediate decison was possible.

"Bring her dong," he said. "I shdl question her when we reach out destination.”

No one demurred. It was expected that there would be a period of questioning. The crisis would come
later.

Clane gave the necessary orders. Presently the procession was moving again along the street.

* % %

Severa weeks had gone by since the capture of the invading ship, and it was more than six months since
the defeat of Czinczar and his barbarian army from Europa, thet distant and little known moon of Jupiter.
The Linnan world was still in the process of settling down from those two near catastrophes. But aready
the survivors were forgetting how great the danger had been. From all parts of the empire the ever-louder
voices of discontent echoed.

Commercid interests protested that Czinczar never had been ared threat. And that in any event the
danger had been aproduct of gross negligence by the government. Jerrin had overruled previous
objections, but now that Jerrin was dead there was a determined movement under way to nullify the
decree which Clane had proclaimed during the barbarian invasion, freeing dl loya daves. Thefeverish
fury of numberlessindividuas dispossessed of valuable servants mounted with each passing day. And
severa ugly rumors had come to Clane that there would probably have been no disastersin thefirst place
if amutation had not been tolerated for so long in the family of thelord leaders.

That was adirect attack a himsdf, and one which he could not fight by any meansknown to him. This
was particularly true since he had prevented his supporters from opposi ng the Patronate vote that gave



the Lord Advisership to young Calg.

Alarmed by the direction the public rage was taking, severd of Clane's adherents had dready regretted
that they had alowed him to persuade them. It was now necessary, they claimed, for him to act before
the Lord Adviser Cdg actudly arrived in the capital.

It was just such ascheme that had brought Clane on this night journey through the streets of deeping
Linn. A coup d'etat was being planned—so the report had cometo him upon hisarriva in the city only a
few hours before—the object of which wasto proclaim him Lord Leader.

Onhisarrival at the paace of the Patron Saronatt, where the conspirators had set up their headquarters,
Clane caled the leaders to one of the three gpartments that were immediately assigned to him. From the
beginning, his attitude was under attack. He listened, startled, as former staunch supporters of his assailed
his stand in language more violent than any he had ever had used against him. There were sneers and
furioustirades. Hisfear of an dien invasion, when not openly derided, was attacked on the grounds that
only asLord Leader would he bein aposition to defend the state. The arguments were much the same
as Czinczar's, and were held with equa determination.

Shortly after 3 am., afamous Patron denounced hisleadership. "I have been invited,” he said savagely,
"tojointheLilidel group and | shdl accept. I'm through with this cautious coward.” That wasthe
beginning. The scramble to desert asinking ship started then. At four o'clock, when Clane started to
gpeak, his audience had dwindled to a score of men, mostly military leaders who had fought with him
againg Czinczar. And even they, he saw, were not too friendly. For their benefit, he discussed briefly and
austerely the possible nature of the coming Riss attack. He did not tell them what his plans were, but he
did offer them an emotiond satisfaction.

"Our opponents,” he said, "do not, in my opinion, redize as yet what they are doing in promoting this
particular mother's boy to the rank of Lord Adviser. Children are concerned with the people around
them, not with individuals whom they never meet. Just imagine achild that isnow in aposition to get its
ownwillful way every time." He stood up, and looked around the little group grimly. He said, "I leave this
thought with you."

He returned to his own residence, more shaken by the trend of events than he cared to admit. He was on
hisway to his bedroom when he was reminded by his guards captain of the assassin.

* * *

Clane hesitated. He wastired, and sick of problems. He was not even sure that he was interested in
finding out who wanted him dead. Even some of his old supporters might now fed that he was dangerous
to them dive. What decided him in the end was his generd attitude of curiogity. He attributed his larger
success to a habit of quick and thorough investigation of anything that seemed to affect hisinterest. He
ordered the girl brought before him.

She came into the room boldly, spurning the attempt of the guardsto lead her in like a prisoner. Seenin
the bright light of the oil lamps, she looked older than his earlier impression of her had indicated. He
guessed that she was twenty-two or three, or even twenty-five. She was beautiful, by his sandards. Her
features had the even lines of good looks and keen intelligence. The effect was marred only by the
unmistakable insolence of her expression. But he redlized that was not necessarily afault. It was shewho
spokefirdt.

"If you think," she said, "that | am the usua type of assassin, you are quite mistaken.”

Clane bowed ironicaly. "l am sure" he said, "that al assassnsare unusud.”



"| shot at you to attract your attention,” she said.

Clane thought back to the moment of the attack. The arrow as he remembered it, had swished by about
afoot from his head. For askilled archer it was a bad shot. The question was, how skillful was she? And
how much had the darkness affected her aim. The woman spoke again.

"l belong to the Martian Generds Archery Club, and two weeks before Czinczar's attack | was
runner-up in the championship matches. That's what decided meto take therisk. | wassurel could
proveto you that | could have hit you."

Clane said satiricaly, "Couldn't you have chosen some other method of attracting my attention?’
"Not," sheflashed, "if | expected to hold it."

Clane stiffened. Thiswasverba byplay, and he was not interested. "I'm afraid thisis beyond me," he
sad. "And I'm afraid, too, that we will have to follow amore orthodox method of questioning, and
assume the usua ressonsfor the attack.”

He paused, curiousin spite of himsdlf. "Just why did you want to attract my attention?”
"l want to marry you," she said.
Clane, who had been standing, walked to achair and sat down. Therewas along silence.

He stared at her with bright eyes that concealed more turmoil than he cared to admit even to himself. He
hadn't expected to have his hard crust of worldliness penetrated. He had the distinct and unhappy feding
that if he spoke hisvoice would tremble. And yet it was naturd that he should have a strong reaction.

This young woman belonged to apart of Linn that he had considered forever beyond hisreach. Shewas
apart of the society that, except for afew men, had ignored the mutation member of the family of thelate
Lord Leader Linn. Thefact that agirl of her station had decided to try to marry him merely proved that
she saw him asaway to power for hersef. If the night just passed was evidence, then that might be an
error of judgment on her part. But her action wasthe first break in the dike of socia opposition.
Paliticaly speaking, she could be very vauableto him.

Clane groaned inwardly as he redlized that once more he was evauating aStuation in terms of its
advantages to his purposes. He sghed, and made up hismind. He caled to the guards captain:

"Y ou will assign an gpartment to the Lady Maddina Corgay. Shewill be our guest until further notice.
Seetoit that sheiswdll protected.”

With that, he went to bed. He left instructions as to when he should be roused, and lay awake for awhile
turning over in hismind his plansfor the day. Over and above everything e se was the visit he wanted to
make to the Central Palace to have another 1ook at the monster that Czinczar had brought to Earth.

It would be important that somebody know something about the physical sde of man's deadly enemy.
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Lord Clane awoke about midmorning to the sound of distant singing. It puzzled him for amoment, and
then he remembered that today the Lord Adviser Calg was arriving, and that afete had been
proclamed.

He ate a hasty breakfast, and then set out for the Central Palacein apatrol boat. Asthey started to float



down for alanding, the pilot sent back amessage with one of the guards:
"Y our excdlency, the Squareisfilled with people.”
Clane ordered, "Land on aside street, and well walk the rest of the way.”

They landed without incident, and wound their way among the dancers and the musicians. They passed
swaying groups of snging men and women; and Clane, who had never failed to marve at the antics of
human beings, observed them in genuine wonder.

They were celebrating the accession to power of ayouth whom they did not know. Sweet voices,
raucous Voices, good-natured yelling, women wiggling their hips coquettishly, men snatching at bare
arms, kissing any pair of femininelipsthat happened to be passng—it wasin its own way afascinating
show. But in view of the danger that had been so narrowly averted, and of the impending invasion, it was
ascenethat had implications of disaster.

Physically grown men and women were acting like children, accepting astheir ruler aboy whose only
apparently qualification was that he was the son of the great Lord Jerrin. Here was so great alove of the
childishthings of lifethat dl human lifewasimperiled.

His thought reached that point—and was violently interrupted. "It'sthat dastardly little priest!" avoice
shouted.

The words were flung back among the crowd. There were angry criesof "Evil Onel" "Mutation!" "Devil
Priest!" The dancing in the near distance came to astop, and there was a sullen surging of amass of
people to get nearer to him. Somebody yelled: "It's Lord Clane, the man responsiblefor al our troubles.”

A furious murmur swept the throng. Beside Clane, the guards captain quietly motioned to the two dozen
guards. The powerful men pressed forward, hands on swords and daggers. Clane, who had been
watching the incident develop, stepped forward, atwisted smile on hislips. Heraised hisarm, and for
just amoment received the silence he wanted. He called out in his most resonant voice:

"Long livethenew Lord Adviser Cdg."

With that, he reached into a pouch, which he had carried for yearsfor just such amoment asthis, and
brought it out clutching ahandful of silver coins. With aflick of hiswrigt he tossed the money up into air.
The metd glinted in the sun, and came down over awide area about twenty feet away. Even beforeit
landed another handful sparkled inthe air in the opposite direction.

Once more, he called, more cynicaly thistime, "Long livethe Lord Adviser Cdg."

The crowd wasn't listening. There were shrieks as people stampeded after the money. Even after Clane's
party was clear of the danger, he could hear cries of, "Giveit to me, it'smine!™ "Y ou wretch, you stepped
onmy hand!" Feet scuffled, fists smacked audibly on the morning air.

* * *

The incident made him bitter. Once again, he had been forced to rely on atechnique for handling masses
of people. Smple, effective, cunning, it was apart of the vast fund of information he had about themaniin
the street.

In spite of histremendous desire to dissociate himsalf from such cheap trickeries, he couldn't do it. He
recdled what Czinczar had said. He shook his head. There must be some way of arousing peopleto the
fact that thiswas the e eventh hour of man's destiny. And that for once all men must put aside persona
ambition and act in unison againgt an enemy o ferocious that he refused even to communicate with



human beings.

But how? What could he say or do that would strike the vital spark? He who was spending his timeand
energy studying the machines aboard the Riss battleship, atask so colossa and so important that al ese
paed into inggnificance besdeit?

Y et here he was, on hisway to the palace to do persondly what should have been aroutine job for one
or more subordinates. It wasn't, of course. No one else was qudlified for either of the two tasks that had
to be done, the palitical and the scientific. A few years before, he had belatedly started an advanced
school for science students; but he'd been too busy to giveit proper atention. Politics. Wars. Intrigue.
People to see. Spy reportsto study. Property management. Exploration. Experiments. New ideas. Each
twenty-four hours had gone by like aflash, leaving an ever accumulating variety of thingsto attend to.
One man could do only so much. And now that the crisis was here, he felt the redity of that.

Hewas dill thinking about it when he arrived &t the paace gate. The time he noted with automatic
attention to detail, was afew minutes before noon. The question in his mind was, would he be dlowed
ingde?

It turned out not to be aproblem at dl. A distracted captain of the guard admitted him and his staff.
Clane headed straight for the refrigeration room. He had no difficulty in finding the body of the dead Riss
which Czinczar had brought with him from Europa

* % %

The dongated body of the unhuman creature did not act kindly to the thawing. Asthe water began to
drip from the brown-stained, leathery folds of its skin, an unwholesome stench rose fromit. Inthe
beginning, the odor wasfaint. But it grew stronger.

Asthe butchers he had brought along, sawed it into sections, Clane took the pieces and dictated first to
one, then to another of histwo secretaries. When he was finished with a segment, he handed it to an
artist, who drew alifelike picture of it with sure, rapid strokes.

Asthe afternoon waned, the odor thickened until it seemed to permeate every crevice of the room. And
gtill Clane examined and dictated, examined and dictated. Gas flames and test tubes were brought into
action. Juicesfrom glands, liquid from the circulatory system of the thing, and fluid from the spinal column
were tested with various chemicals, separated into their components, described, named and illustrated for
future reference.

Once, when he put hisfingersinto asticky goo and tasted it, one of the secretaries fainted. Another time
hetried to feed apiece of it to arat in acage. The animal, purposdly kept hungry, pounced on it—and
died afew minutes|ater, convulsively.

Clane dictated: "The flesh, on examination, proved to be predominantly acomplex protein structure, so
complex in fact that it seemed doubtful if it would be edible by any animd of Earth origin. Rat, to whichiit
wasfed, died in 3.08 minutes."

Shortly after the dinner hour, he had the parts of the body returned to the box and put back into theice
room. Thetask completed, he hesitated. Because it was only thefirst of histwo purposes. The other one
required his knowledge of how to ride roughshod over another'swill.

Once again, he was back in the role he hated. And there was no dternative.

He sent his party home, and inquired the way to Cag's apartment. The officia he spoke to recognized
him, and put his handsto hishead, ashe said:



"Oh, your excellency, the confusion today isfantagtic. We are dl worn out."

He quieted long enough to give Clane the directions he desired. There were guards at the entrance of
Calg's gpartment, but they sprang to attention when he said, "I am Lord Clane Linn, uncle of the Lord
Adviser."

"Shall we announce you, your excellency?' one asked doubtfully.
"No." Clanewas cool and postive. "I'll just goin.”
He entered.

* * %

Therewas alittle acove, then alarge outer room. As he glanced around him curioudy, Clane saw Cag
standing on his head beside an open window. He was exhibiting his skill for the benefit of aMartian dave
girl. Thegirl giggled, and then she turned away, and saw Clane. Shefroze.

She said something, and Calg came tumbling down out of his upside down pose. He must have heard his
mother express fears about Lord Clane, because he turned pale when he saw who it was.

"Unclel" he said. And Clane did not miss the overtones of darm in the voice. Calg was hypnotized by his
own anxiety.

In asense the boy'sfears were justified. Clane had no time to waste. He had come to the palace with
two objectives, and he had brought along hisrod of energy for emergencies. One objective—the
examination of the Ross—was accomplished. The other depended on Calg.

Clanefét remorseless. According to the reports of his spies, this boy was abnormdl. If that was so, then
he could not be saved. Often in the past, Clane had taken children and grown-upsto a private asylum,
and there with dl hisknowledge had tried to untangle their minds. Invain.

Thiswas no time to hope for success, where so often he had failed before.
Cda had to be sacrificed. And Lilidel. And al that group behind her.
Destroyed by the madman they had raised to power.

"My boy," said Clane, "I have received ingruction from the gods about you. They love you—but you
must do their will."

"They love me?" said Cdg. Hiseyeswere wide.

"They loveyou," said Clanefirmly. "Why e se do you think you were dlowed to atain the height of
power? Surely, you do not think that any human could have made you Lord Adviser without their
permisson.”

"No, no, of course not."

"Ligten, carefully,” said Clane, "here are their indructionsfor your future actions. Repesat them after me.
Y oumugt rulein your ownright.”

"I mugt ruleinmy own right." Hisvoicewas dull.

"Let no onein the paace advise you on affairs of sate. Whatever you decide will be asthe decision of
the gods.”

Cdg repeated thewordswith arising inflection. And then he blinked. "Not even mother?' he asked,



amazed.
"Egpecidly not mother,” said Clane.

Hewent on, "Y ou will need new people around you. Be careful for awhile, but gradudly appoint men of
your own choice. Disregard those recommended by your mother and her friends. And now, | havea
document here—"

* % %

Arrived at home, hewasted notime. "I am leaving at once," he told the heads of the various departments
of hishousehold staff. "Y ou will probably not hear from mefor along time. Y ou will conduct yourselves
and the estate asin the pagt.”

The guards captain said, "What about the n?'
Clane hesitated; then, "I suppose the men are expectant?”
"Thet they are, ar.”

Clane said steadily, "I regard this custom of turning awoman assassin over to the soldiery as a barbarous
practice, and it will not take place. Firg, it would be very dangerous for usal since her family isfriendly
with the new Lord Adviser. Y ou might stress that point to the men, and then say—"

He made his offer of compensation. It was so generous that there was no doubt of it being accepted. He
finished, "The offer holdsfor one year. And captain—"

"Yes 9r?

Clane parted hislipsto make his next announcement, then closed them. It was more than just another
move in the complex game he was playing, and yet, the political color wasthere, too.

I've got to rise above all this pettiness, hetold himsdf. In spite of what Czinczar had said, there was
more to statesmanship than animal cunning. It al seemed so obvious; so essentia. Becauseif heaso
played only the game the others were playing, there would be no hope.

Hisvery determination stiffened him. He said quietly: ™Y ou may pass the word aong to the company
officersthat the Lady Madelina Corgay will in future be known asthe Lady MaddinaLinn. All rankswill
treat her accordingly.”

"Yes, gr. Congratulations, your excellency.”

"The marriage will take placetoday,” Clanefinished.
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"But what did you sgn?" Lilidd raged. "What wasin the document?'

She paced the floor of his gpartment in afrenzy of distress. Cag watched her sullenly, annoyed at her
critical attitude. She was the one person who could make him fed likeasmall boy, and he was sllently
furious at her for reminding him once again that he should have read what he had signed.

He was not anxious to think about Clane's appearance at the palace five weeks before, and it was
annoying that the incident remained as fresh in his mother's mind as the day it had happened. "Why
should | read the document?' he protested. "It was just one more paper. Y ou people are aways bringing



me something to sign; what's one more? And anyway, he'smy uncle, and after al, he didn't make any
trouble about my becoming Lord Adviser."

"Wecan't let him get away withit," Lilide said. ™Y ou can just picture him laughing to himsdlf, thinking
were afraid to act against him openly.”

That aso wasthe latest of an endless repetition. Psychoneurotic Calg could not help wondering if his
mother was not alittle crazy.

Lilidd raged on: "Weve sent queriesto dl the governors, with ingtructionsto scrutinize officid
documents, with particular emphasis on checking back with us on anything relaing to the military
establishment.

"Of course’—nher tone grew bitter—"asking some of those people to co-operateislike talking to ablank
wall. They pay about as much attention to us asif they were the government and we merdly hirelings.”

Cdg shifted uneasily. His mother's assumption of theword "we" rankled. She had no officia position,
and yet she acted asif shewasthe Lord Adviser, and he only her son and heir. He remembered, not for
thefirst time, that Clane had said something about asserting himsdlf. The trouble was, how could he
possibly ever dare to oppose his mother and al these dominating people?

It'stime | did something, hethought.

Aloud he said: "But what's the good of al this? Our spiesreport that he isn't at any of his edtates?' He
added, with ady dig that had become one of his defenses against his mother's dominance, "Y ou'll haveto
locate him before you do anything againgt him publicly, and even then I'd hold Traggen in front of me, if |
were you. As head of the camp legions, Traggen should do the dangerouswork." Calg stood up. "Wéll,

| think I'll drop over to the games.”

He sauntered out.

Lilidel watched him depart uneasily. She was not aware that, in Clane's estimation, her action of
poisoning Jerrin had set up conflictsingde her that were not resolvable. But, in spite of the murder, way
in the back of her mind, she applied her dead husband's standards of dignity to the greet position which
Cag now had.

It had been atremendous shock to her when Cag had insisted that the festival celebrating his
appointment be extended beyond the three days originaly set for it, free to the people, but at colossal
expense to the government. The gameswere dtill continuing, hisinterest in them unabated.

Already, there had been even more disturbing incidents. A group of youths, returning with Cag from the
gamesto the palace, were astounded to hear him suddenly burst out: "I could kill dl of you! Guards, kill
them!" The third time he shrieked the order the nearest guard, abig brute of aman, noticed one of
Cag's companions had his hand on ahaf-drawn sword. In one synchronized movement, he dashed at
the boy with his saber, nearly cutting him in two. In the resulting confusion, nine of the eleven young
noblemen were daughtered. The remaining two escaped by taking to their hedls.

Lilide had had no dternative but to report it as an attempted nation. At her ingstence, thetwo
boys who had escaped were dragged through the streets at the end of hooks, and eventualy impaled
agang the pilings of theriver'sedge.

Standing there in his apartment—where she had to come these days, if she hoped to see him—L.ilidd had
the unhappy conviction that what had happened was only the beginning.



* * %

During the weeks that followed, she discovered that Traggen had selected severad companies of bully
boysto act as Calg's persona guards, and that the men had orders to accept the dightest command
given by the Lord Adviser. She could not help suspecting Traggen's motives, but she could find no fault
openly with hisorders. It was naturd that the Lord Adviser Calg should have automatic obedienceto his
commands. What was unnatural were the commandsthat Calg gave, and al too obvioudy Traggen the
schemer could have no direct control over that.

Month after month, the toriestrickled in to her. Hundreds of people were disappearing, never to be
heard of again. Ther places were swiftly filled by newcomers who knew nothing of what had gone
before, or else dismissed as nonsense the vague stories they had heard.

Everywherein Linn, peoplein every walk of lifeintrigued to gain accessto the Lord Adviser. The
yearning will of thousands of socid climbersto become a part of the palace circle was a pressure that
never ended. For generations, that had been the road to power and position. But now, successin such a
purpose precipitated the individua into anightmare.

All the trappings and ornamentation that each person's heart craved were there. He attended banquets
that consisted amost entirely of out-of-season delicacies, and rare and costly foods from the planets.
Each night, the palace balroom was awhirl with gaily attired dancers. On the surface everything was asit
should be.

Usudly, thefirst few incidentsfailed to darm the individual. Someonein the crowd would cry out in fear
and pain; and it was often difficult to find out what had happened.

Besides, it was happening to someone else. It seemed remote and without personal meaning, and that
was true even when it took place close by. The guards—so it was reported to Lilidel—had developed a
skillful technique of snatching up the dead body, pressing in close around it, and racing out of the nearest
door.

In the beginning it was hard for any particular person to imagine that such athing could ever happen to
him. But the strain began to tell. No one who was accepted in high government circles dared to withdraw
from active socid life. But Lilidel began to notice that her listeners were no longer completely sympeathetic
to her blurred references to the danger of assassination. Too many Linnan familieswere in mourning for a
son or daughter who had been casualy killed by Calg's butchers.

A year and three weeks went by.

* % %

Oneday Lilidd's ceasel ess search for a clue to the nature of the document Calg had signed for Clane
was rewarded. A paragraph in aroutine letter from aprovincia governor was brought to her attention. It
reed:

"Will you please convey to hisexcdlency, the Lord Adviser, my gppreciation of the precautionsthe
government has taken to insure the safety of the populace in the event of another invader bombing out
cities. We of Reean, who have before us always the awful example of what happened to our neighbor
city of Mura, are perhapsin abetter position to understand the practicd brilliance of what is being done.
In my opinion, more than anything e se this has established the reputation of the Lord Adviser among
people who formerly might have considered him too young for his high office. The breadth of
statesmanship revedled, the firm determination, the break with precedent—as you know farm people are
usualy the least patriotic and the most commercialy minded of the populace in an emergency—are dl
proof that the New Lord Adviser isaman of remarkable inaght and character.”



That was dl there was, but it was enough for Lilidel. A week of careful inquiry produced the picture of
what had happened, and was till happening.

Everywhere except around Linn, city people had been organized and assigned to nearby farms. Until
further notice, and under heavy penalties, they were ordered to spend ten percent of their incomesto
congtruct living quarters—and an icehouse for food storage—on the farms to which they wereto go if an
emergency was proclaimed.

The buildings were to be so constructed that they could be converted into granaries, but for three years
they were to remain empty. The city people would do the building, and they wereto vigt their farm once
amonth asagroup in order to familiarize themsel ves with the environment.

At the end of three years, the farmer could buy the buildings at fifty percent of the cost of materia s—but
with no charge for labor— but he could not tear them down for another ten years. The food in the
icehouse remained the property of the city people, but must be disposed of by the end of the fifth year.

Lilidd stidfied hersdf that thiswasindeed the result of the document which Cag had sgned for Clane,
and then she consulted agricultura experts. They were amazed. One of them said dazedly:

"But you don't do that kind of thing to farmers. They won't stand for it. They won't co-operate. And the
least we can do now isto give them the buildings at the end of the three years."

Lilidd was about to agree with the indictment of the plan, when she remembered—it kept dipping her
mind—that Calg was supposed to have sponsored it.

"Nonsense!" she brushed aside the objections. "We will proceed exactly aswe havein the past.”
She added, "And, of course, we will now extend it to include the city Linn."

Shetold Cag afterwards, triumphantly, "The beauty of it isthat Lord Clane has actualy strengthened
your position." She hesitated. There was one thing wrong with her victory. After more than ayear there
was gtill no sign of the mutation. He had vanished as completely asif he had died and been buried.
Victory—when the loser did not know you had won—acked savor.

"But what'sdl thisabout?' Cag asked peevishly. "What are the precautions agang?'

"Oh, there was some invading ship here from one of the little known outer planets. Y our father worried a
great deal about it, but when the fleet attacked they had little or no trouble driving it away. | suppose we
should have pursued them and declared war, but you can't be fighting the barbarians al thetime. The
important thing is not the precautions but that the people seem to approve of them. And they think you're
responsble”

Cdg sad: "But | only signed one paper.” It was apoint that had been bothering him for sometimeina
curious irksome fashion.

His mother stared at him, baffled. She sometimes had difficulty following her son's associations. "What do
you mean?'

Cag shrugged. "The reports say that official orders were posted up in every district with my name and
sed 9gned to them. But | only Sgned one."

Lilidel waswhite. "Forgeries," she whigpered. "Why, if they can do that—" She broke off. "Cometo
think of it, the one sent us did ook odd."



Trembling, she sent for it, and presently they were bending over the document. "It'smy signature all
right,” said Cdg. "And that'sthe sed.”

"And there were hundredslike this," whispered Liliddl, overwhelmed.

She had never before seen a Photostat.

* * *

A week |ater, shewas still undecided as to whether she should fed stisfied or dissatisfied about the
stuation when aterrible report reached her. Hundreds of gigantic spaceships were hovering over the
mountain areas of Earth. From each one of them thousands of monsters were being landed.

The Risshad arrived.
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Lord Clane was very much dive indeed. At the appointed hour, more than ayear before, he had sent a
peremptory order to al sections of the giant ship, and then settled himself at the contrals.

The Solar Star began to lift. Theinitid movement was norma enough, but the difference showed within a
few minutes. It grew dark with extreme rapidity. The accel eration made the men in the control room look
at each other with sickly grins.

Clane noticed the reaction, but he stayed on his couch beside the touch controls. He had a hollow fedling
at the pit of his stomach, but only he knew their destination.

After three hours he reduced that tensing acceleration to one gravity, and went up to his own gpartment
for dinner. Conscious of the difficulties that thousands of people in the decks below would havein
preparing their medl's, he waited an hour and ahaf before again applying acceleration.

Five hoursticked by before once more he reduced the accel eration to one gravity, and alowed another
hour and a hdf for the preparation and consumption of food. The next period of acceleration was four
hours. At that time he reduced the tremendous pressure briefly while his new ingtructions were circul ated.

"The people aboard this ship,” he ordered, "will now deep for seven hours. Accderation will be
somewhat greater than norma but not so great as it has been. Be sure and take advantage of the

opportunity.”

For thefirg time then he alowed his officersto transmit the pattern of travel to their subordinates, and so
on through the ship: "Two (breskfast), three (accel eration), one and ahdf (dinner), five (acceleration),
one and ahalf (supper), four (acceleration), seven (deep).” The extratime for breskfast alowed for
dressing and toilette.

* k%
"This" said Madding, "isslly."

Clane studied her as she sat across the bregkfast table from him. It wastheir fourth morning of living in
the spaceship. He had wondered how the pressure of acceleration, and the dreary routine would affect
her. For severd med periods now, he had been finding out. As awife, Madelinawas as outspoken as
she had been while acaptive. It wastime she found out the truth.

She looked a him now, her dark eyesflashing. "I see no reason whatever," she said, "for usto run away.
Y ou've got to be bold in thisworld, Clane. Maybe that's why you've never got anywhere.”



Her casud dismissal of dl his achievements startled Clane. But there was an even more disturbing
implication behind her words. After thirty years of being afree agent, he must now adjust himsdlf to the
presence of somebody who could talk to himin thiscritical but undiscriminating fashion. Most
unsatisfactory of dl, intellectudly, was his own reaction to her presence.

Gratitude! A woman of the Linnan aristocracy had sought him out to marry him. She wasllittle more than
achild, impulsive, impatient, undisciplined, lacking the experience and training that one would give
balance to her judgments. But he was grateful to her nonetheless. And anxious. Suppose she grew
impatient and decided she had made a mistake. He did not doubt that she would leave him, lightly,
disdainfully, perhaps seeking some other protector aboard the ship. Czinczar? It was not a possibility he
cared to consider.

It was time she found out that thiswas not just aflight from Lilidel. He said, "After breakfast, why don't
you come up to the control room with me. Thereésan dl glassroom next to it from which you can get a
wonderful view of the gars.”

Madelina shrugged. "I've seen the sun before in space.”

It seemed to be argection, and Clane wasn't sure whether he should be relieved or unhappy. And then,
an hour later, just as he was about to increase the accel eration, she came into the control room.

"Wherésthisviewing room?' she said chearfully.

Clane saw severd officerslook at each other significantly. Silently furious, Clane walked towards her.
Her action was inexcusable, since he had told her what the pattern of flight would be.

"Thisway," hesad.

She must have noticed the suppressed anger in hisvoice. But she merely smiled sweetly, and walked in
the direction heindicated. She stopped as she came to the door of the viewing room. He heard the
hissing intake of her breath, and then she had moved forward and out of sight. When Clane cameto the
door, he saw that she was dready standing with her face pressed againgt the transparent wall.

* * *

Seemingly inches beyond wasthe great dark itsdf. Silently, Clane took up aposition beside her. His
anger was unabated. For thisvidgt of Madelinas, casudly calculated to be annoying, fitted in with dl the
more foolish things that human beings were doing on Earth on the eve of disaster. Each day that went by,
it grew clearer that the interreationships of human beings was inextricably bound up with the Riss danger
itsdlf. It was not two or more, but one complex problem.

With adark awareness of how intricate was this dien war, Clane waited for Maddinad's reaction.

The viewing room was unigue from the trangparent sectionsin other parts of the ship in that the"glass'
bulged out. From where they stood, it was possible to look both forward and backward. Almost directly
behind the ship, avery bright star wasvisble.

Clanesaidin alow tone: "Madelina, you've made afool of me before my own staff, coming up likethis.”

Maddinadid not ook around, but her shoulderslifted ever so dightly, defiantly. She said: "I think this
wholeflight isridiculous. Y ou men ought to be ashamed of yoursdlves, running away. Persondly, | wont
have anything to do with it."

Sheturned impulsively, but there was an intense expression on her face. "Now, look, Clane," she said,
"I'm not going to embarrass you again, so don't worry. Y ou see, | know I'm going to be good for you.



Y ou'retoo careful. You don't redize that life is short, and you've got to cut corners and do things fast and
without fear. There's only one thing I'm scared of, and that isthat I'll miss something, some experience,
somevitd part of being dive”

Shewent on earnestly: "Clane, | tell you thistrip isamistake. We should go back and boldly take up
residence on the estate. Certainly, we must take precautions against danger, but even if we do get caught
inoneof Lilidd'straps, I'm ready. | lovelife, but I'm not going to live it on my knees."

Once more she broke her thought abruptly. "What planet are we going to? Mars, or Venus?'
"Neither."

"One of the moons, perhaps? If it's somewhere interesting, Clane, | might fed lessimpatient. After dl, a
girl ought to have anice honeymoon." She pointed at the bright star behind them. "What planet isthat?"

"It'sthe Sun," said Clane.
He helped her presently to one of the nearby couches, and returned to the control room.

A few minutes|ater, the Solar Sar was plunging at tremendously increased accel eration through a space
that grew darker with each passing hour.

* % %

It was during the supper hour on the fifth day that Clane wasinformed that Czinczar desired an audience.
He hesitated, fighting an instant impatience. Another human hurdle, and an important one.

"Bringhimin,” he ordered findly.

The barbarian leader came in thoughtfully and accepted the chair to which Clane motioned him. Hisface
wasastudy of conflicting emotions, but hisvoice was steady when he finally spoke.

"You madman!" hesaid.

Clane smiled. "That'swhat | thought your reaction would be."

Czinczar brushed aside the remark with an angry gesture. "What's the logic behind such amove?
“Hope"

The barbarian'slips curled. Y ou've given up the political control of a planet, the enormous geographical
distances of Earth to which men can retreat in case of an emergency—for adream.”

Clane said, "Thismatter of political control isan obsesson with you, Czinczar. Intheface of aRiss
invasion, it isameaningless achievement. Thisisnot aproblem that will be solved in the solar system.”

"Nor by aman whose firgt thought isto escape from danger into outer space,”" Czinczar sneered.

Clane smiled again, more grimly thistime. "If you knew what plans| have, you would swallow those
words."

Czinczar shrugged. "Just where arewe going?' he asked at last.
Clanetold him, "It'sastar | located on an old star map of this part of the galaxy.”

Having used those magic words, he had to hold himself calm. "Gaaxy", other "stars'—even to him who



had discovered so much of the science of the days of old, there were new meanings here, emotiona
excitements on alevel beyond anything he had ever known.

"It's about sixty-five light-yearsfrom Sol," he said steadily.

Hewatched Czinczar to seeif the fantastic distance he had named had any meaning. But the barbarian
seemed to beinvolved in amentd conflict. He looked up findly, hisface twisted.

"Men—out there?' Even after aminute of silence, he sounded astounded.

Clane said earnestly, "'l want you to picture the golden age of science, Czinczar. Surdly, thisideaisnot
new to you, who brought the first Riss body to Linn. Long ago, man's civilization attained a stature that
has never since been equaed. In those marvelous days, ships not only went to other planets, but to other
dars.

"Then thedienscame. A bitter war ensued. The civilization of the solar system was virtudly buried with
the destruction of all itscities. But out in space, colonies escaped, and continued to develop scientifically
beyond anything now known on Earth.”

The young man climbed to hisfeet. Y our excdlency,” he said in aforma tone, "in my opinion you have
by your actions destroyed the solar system. In leaving the Linnan Empirein the control of amad youth
and his murderess-mother, you have a one stroke handed the fate of the known human race over to a
government that will be thrown into confusion a the moment the Riss attack, and will remain in a state of
confusion until theend. Y our imaginativeflight isillogicd in thefirst place because, if other men had found
ameans of fighting the Riss, they would by thistime have contacted the people of Earth.”

Clane heditated; then, "There are several possible answersto that. Colonies don't build interstellar ships.
Or if these have, then by the time they developed them they had forgotten that Earth existed. Or at least
forgotten where it wasin space.”

Czinczar controlled himself with avisible effort. Y our excdllency,” he said, "I urge you to turn back. |
aso bdieveinimagination, or | would never have achieved my present position. Nor would | have dared
to take the enormous risk of attacking Linn. If | had thought you would make thisflight into darkness, |
would not have surrendered to you, sphere or no sphere.”

Clanesad, "Czinczar, you're agreat disgppointment to me. In a curious—| supposeillogica fashion—I
counted on your seeing the importance of forgetting dl irrelevant persona ambition. | counted on you
denying yoursdf the pleasure which you obtain from military combat—you have some scheme, | know,
of fighting apurdly defensvewar againg the Riss. All that, | say, | expect you to forgo in thiscriss. And
what do | find?"

He made amovement with his hand that expressed some of hisown fury & the petty thingsthat Czinczar
had done. "' From the beginning you have plotted primarily for persona advantage. Y ou have forced other
men to take defensive action againgt you—"

"Theideabeing, of course" sneered Czinczar, "that these other individuals were not doing any plotting of
their own, and would not have intrigued againgt each other if | had not come on the scene.”

Clane said quietly, "Each man must forget his own schemes, his own desires, for the duration. There can
be no exceptions.”

Czinczar was cold and contemptuous. "Harping on the same old subject, aren't you? Well, | refuseto
talk further to a person who haslost his good sense because of a childish, naive dream. The able man



who abdicates his own ideas betrays himsdf and his state. He must fight for his own convictions against
the firmly held ideas of other men. | am convinced that, having adopted such ajuvenile attitude, al your
plans are now suspect.”

He stalked to the door, turned. "Don't forget, the reason the Riss are attacking the solar system must be
because there are alimited number of habitable planetsin the area of space that can be reached by their
ships. | hope you're sure that we will find a habitable planet when we reach our destination about—" He
paused, abruptly tense. "How long will it take?"

"Something over ayear,” said Clane.

Czinczar groaned. "Madness," he muttered. "Utter madness!”

* % %

He went out, leaving Clane disturbed and upset. The barbarian |eader was unquestionably one of the
outstanding military logicians of the age, abold and careful man who had probably examined the entire
Riss stuation with aminute attention to detail. No fear of unknown distances would influence his
decisons.

And yet, hisanalyss must be wrong. Czinczar smply did not have the understanding of sciencethat aone
made possible aconsdered judgment. All his courage, his calculated risks, and his military skill would
merely delay the enemy, not defeat him.

If the answer was not available out in space, then there was no answer.
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A week of routine flight went by. At first Clane held himself aoof from some of the precautionsthat he
would in the past have taken against aman like Czinczar.

"If intrigueis ever going to end,” hetold himsdlf, not for the first time, "then somebody hasto take the first
step. Y ou have to show people that you trust them."

Onelittle point jarred on him. During that week, it grew in hismind to uneasy proportions. The point was
sample. Czinczar had stated unequivocaly that he would not co-operate.

Abruptly, on the sixth day, that recollection broke through Clane's reserve. He began to spy on Czinczar.
Hewasintensdly disgppointed, though, he redlized bitterly, not basically surprised, to discover that
massive military preparations were under way in the lower haf of the ship.

The discovery depressed Clane because Czinczar clearly counted on his own precautions to prevent any
spying. It showed up hisignorance of science. Hisactua preparations were skillful and bold. He had
readied Riss-type explosives he had discovered in one of the holds. Crews with battering rams had been
trained to smash down connecting doors which the explosive failed to shatter. The entire barbarian
army—amagnificent array of fighters—was divided into groups of a size more suitable for battlein a
confined area.

The date of the attack was set by Czinczar for the deep period of the eighth "night.”

Twelve hours before the attack was scheduled, Clane invited the barbarian leader to come up and
ingpect Riss wegpons. He recognized that he was up to hisold tricks. He told himsdlf defensively that
what he hoped for could only be achieved gradudly. In the meantime, he must accept the old
environment of human machinationsthat he knew so well.



Therewasadday of severd hours, while Czinczar discussed the timing of theinvitation with hisgenera
gaff. Findly, he sent amessenger to Clane accepting the offer. But the attack was not called off.

Czinczar arrived a the gppointed time with two engineer officers. Heignored Clane's extended hand,
saying curtly, "Y ou surely don't expect meto be friendly to aman who tortured me."

"But didn't kill you," Clane pointed out with afaint smile.

"That," said Czinczar, "is because you hope to make use of my forces. Since that involves my own
abilities, | must have apicture of the possibilities of our Stuation, so that | can Sart training my men. Let
us proceed.”

Clanefdt vaguely sorry for the great man. He was so obvioudy unaware of what he was up againg.

It emphasized—if emphasis were needed—how little he was qudified to judge the hard redlities of the
Risswar.

It grew clear from the barbarian's next words that he had specific ideas as to what wegpons he wanted to
see. He said, "Before coming aboard, | was ‘photographed’ by amachine. That was subsequently done
to everyone. What was the purpose?’

Clane led the way to a specid weapon control room, with its huge chairs and oversized equipment. He
remained in the background while the barbarian engineers exclaimed over the glittering machinesand
ingruments. Czinczar evidently shared their amazement, for he looked around soberly, and then said:

"| can seethat the Riss are scientifically our superiorsin every department.”

Clane said nothing. Weeks ago, that had been his reaction, too. Now, he wasn't so sure. Involuntarily, he
glanced down at the floor. It was covered by afindy woven fiber mat. In looking under the mat—as he
had done as amatter of course—he had found that once there had been another floor covering, aplastic
coating of somekind. It was al gone except for chips and fragments.

Hisworkmen had been unable to remove those pieces. The materia defied stedl chisals.

To Clane, that suggested thiswas an old ship. The plastic had deteriorated unevenly over the centuries—
and the Riss didn't know how to replaceit.

There was other evidence. Some of the control switches were dummies. In tracing their leads, he had
come to empty roomswhich looked asif they had once contained machines,

Theimplicationsweretitanic. The Riss, too, had an unbalanced civilization. More fortunate than man,
they had been able to continue to build interstellar ships. Or perhapsthey were actudly using shipsthat
had fought in the deadly war fifty centuries ago, and smply did not know how to rebuild some of the
mechinesin them.

That gave Clane his picture. Two races struggling up out of the abysmd night, with the Rissfar in the lead
intheracefor scientific advantage.

Asof now, their advantage was overwheming. Man would go down in the first mgor engagement.
Czinczar was spesking again. "l expect you to siop meif | do anything wrong."

He seemed to have forgotten the protector "photographing” machine. He settled himsdlf in one after the
other of the huge control chairs, and began to manipulate dias. With each move he asked questions,



while the engineerstook notes. "What doesthisdo? And this? And this?' Helistened intently, and the
answer never seemed too detailed for him. Severd times, in spite of extensive explanation, he shook his
head and frankly admitted, "I don't understand how that works."

Clane refrained from making an even more extensive admission. He had taken most of these machines
gpart, and put them together again. But just how they worked was a problem on adifferent level of
understanding. He had made attempts to duplicate apparently smple looking plates and circuits, with
completely negative results.

Fortunately, the great ship's storerooms were packed with duplicates, so extensive experiments were il
possible.

Czinczar was beginning to understand purposes now. His gaze moved quickly along the tremendous
instrument board; and it was not surprising that he walked over to the "protector” machine, and stared
down at it. At this control end, it bore no resemblance to the tel escopic " photographic’ machine, which
had taken his"picture.” Obvioudy, he stared down at the array of locks that wererigidly clamped over
every did.

Clane cameforward. "Thisisit," he said.

* % %

Clane began by giving someideaof theintricate science involved, and of the advanced mechanical
arrangement.

"Asyou may or may not know," he said, "the ninety-odd chemical e ementsin the periodic system are
made of atoms, which in turn are complex structuresinvolving nuclel and orbitd particles. The outer
particle'ring' of each atom is of first importance in any chemica reaction. Where the outer 'rings of two
dementsare very smilar, it is difficult to separate them chemically.

"Naturaly, clusters of such atomsarein astate of turmoil. They send out a constant barrage of radiation
on different energy levels. It would seem at first thought that at each particle leve, theradiation of one
object would be exactly smilar to the same energy radiation from another body. According to the Riss
diagrams | have examined—and there are some very interesting films aboard to illustrate the text—these
radiations differ on abasis of spacing and timing. They exist in adifferent space-time. | confessthat's
been ahard formulation for meto grasp.”

He paused. It wasthefirgt time he had talked of thisto anyone; and he was conscious of atension of
excitement inside him. Sometimes, when he thought of the colossal treasure-house of science he had
captured dong with the Riss ship, the emotiona impact threatened to overwhelm him. That wasthe
feding he had to fight now. He went on findly, huskily:

"This machine'—he pointed at the "protector” instrument board—"sends out a stream of radiation, which
permeates the space-time in and around the ship. The radiation runs up and down the scale of energy
severa hundred thousand times a second. Whenever it resonates—that is, enters the space-time of some
other radiation— the temperature of the affected object goes up. This happensto all except 'protected
atoms.

"The nature of the 'protection’ isbasically smple. When you were photographed, a pattern was set up in
aseries of tubes here, whereby your position in space was thereafter recognized. This recognition could
be used either to single you out for destruction from among billions of other objects, or it could be used
to 'protect’ you. As of this moment, the radiation skips over you and me and the other people in this ship.
It skips over every object in the ship by the process of recognizing them and rejecting them severa
hundred thousand times a second.”



Clanefinished, "Thisis one of the most deadly wegpons ever invented for use againgt flesh and blood
creatures. If | had known they had something like this aboard, | would not have considered making an
attack. Every man in the spaceships that took part in the battle was killed. Not just a percentage of them,
but every single Linnan in the part of the fleet that actually attacked. My men and | escaped because the
Riss patrol boat we were in had a'protector' camera aboard, which automatically 'photographed’ us.
Apparently, they used it so that the liftboats could bring specimensto the ship.”

The account completed, he waited. He was not too surprised at the prolonged silence. Findly, Czinczar
sad, "Doesit operate only againgt living matter?”

"It's set that way."

"But it could be used againgt inanimate objects? Y ou either deliberatdly or unconscioudy implied that in
your use of such words as 'object’.”

Clane hesitated. Not for the first time, he was Startled at the discernment of the barbarian leader. He
shrugged finaly, and admitted the fact. "Frankly, | don't quite see how it can effectively be used against
inorganic matter. It rai ses the temperature of the entire affected area about sixty degrees. That'sfatd for
life organisms, but even atree would surviveit.”

"Y ou would say then that thisinstrument could not destroy our planet?”
"l don't see how."
"That," said Czinczar, "iswhat | wanted to know."

Histoneindicated that he had guessed the purpose of the long explanation. His eyes met Clane's, and
there was asardonic light in them.

"Youll havetotry again," hesad. "l don't scare easily.”

* k% %

He seemed dissatisfied with the limitations of his rebutta. For he hesitated, glanced at hisengineers,
parted hislipsto speak, and then apparently changed hismind. Silently, he settled himself into the next
chair, and began to manipulate the dids of the wegpon controlled fromiit.

Clane held back his disappointment. He intended to come back to the matter, and he had afeding that
Czinczar did too. While he waited, he explained the new weapon.

It operated on amolecular level. It was definitely not radioactive. It seemed to set up aterrific agitationin
the molecules of an object. Result: the object burned with ablue-white hegt, dissolving quickly into its
component gases. It could be used againgt organic or inorganic matter, but it was alimited weapon in that
it had to be aimed and held briefly on itstarget. He had till to find out if it could be used automatically.

Clane continued, "I've merdly tested it. | haven't had timeto examineit." He paused ever so briefly, then
finished ddiberately, "1 gave most of my attention to the 'protector' device. It's existence nullifies
everythingwevegot.”

Czinczar said quickly, "And the sphere nullifiesit."

Helooked around, and squarely met Clane's determined gaze. "Think, your excellency, if they try to land,
the sphere not only decimates them; it destroys every sngle Rissin the vicinity.”

"All they haveto do," said Clane bleskly, "isfly low over one of our citieswith this protector’ device on,



and every person in that city dies. A hundred ships could wipe out the population of Earth in agiven
time"

Czinczar wasfacing him now. "Then why did they use atomic bombs againgt the citiesthey destroyed?”
Histone chdlenged Claneto give alogicd answer.

Clanesaid dowly, "I think it's aweapon they developed since the war that originally destroyed man's
civilization. | don't think they wanted usto find out about it from an exploring ship. Its potentidities can be
partidly nullified by evacuating cities and scattering the population.”

Czinczar shook hishead. "Y our answer is not complete enough. An irresistible wegpon doesn't have to
be conceded. Y ou say you've tested it. Knowing your thoroughness I'm going to guess that you know its

range.”
"About two and ahdf miles," said Clane without hesitation.
"Sinceit hasarange," said Czinczar, "it obvioudy must be more effective a one mile than a two."

Clane nodded. "The nearer to the ship the higher the temperature it produces. At two and ahdf milesitis
gill fatd, but theindividual may bein agony for severd hours before death comes.™

"What happens when abarrier is placed between it and itsintended victims?'

"Themeninthe Linnan fleet," said Clane, "were protected by severd inches of metal, but everyone of
themdied.”

"According to your account,” flashed Czinczar, "they should have died when they were ill more than
two milesfrom theinvader. Actudly, dl of them got close enough for them to ram the big ship. If the ship
had been out of control for the full two miles, only afew of them would have reached their objective.”

Clanesad irritably, "All right, suppose asmall portion of the population successfully burrows out of reach
of thisweagpon. A thousand or ten thousand people surviveto fight on. Surdly, that is not a satisfactory
solution. The Riss could ignore them amost completdly.”

Czinczar climbed to hisfeet. "Y our excellency,” he said angrily, "it isclear that you and | do not
understand each other.”

To Clane, something else was clear. The argument had reached a critical stage.

* % %

"Your excdlency," Czinczar began, "'l am predominantly amilitary man, you are ascientist. To me, your
fear that people may be killed haslittle or no meaning. People are dways being killed, if not in wars, then
by other methods. But the wars are ever present, so we need look no further.”

Hewent on grimly, "It isthe essentia nature of amilitary man that he must think in terms of percentage
losses. Only the skillful leaders must be protected. During awar the degth of afirgt-class military
drategist can be anationa disaster. The resulting defeat may mean davery by one means or another for
the entire population. In an alien war it can mean the extermination of the race.”

Clane parted hislips at that point to interrupt, changed his mind, and then thought better of that, and said
dryly, "And who shal decide on the importance of the man? He himself?' He broke off. "Go on,” he
urged.

Czinczar shrugged angrily. "In certain rigid governmental structures, asingle man may lose every béttle



and till remain in power. But abrave and determined general with enough supporters can break through
such an egocentric pattern, and seize control of the defense forces. That Situation existed in Linn for one
person—yoursdf.” Contemptuoudy, "Y ou logt your nerve."

"Proceed,” said Clane coally.

"The importance of the leader,” said Czinczar, " condtitutes one principle of warfare. Another one, even
more basic, isthat you do not surrender your land to the invader except for specific military purposes,
and in the belief that you are actudly strengthening your position. Usudly, you make him pay apricefor
it"

Clanesaid, "If we exchanged one man for two Riss, we would exterminate oursaves, and the natural
increase on one or two Riss planets would make up the Risslossesinasingle year. Actudly, at a
conservative estimate, we would lose ten of our own people for every Risswekilled.”

"You can't provethat,” Czinczar snapped. He waved ahand in annoyance. "Never mind." He went on,
"You arewrong in believing that | oppose such ajourney asthis. But | believeit'stoo soon. The solar
system must be defended first. We must show these diensthat they cannot make asuccessful landing on
any of our planets. Later, when we have established our lines of defense, when we know where and
under what terms we can fight, when the populace istrained to the conditions under which the battle must
be waged, then and only then can we trust other individuasto carry on.”

Hiseyeswere glowing, hisface was set in hard lines, hislipstightly drawn together. "There," he said,
"you have my argument.”

He sat down, and gazed at Clane expectantly. The latter hesitated. So far as he could see, nothing new
or important had been brought out. He had considered every one of Czinczar's points long ago, and
found them inadequate to the Situation. He said findly, dowly:

"Inthefirst place, | rgect the notion that one or two men are indispensable to the human race, even if
they have managed by politica cunning to convince alarge following that the group can obtain power
through them. | have persondly told many individuals how | think awar againg the Risswould haveto be
fought. In acrigs, these gentlemen will make their counsd felt.”

"Too late" interjected Czinczar.

Clanewent on, "Thiswar between Riss and human cannot be won by making astand on asingle planet,
or inasingle sun system. | am not even sure that an attempt should be made to win it. There you have my
second point.”

Czinczar said, "'l am agreat proponent of the limited objective— provided the enemy concurs.”

"Thirdly," said Clane, "we will not operate on the basis that haf the population, or three quartersof it, is
expendable. Leaderswith such notionsare crimindly irresponsible.”

Czinczar laughed, harshly. "A good military man accepts the potentidities of his Stuation. He makes what
sacrifices are necessary. Since the aternative in this Situation is utter disaster, then the sacrifice of three
quarters or more of the population is not something that isin the control of theindividua leader.”

Clanesad, "l am surethat | can trust even Lilidd to maintain hersdf within those dadtic limitations. And
now"—his tone changed—"before | make my fourth point, | want you to examine this part of the weapon
control board." He indicated a section which they had not yet ingpected.

* % %



Czinczar gave him asharp look, and then settled down into one of the chairs. Hisfirst touch on adia
brought a picture onto alarge screen on the wal in front of him. He frowned at ascene in space.

"A window?" he asked doubtfully.
Claneurged, "Goon."

The barbarian moved quickly from instrument to instrument. He grew abruptly tense when he cameto
those that showed the inside of the ship. In sillence, he adjusted more dids, and watched the scenesthat
unfolded on the plates, and listened to the dialogue that came from concedled loud speakers.

People talking—in their rooms, along corridors, in the great community kitchens. Talking, unaware that
they were being observed. Those dl-seeing viewers peered in at lovers, and a the headquarters of
Czinczar in the barbarian section of the ship. They showed the preparations that had been made by the
barbariansfor their assault. Everywhere, the evidence was brought to light.

At last, he seemed to have enough. He shut off the instrument he had been manipulating, and sat for
nearly aminute with his back to Clane. Findly, he stood up, turned, and gazed at Clane with steady eyes.
"What isyour fourth point?' he asked.

Clane stared at him, suddenly gloomy. Because he was back on the childish leve. In spite of hisdesireto
raise the entire undertaking to a plane where it was above palitics, above the need for force, inexorably it
had sunk to that level. And now, he had no recourse but to act accordingly. He said:

"Very ample. We are on our way to another star. In my egocentric fashion, | have somehow entrenched
mysdf in aposition of command. So long as| amin that position, the journey continues. If | should find
my control serioudy threatened, | would be reluctantly compelled to tamper with the ‘protective’ machine
on alevel where it might damage any conspirators. Do | make mysdlf clear?"

The barbarian stared a him with icy hodtility. "Perfectly,” he said.
He turned with ashrug. "L et us proceed with the ingpection.”

There was no further discussion. So far as Clane was concerned, it was a defeat for both of them.
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On year and eighteen days went by. The giant ship approached the end of itsjourney.

Twin planets, like two large moons, swam in the blackness ahead. 1t seemed clear from their sizeand
their distance from each other— they looked about the same diameter—that they revolved one around
the other, and that the two of them together followed an eccentric orbit around the hot blue star that was
their sun.

The Solar Star approached them on aline amost equidistant from each planet. Ranking technica
officers—both barbarian and Linnan—gathered in the viewing room. From where he stood near
Czinczar, Clane could hear the comments.

"Undoubtedly, both have atmospheres.”
"| can see continents and oceans on both of them.”

"Look, that must be amountain. See the shadow it casts.”



Clane listened sllently. Most of the remarks confirmed his own impressions. He had had afew other
thoughts that no one had yet mentioned, but they would come to them, he felt sure.

Hewaited for additional comments, and presently, as he had expected, they came. A man said, "You'd
think we'd have caught the glint of aship before this. There must be a steady stream of traffic between
the two planets.”

Another man said, "I've been watching the dark areas of the right sde of each planet, whereit's night
now. | have yet to seethelightsof acity.”

The murmur of conversation ended abruptly. More than adozen pairs of eyesturned to stare at Clane.
The mutation smiled faintly, and turned to Czinczar.

"They're expecting me to guarantee them that well find human beings down there,” he murmured in alow,
amused tone. The barbarian leader shrugged coldly.

Clanefaced hismixed, partly hostile $aff. "Gentlemen,” he said, "congder the following posshilities.
Citiesare vulnerable to the aliens; therefore there are no cities. It is much too soon to say that thereisno
periodic traffic between the two planets.”

Hewalked over and made some adjustments on the auxiliary steering gear. The ship began to turn
gradudly inits course. Unmistakably, it headed for the planet that had been to their right afew moments
before.

No one made any comment on the choice. One planet of these twins seemed as good asthe
other—especidly as both could be visited in amatter of days by thistremendoudy swift ship.

* % %

The ship entered the atmosphere of Twin One, as someone suggested they call it, at a sedate speed. On
Clan€e's star map, the two planets had names of their own—Outland and Inland—Dbut the mutation did
not mention the fact. The machine ped down toward sealeve, and gradually straightened its course until
it was moving aong about three miles above a hilly wildernessthat glinted with streams. Asfar asthe eye
could see therewas forest or green meadow.

The men looked at each other. Clane walked over to Czinczar and, standing beside him, stared somberly
down at thevirgin land below. Czinczar spokefirg, "It'stoo bad the dliens didn't find this planet. They
could haveit without afight.”

Clane laughed abruptly. It was a curioudy harsh sound, that startled him. "Czinczar," he said after a
moment, "there won't be any fight on Earth either unless the inhabitants of Twin One or Twin Two can
provide us with superior wespons.”

The barbarian said nothing. He must have sensed something of Clane'sintense disappointment.
Somebody shouted, "Thereésavillage!”

Clane counted nineteen houses st rather widely apart, and then a sprinkling of houses even farther from
each other. About a hundred acres of trees evenly spaced suggested an orchard, and there were fields of
green Suff.

He saw no moving dots which, at three miles, was not too surprising. Human beings did not show up well
fromaheight.

They were past. The houses blurred into the mist behind them, but their existence had dready



communicated awarmth of excitement to the men in the viewing room. A babble of conversation broke
out.

Clane said to Czinczar: " Suppose that this planet was inhabited by an agricultura society. With an army
no larger than the one aboard, we could take control. Then, even if we failed to find weapons to stop the
invaders, we could have anucleus of civilization here."

Czinczar maintained a sour silence, and the two men stood without speaking for along moment. Then
Clane said: "Let's see what we find below. Everything may be different than it sesemsto be.”

He changed the subject. "How do you think we should approach them?”

They decided to go inforceinto severd villages. There had been severd but now the largest was
composed of twenty-eight houses, with a scattering of othersin the vicinity. It was agreed that individua
spies could not possbly infiltrate into such smal groups. Theindividua spy wasfinefor citieslike Linn,
whereforeignersarrived daily from dl parts of the solar system. Here, any new man would be regarded
asadranger. Therewould very likely be language difficulties so serious asto prevent immediate
communication.

Only aforce large enough to handle opposition or hostility would be in apogition to obtain important
informetion.

The decision made, Clane commanded, "Six patrol vessaswill leave immediately. Three Europan, three
Linnan." He added, "Good luck."

Groups of men had been training for such expeditions for many months.

As Clane watched them prepare to depart, he said: "I would suggest that we al come back herein four
hours. At that time we may have areport.”

* % %

Clane was back in the view room afew minutes before the time set. He arrived in aroom that buzzed
with excitement, and it took several minutesto redlize what had happened. All except one of the patrol
commanders had reported back, and something was wrong.

Quickly, he brought order out of chaos. "One by one," he said sharply, "make your reports.” He turned
to Czinczar, "One of your men first." The barbarian nodded to one of his patrol leaders.

The officer began unhappily, "We found everything as might be expected inasmal rurd community.
They were human beings, al right, and they seemed ssimple enough, very like our own people. AsLord
Claneingtructed, we took no hostile action, smply came down and looked around. Everybody was
friendly. There were no language problems at all, although we did most of thetaking at first. Assoon as
they redlized what we wanted, a man and awoman showed us around. The houses were of smple
congtruction, alittle better furnished than we might have expected, but no machinery that we could see.

"Hereswhat we learned. This planet is caled Outland, and its companion Inland. One of the women said
she had asigter living on Inland, and she admitted that she visited there occasionaly, but | couldn't find
out where the spaceshipstook off. Thetwin planetsare very smilar, and lifeisexclusively farm or village.
The name Earth, or Linn, or solar system seemed to be completely unfamiliar to them.

"Naturdly, we were beginning to relax abit. Y ou know what our men arelike, high-spirited, and with an
eye for agood-looking woman."

The man paused; and Clane glanced quickly at Czinczar to see how the leader would respond to that.



The ability of the barbarian leader to control his men had aways fascinated Clane. Now, as he watched,
Czinczar, dowly and ddliberately, winked. It was astartling acceptance of a coarse innuendo by aman
who was normaly without crudeness. But the result wasimmediately evident. The officer brightened.
Enthusasm cameinto hisvoice.

"Roodge," he sad, "isquite aman in his own way. He picked up one of the younger women and carried
her off into the bushes. She giggled, and didn't make any fuss, so | decided not to interfere.”

"What happened then?"

"| watched the reaction of the other people. They were quite unconcerned. Mind you, | should have
known that something was wrong when Roodge came back in less than a minute with afunny look on his
face. | figured the girl had got away from him, but | said nothing because | didn't want the men laughing at
him. And the silly fool didn't help matters any by keeping his mouth shut.”

Czinczar was patient. "Go on.”

* % %

The reporting officer continued in adoleful tone. "We asked more questions. | wondered if they knew
about the diens. When | described them, one of the men said, 'Oh, you mean the Riss." Just like that. He
went on to say that they occasionally traded with the Riss.”

Clane brokein. "They trade with them?' he said sharply.

The officer turned to him, glanced back at Czinczar who nodded as much asto say it wasdl right for him
to answer the question, and then faced Clane again. "That'swhat he said, your excellency. And I'm sure
they recognized the description.”

Clane was astounded. For amoment, he abandoned his questioning, and paced up and down before the
officer. He stopped findly, and gazed at the group asawhole.

"But that would mean," he said in apuzzled voice, "that they've found some method of neutraizing these
Riss. Why would the Riss et them done and yet come to the solar system and refuse even to
communicate with human beingsthere?' He shook hishead. "l refuseto believe that they haveredly
solved the problem of Riss aggression. That problem will never be solved by the human beings of one
planet done"

No one said anything. And presently Clane once again faced the patrol commander. "' Continue," he said
curtly.

"I knew you'd want to question these people persondly,” said the officer, "so | suggested that awoman
and aman come aong and have alook at the ship. | figured it'd be better to take them by persuasion
than by force, though naturdly if the first didn't work, then it'd have to be the other."

"Naturdly."

"WEell, our guides agreed to come, made no objection, and in fact seemed kind of interested in achildlike
way—the way our own people might have been.”

"Goon, goon."

"We gtarted up. On the way, Roodge edged over to the woman and before | realized what was up made
apassat her. At leadt, that'stheway | heard it. | didn't seetheincident. | heard the uproar. When |
looked around, the man and woman were gone."



Clane looked a him blankly for amoment; and then, "How high up wereyou?" he asked.
"About two miles™

"Did you look down over the edge? Of the patrol boat, | mean?

"Within afew seconds. | thought they might have—jumped.”

"Or been pushed?' Czinczar added.

The officer nodded. "Knowing the quick impulses of our smple people, yes, | thought of that."

It seemed to Clane that the remark waswell phrased. The"quick” impulses of thesmplefolk in
Czinczar's part of the ship had resulted during the voyage in the murder of twelve hundred and ninety men
and three hundred and seventy-two women. In each case Czinczar's judges had sentenced the killer to a
hundred lashes to be given at the rate of ten every day for ten days. In the beginning it had seemed to
Clanethat afew hangings would act as deterrent, but statistics had proved that only three men so
whipped had become second offenders. The lashes apparently penetrated deep, but only into the hides
of those who received them.

The officer wasfinishing hisaccount. "Well, that's about al, sir. Except that Roodge admitted to me that
hisfirst girl had vanished just like the second.”

Each of the other four patrol leaders reported experiences that were Smilar in substance, varying only in
details. All had tried to bring back guests. In two cases the invitations had been regjected, and they had
attempted to imprison aman and awoman. One couple had gone up about amile and then apparently
tired of the "game" and vanished. The third officer described how a Roodge-type man of histroop had
offended the woman hed tried to bring. The fourth commander had actually succeeded in getting his
"prisoners’ aboard. He sounded aggrieved.

"| thought they got themsdlves|ost in the crowd, and my men are still looking for them. But | guessthey
took one look at the swarm of people in the corridors, and went home."

Hiswords completed the accounts. With only one patrol still to report, the picture seemed fairly
complete.

* % %

Clane was frowning over the unexplained details when there was acommotion at the door. The sixth
patrol commander burst into the room. Even at a distance, he looked pale and agitated.

"Out of theway," he cried to the officers around the door. "Quick, | have important news."

A path was made for him, and he raced dong it, and paused in front of Clane. "Excellency,” he gasped,
"l was questioning the villagers | was assigned to when one of them mentioned that there wasa Riss ship
like ours—he definitely said like ours—just outside the atmosphere of the other planet. Inland, he cdled
it

Clane nodded casualy. At such moments asthishefelt at his best. He walked over to Czinczar, and sad:
"I think we should disembark all aboard except our fighting crews, landings to be made on the night side
inwiddly separated uninhabited areas. After ayear in confined quarters, everybody needs achanceto
get down to aplanet again.”

"What about the Riss ship?' Czinczar asked.



"Nothing. Weremain dert, but avoid battle.” His eyesflashed with abrupt excitement. He said tensdly:
"Czinczar, theré's something here for us. | foresee difficulties. We've got to make the most sustained and
concentrated effort of our existence. I'm going to make a persond investigation of the village life below."

Czinczar was frowning, but he nodded presently. "In connection with being dert,” he said, "how about
some of my officers staying on duty up here along with your own? There would be a certain rivary which
would make for wakefulness."

The high excitement in Clane died. He studied the barbarian leader thoughtfully. Finally, he nodded.
"With certain precautions to prevent any attempt to take over the ship,” he said, "that sounds reasonable.”

They smiled at each other humorlesdy, two men who understood each other.
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The landing was without incident. Clane stepped down to the grass, and paused to take a deep breath of
arr. It had an ever so dight acrid odor, and he guessed the presence of minute quantities of chlorine. This
was unusua, consdering that gass natura proclivity for combining other substances.

It suggested the presence of anatura chlorine-producing chemical process.

What interested him was that the chlorine content might explain the faint over-al mistiness of theair. It
even looked alittle green, it seemed to him suddenly.

Helaughed, and put it out of hismind.

Thefirst house of the village stood about ahundred yards away. It was asingle-story structure, rather
gprawling, and made of wood.

Hiswhole being quivered with eagerness. But he held himself calm. He spent the day on afolding chair
near the boat. He paid no direct attention to the Outlanders. Whenever he noticed an individua or a
group doing anything, he made anote of it in hisjournal. He established a north-south-east-west
orientation for the village, and recorded the comings and going of the villagers.

Theair grew cooler asnight drew near, but he merely dipped on a coat and maintained hiswatch. Lights
came on in the houses. They were too bright to be candles or il lamps, but he couldn't decide from his
distance exactly what they were.

Starting about two hours after dark, the lights winked out one by one. Soon, the village wasin total
darkness. Clane wrote down, "They seem to be unafraid. There's not even awatchman posted.”

Hetested that. Accompanied by two husky barbarians, he spent two hours wandering among the
buildings. The blackness was complete. There was no sound except the pad of their own feet, and the
occasiona grunt of one of the soldiers. The movements and the sounds didn't seem to disturb the
villagers. No one came out to investigate.

Claneretreated at |ast to the boat, and entered his closed cabin. In bed he read his day's journal, and
heard the vague noises of the soldiers bedding down outside in their deeping bags. And then, asthe
dlencelengthened, he clicked off the boat's dectric lights.

He dept uneasily, tensaly aware of his purpose and his need, desperate to take action. He awakened at
dawn, ate a hearty breakfast, and then once more settled down to observe the passing show. A woman
waked by. She gazed stolidly at the men around the boat, giggled as one of the soldierswhistled at her,
and then was lost to sight among the trees.



Some men, laughing and talking, went off to the orchard to the north, and picked fruit. Clane could see
them on their laddersfilling smdl pails. About noon, struck by adiscrepancy in their actions, he left the
vicinity of the boat, and moved nearer to them.

Hisarriva was unfortunately timed. As he came up, the men as of one accord put down thelr pails, and
headed toward the village.

To hisquestion, one of them replied, "Lunch!"

They dl nodded in afriendly fashion, and walked off, leaving Clane donein the orchard. He strode to the
nearest pail, and as he haf expected, it was empty.

All the pailswere empty.

* % %

The greet blue sun was directly overhead. The air was warm and pleasant, but not hot. A mild breeze
was blowing, and there wasthefed of timeless summer in the quiet peacefulness around him.

But the pails were empty.

Clane spent some forty minutes exploring the orchard. And there was no bin anywhere, no place where
thefruit could have been carried. Baffled, he climbed one of the ladders, and carefully filled a pall.

Hewaswary, though he didn't know what he expected would happen. Nothing happened. The pail held
twenty-one of the golden fruits. And that was the trouble. It held them. Clane took the fruit and the
container back to the liftboat, set it down on the ground, and began a systematic investigation.

He found nothing unusua. No gadgets, no buttons, no levers, no attachments of any kind. The pail
seemed to be an ordinary metal container, and at the moment it contained substantial, non-disappearing
fruit. He took up one of the yellow things, and bit into it. It tasted delicioudy sweet and juicy, but the
flavor was unfamiliar.

He was egting it thoughtfully, when one of the men camefor the pail.
"Y ou want the fruit?' the villager asked. He was obvioudy prepared to have him keep it.

Clane began dowly to take out the fruit, one at atime. Ashe did so, he sudied the other. The fellow was
dressed in rough dacks and an open-necked shirt. He was clean-shaven, and he looked washed. He
seemed about thirty-five,

Clane paused in hismanipulations. "What's your name?" he asked.

Theman grinned. "Marden.”

"Good name," said Clane.

Marden looked pleased. Then he grew serious. "But | must havethe pail,” he said. "More picking to do."
Clanetook another fruit from the container, then asked deliberately: "Why do you pick fruit?

Marden shrugged. "Everybody hasto do his share.”

"Why?

Marden frowned a Clane. He looked for amoment asif he wasn't sure that he had heard correctly.



"That isn't avery smart question,” he said & lagt.

* % %

Clane assumed ruefully that the story would now spread that astupid man from the ship was asking silly
questions. It couldn't be helped. "Why," he perssted, "do you fed that you have to work? Why not let
otherswork, and you just liearound.”

"And not do my share?' The shock in Marden's tone was unmistakable. His outer defenses were
penetrated. "But then | wouldn't have aright to the food."

"Would anyone stop you from esting?'

"N-ng"

"Would anyone punish you?"

"Punish?' Marden looked puzzled. Hisface cleared. ™Y ou mean, would anyone be angry with me?"

Clanelet that go. He had his man on the run. He was getting abasic philosophy of life here, one so
ingrained that the people involved were not even aware that there could be any other attitude.

"Look a me," he said. He pointed up at the ship which wasablur in the ky. "1 own part of that."
"You livethere?' said Marden.

Claneignored the misunderstanding. "And look at me down here" hesaid. "I st dl day in thischair, and
do nothing."

"Y ou work with that thing." The villager pointed at Clane'sjournd lying on the ground.

"That'snot work. | do that for my own amusement.” Clane wasfedling just alittle baffled himsdlf. He said
hastily, “When I'm hungry, do | do anything myself? No. | have these men bring me something to et.
Isn't that much better than having to do it yoursdf?

Marden said: "Y ou went out into the garden, and picked your own fruit."
"| picked your fruit," said Clane.
"But you picked it with your own hands," said the man triumphantly.

Clanebit hislip. "'l didn't haveto do that," he explained patiently. "I was curious about what you did with
the fruit you picked."

He kept hisvoice deliberately casual, as he asked the next question. "What do you do with it?" he said.

Marden seemed puzzled for amoment, and then he nodded his understanding. ™Y ou mean the fruit we
picked. We sent that to Inland thistime." He pointed at the massive planet just coming up over the
eastern horizon. "They've had apoor crop in—" He named alocality the name for which Clane didn't
catch. Then he nodded with an air of "'ls-that-al-you-wanted-to-know?" and picked up the pail.

"Want the rest of thisfruit?' he asked.
Clane shook his head.
Marden smiled cheerfully and, pail in hand, walked off briskly. "Got to get to work," he called over his



shoulder.
Clanelet him go about twenty feet; and then cdled after him, "Wait aminutel

He climbed hadtily to hisfeet, and as the wondering Marden turned, he walked over to him. There was
something about the way the man was swinging the pail that—

As he came up, he saw that he had not been mistaken. There had been about eight of the fruit in the
bottom of the pail. They were gone.

Without another word, Clane returned to his chair.

* % %

The afternoon dragged. Clane looked up aong theralling hillsto thewest with their bright green garments
and their endless pink flowers. The scene wasidyllic, but he had no patience. He was aman with a
purpose; and he was beginning to redize his problem.

There was asolution here; and yet dready he had the conviction that the human beings of Outland and
Inland were obstacles as grest or greater than he had found in Linn.

Unhappily, he bent down and picked apink flower, one of the scoresthat grew al around him. Without
looking at it, he broke it into little pieces, which he dropped absently to the ground.

A faint odor of chlorineirritated his nostrils. Clane glanced down at the broken pieces of flower, and then
sniffed hisfingers where the juice had squeezed from the flower's stem.

The chlorine was unmistakably present.

Hemade anote of it in hisjourna, stimulated. The potentiaities were dazzling, and yet—he shook his
head. It was not the answer.

Night came. As soon asthelightswere onin al the houses, he ate his own evening mea. And then,
accompanied by two of the barbarians, he started his rounds. The first window that he peered in showed
nine people sitting around on couches and chairstaking to each other with considerable animation.

It seemed an unusua number of occupants for that house. Clane thought: "Vigtorsfrom Inland?" It was
not, herealized serioudy, impossible.

From where he stood, he was unable to see the source of the room's light. He moved around to the
window on thefar sde. Just for amoment, then, he thought of the light as something that hung down from
thecaling.

His eyes adjusted swiftly to the fantastic redlity. Therewas no cord and no transparent container. This
light had no resemblance to the ones aboard the Riss ship.

It hunginmidair, and it glowed with afiery brilliance.
Hetried to think of it asan atomic light. But the atomic lights that he had worked with needed containers.

Therewas nothing like that here. The light hung near the celling, atiny globe of brightness. He guessed its
diameter at threeinches.

He moved from house to house. In one place aman was reading with the light shining over his shoulder.
In another it hovered over awoman who was washing. As he watched, she took the clothes out of the
tub, shook thetub asif shewasrinsng it, and then amoment later put the clothes back into seaming



water.

Clane couldn't be sure, but he suspected that she had emptied the dirty water from the tub, refilled it with
scading water—possibly from ahot spring somewhere—and dl in the space of a minute resumed her
task.

He couldn't help wondering what she did with the clothing when she finished. Did she step "through” to
where the sun was shining, hang up her clothes, and have them beautifully sun-dried when shewokeupin
themorning?

Hewas prepared to believe that that was exactly what would happen.

She seemed in no hurry, so he moved on. He came presently to the home of Marden. He walked to the
door dowly, thinking: " These people are friendly, and without guile. They have no government. There's
no intrigue. Here, if anywhere, an honest approach will win uswhat we want."

Oddly, even as he knocked on the door, it seemed to him there was aflaw in his reasoning.

It made him abruptly tense again.
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Marden opened the door. He looked relaxed and easygoing, and there was no doubt about his good
nature, for he did not hesitate. He smiled and said in afriendly, haf humorous tone:

" Ah, the man who does not work. Comein."

There was a suggestion of tolerant superiority in the comment, but Clane was not offended. He paused in
the center of the room, and glanced around expectantly. When he had looked through the window, a
woman had been present. Now, there was no sign of her.

From behind him, Marden said: “"When my wife heard your knock, she went visiting.”
Claneturned. "She knew it was me?" he asked.
Marden nodded, and said: "Naturally." He added, "And, of course, she saw you at the window."

The wordswere smply spoken, but their frankness was disarmingly devastating. Clane had amomentary
picture of himsdlf asthese villagers must see him. A dim, priestly pegping Tom who prowled around their
homesin the dead of night and who asked stupid questions.

It was not a pleasant picture, and it seemed to him that his best reply wasto be equdly frank. He said:
"Marden, we're puzzled by you people. May | Sit down and talk to you?"

Marden slently indicated achair. Clane sank into it and sat frowning for amoment, organizing his
thoughts. He looked up findly.

"We'refrom Earth," he said. "Were from the planet where al human beings originaly came from,
including your people.”

Marden looked at him. His gaze was polite. He seemed to be saying, "If you say o, that'sthe way it
must have been. | don't haveto believe you, of course.”

Clanesad quietly: "Do you believe that?'



Marden smiled. "Nobody here remembers such aconnection; but it may be asyou say."

"Do you have awritten history?*

The villager hesitated. "1t begins about three hundred years ago. Before that is blankness.”

Clane said: "We're both human beings. We speak the same language. It seemslogical, doesn't it?"
Marden said: "Oh, language." He laughed.

Clane studied him, puzzled. He recognized that the villager could not accept an abstract ideawhich did
not fit in with his previous concepts.

Clane said: "This method you have of moving yourself and your goods from Outland to Inland, and
anywhere else on either planet— have you adways been able to do that?'

"Why, of course. It'sthe best way."
"How do you doit?'

"Why, we just—" Marden stopped, and a curious blankness came over hisface; hefinished
weekly—"do it."

That waswhat Clane had thought. Aloud, he said: "Marden, | can't do it, and I'd like to be able to. Can
you explainit to mesmply?"

The man shook his head. "It's not something you explain. Youjust doit."

"But when did you learn? How old were you thefirs time you did it?'

"About nine."

"Why couldn't you do it before then?"

"l wastoo young. | hadn't had timeto learniit.”

"Who taught you?'

"Oh, my parents.

"How did they teach you?'

"It wasn't exactly teaching." Marden looked unhappy. "I just did what they did. It'sredly very smple.”

Clane had no doubt of it, sncethey could dl do it, apparently without even thinking about it. He eyed the
other anxioudy, and realized that he was pressing the man harder than appeared on the surface. Marden
had never had thoughts like this before, and he did-n't like them.

Hadtily, Clane changed the subject. There was afar more vita question to be asked, aquestion that
struck to the very root of dl this.

* % %

Heasked it. "Marden," he said, "why don't the Riss take over the planets Outland and Inland?’

He explained about the attack on Earth, the use of atomic bombs, the refusal to communicate, and the
possibility of future danger. As he described what had happened, he watched the villager for reactions.



And saw with disappointment that the man was not capable of grasping the picture asawhole.

He had amenta picture then that shook him. Suppose these people had the answer to the Riss menace.
Suppose that here on this quiet planet was dl that men of Earth would need to win their deadly war.

And couldn't get it because—
Marden said: "The Rissdon't bother us. Why should they?'

"There must be areason for that,” said Clane. He continued urgently, "Marden, we've got to find out
what that reason is. Even for you, that'simportant. Something is holding them back. Until you know what
itis, you can never redly fed secure.”

Marden shrugged. He had the bored look of aman who had jumped to a surface conclusion about
something that did not fit into his own ideas. He said tolerantly: "Y ou Earth people are not very smart,
asking dl these dlly questions™

And that was actudly the end of the interview. Clane remained many minutes longer, but Marden no
longer took him serioudy. His answers were polite and meaningless.

Y es, they traded with the Riss. It wasthe natura thing to do. The twin planets gave them their food
surplus, and in return they took what they wanted of the articles aboard the Riss ship. The Rissdidn't
redlly have very much that the Outlanders and Inlanders wanted. But there was dways something. Little
things—likethis.

He got up, and brought Clane a machine-made plagtic ornament, the figure of an animd. It was cheaply
made, worth afew sesterces at most. Clane examined it, nonplussed. He was trying to imagine two
planets giving their food surplus to nonhumansin return for usdesstrinkets. It didn't explain why the Riss
hadn't taken over the system, but for the first time he could understand the contempt which the diens
must fed for human beings.

Hetook hisleave, findly, conscious that he had ruined himself with Marden, and that his next move must
be through someone dse.

* % %

He radioed Czinczar, requesting him to come down. In spite of his sense of urgency, he cautioudy
suggested that the barbarian wait until twilight of the following evening. Clane dept somewhat easier that
night, but he was awake a dawn. He spent the day in the folding chair, analyzing the possibilities of the
gtuation. It was one of the longest days of hislife.

Czinczar came down shortly before dusk. He brought two of his secretaries, and he listened to Clane's
account in slence. The mutation was intent, and it was severa minutes before he noticed the barbarian
leader's satirical expresson. Czinczar said:

"Y our excellency, are you suggesting that wetrick this Outlander?’

Clanewas gtill concentrated on his own purposes. He began, "It'samatter of taking into account certain
things that have dready happened, and the smple character of Mard—"

He stopped. He heard Czinczar say, "Exactly. | gpprove of your andyss. | think theideais excdlent.”
Ever s0 dightly, Clane shook his head, rejecting the cynica overtones of the other's praise. But he was
sartled, too.

For nearly twenty-four hours he had planned the pattern of this night'sinterview. And not once had it



struck him that he was playing his old, astute role. There was cunning in what he had in mind, based on a
sharp understanding of the difficulty of communicating with these Outlanders. Based, aso, on his
conviction that there was no time to waste.

"Shall we proceed?’ asked Czinczar.

Silently, Claneled the way. He decided not to be ashamed of hisfailureto live up to theideaswhich he
considered vita to final success. After dl, he was operating in anew environment.

But it mustn't happen again.

Marden received them gracioudy. His eyeswidened alittle as he heard Czinczar's wonderful golden
voice, and thereafter he listened with a profound respect whenever the barbarian leader spoke. The
reaction wasin line with Clanesthinking. One of his persond problems on Earth had been that he was of
dight build, that because of certain mutationa differencesin hisphysica structure, he wore the drab
concedling clothing of a priest of the atom gods. What strength he showed was intellectua, and that did
not impress other people until they redized itsimplications. Which dwaystook time.

Not once during the entire evening did Marden intimate even indirectly that hisinterrogator was asking
glly quedtions.

Czinczar began by praising the two planets and their peoples. He called Outland and Inland two
examples of Paradise. He eul ogized the economic system. The people were wonderful, the most highly
civilized he had ever run into. Here things were done as they should be done. Here lifewaslived as
people dreamed of living it. Here wasintelligence carried to the uttermost pinnacle of wisdom.

Clanelistened gloomily. He had to admit it was well done. Czinczar wastaking to the villager asif he
was aprimitive savage. There appeared to be no doubt of it. The villager was taking in every word of
praise with evident delight.

Czinczar said: "We arelike children at your feet, Marden, eager to learn, respectful, anxious to begin the
long climb to the heights where you and the people of the twin planetslivein aglorious harmony. We
redlize that the god ispossibly unattainablein our own lifetime. But we hope that our children may share
the perfection with your children.

"Perhgps you will give usalittle of your timethisevening, and tdl usat your own discretion alittle of what
you believein, of the thoughts that go through your mind, the hopes you have. Tell me, do you havea
national symbol, aflag, aplant of some kind, acoat of arms?"

He paused, and abruptly sat down on the floor, motioning the two secretaries and Clane to do the same.
It was an unrehearsed action, but Clane obliged promptly. Czinczar went on:

"Whileyou rdax in that chair, Marden, we St at your feet and listen respectfully.”

* * %

Marden walked over, and sat down. He shifted uneasily and then, asif he had suddenly cometo a
decision, leaned back against the cushions. He was obvioudy embarrassed by the godlike role that had
been thrust upon him, but it was apparent that he could see reasons for accepting it.

"I had not thought of thisbefore,” he said, "but it istrue; | can seethat now."

He added, "I do not quite know what you mean by ‘flag’ or aplant as a national symbol. | can sense part
of theideabut—" He hesitated.



Czinczar said: "Do you have seasons?’

"es"

"There are times when the trees and plants bloom, and times when the leavesfdl off?"
"That happensto some of them."

"Do you have arainy season?'

"es"

"Wheat do you cdl it?'

"Winter."

"Do you celebrate the coming of therain?'

Marden's face lighted with understanding. ""Oh, no. The ending of it, not the beginning. The appearance of
thefirst chlorodd anywhere on the planets. We have dancing then, and feasting."

Czinczar nodded casudly. "Isthat an old custom, or anew one?' He added, "All thismay seem
unimportant to you, but we are so anxious to catch the spirit of your idyllic existence.”

"It'savery old custom,” said Marden.
He shrugged regretfully. "But we have nothing such as you mentioned. No national symbols.”

Asthe evening progressed, the villager seemed equdly unaware that he was actualy answering questions.
Hetook the customs for granted. They were not symbolsto him. That was the way things were.

It wasdl s0 natura and so universally practiced. The possbility that other peoples might have other
customs smply did not penetrete.

And s0, it was established beyond reasonable doubt that the Outlander and Inlander symbal of lifewas
the pink chlorine flower, chlorodel. That each year people visited the underground caverns. That they put
alittle square box on the table when they ate, and tapped on it when they didn't care to eat much. That
they had dways given their spare food to the Riss.

One point that came out was especidly interesting. There were old, buried cities, Marden admitted. Or
rather, ruins of cities. It was years since anything of importance had been found in any of them.

Czinczar talked around that cautioudly for afew moments, and then looked at Clane questioningly. That
too, was part of their previous arrangement. Clane nodded.

* % %

The barbarian leader climbed to hisfeet. He bowed to the villager. "Oh, noble man of Outland, we have
agresat favor to ask of you. Would you transport us by your wonderful method to such acity ona
hemisphere of this planet wherethe sunisshining?”

"Now?' said Marden. His voice was casual. He didn't sound opposed to the idea.
"We need not stay long. Wejust wish to look."

Marden stood up. He was frowning thoughtfully. "L et me see— which city? Oh, | know—where the ship



is"
Clane had been tensing himself againgt he knew not what. He was annoyed to redlize that hewasjust a
little anxious. And then—

Afterwards, hetried to andyze what happened. There was aflash, aroundness of light. It was gone so
swiftly that he couldn't be sure of just what he had seen. And then, al around was the brightness of day.
Almogt directly overhead hung the blue sun of the twin planets.

They were standing in the middle of awilderness of broken stones and twisted metd. Asfar astheeye
could see was a growth of shrubbery and trees. As Clane watched—that was hisrole; to pretend to be a
subordinate—Czinczar walked over to asection of concrete piling and kicked at athick piece of wood
that lay on the ground.

The hard boot made a hollow sound in that silence. But the wood did not budge. It was firmly embedded
inthesoil.

Czinczar came back to Marden. "Has any digging been donein this or other cities recently?"
Marden looked surprised. "Who would want to dig in such stuff asthis?"

"Of course," said Czinczar quickly. He hesitated. He seemed about to say something else, and thenina
curious fashion, he stiffened. His head tilted sharply. Clane followed his gaze, and was surprised to see
the Solar Sar overhead.

That is, for asplit ingtant, he thought it was their own ship.
Heredized thetruth. He sad, "The Rissl"

From nearby, Marden said mildly: "Oh, yes, | thought you might beinterested in seeing it, whichiswhy |
brought you to this city. The Risswere very interested when we told them you were herein aship like
theirs. They decided to come to Outland to have alook. From something | sensed in your attitude—it
seemed to me you might like to seetheir ship firgt."

There was amoment, then, when even Clane was disconcerted. Czinczar spokefirst. He turned calmly
to the Outlander. "We accept your judgment about the usel essness of looking further at theseruins. Let's
go back to your house."

Clane caught afina glimpse of the Riss battleship. It was disgppearing into the mists above the eastern
horizon.

He presumed that it was heading unerringly toward the Solar Star .
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As he had done for the journey from Marden's house to the ruins of the ancient Outland city, Clane
unconscioudy tensed himsdf for the return trip. Once more, there was the flashing bal of light. Thistimeit
seemed even briefer than before.

Then hewasin Marden'sliving room. At the door Clane, who was the last to |eave the house, paused.
He asked: "Marden, I'm curious. Why did you tell the Riss that we were here?"

Marden looked surprised, and then the look cameinto hisface.



Another foolish question, hisexpresson intimated. He said: " Sooner or later, they ask usif anything is
happening. Naturaly, wetdl them."

Clane said: "Do they speak your language, or do you spegk theirs?'

The Outlander laughed. "Y ou keep talking about language,” he said. He shrugged. "We and the Riss
understand each other, that'sdl.”

The others were moving off into the darkness. Czinczar had paused, and was looking back. Clane stayed
where hewas. "Do you go aboard the Riss ship, or do they cometo the ground?' he asked.

Hewaited stiffly. Therewas apurposein hismind that vibrated with cunning. But he was too angry to be
ashamed. The Outlanders action in telling the Riss of the presence of the Solar Star had shocked him. It
st the pattern now for his deadly plan.

Marden said: "We go aboard. They have some kind of around thing which they point at us, and then it's
se”

Clane said ddiberatdy: "How many of your people have had thisthing pointed at them?”
"Oh, afew hundred." He started to close the door. "Bedtime,” he said.

Clane was beginning to cool off. It struck him that the whole problem needed thinking out. Perhaps he
was being hasty in judging these people.

It would serve no ussful purpose to risk attacking the enemy ship.

He accepted Marden'sdismissal. A few minutes|ater, hewasin aliftboat heading back to his own
section of the Solar Sar . Presently, the ship was moving at asharp dant up the umbral cone of the
nightsde of Outland.

* * *

A messenger arrived from Czinczar's heedquarters. "Great Czinczar requests an interview.”

Clanesaid dowly: "Tell hisexcdlency that | should like him to prepare awritten interpretation of what we
found out from Marden."

He was getting ready for bed some time later when a second messenger arrived with awritten request.

* % %
Dear Lord Clane:
It is time to discuss our next move.
Cznczar.

* % %

Thetrouble, Clane thought grimly, was that he had no plans. There was a great secret here; but it was not
to be had by any method he could think of. The human beings of the twin planets could possible save the
race. And yet he was aready convinced they wouldn't.

They refused to recognize that there was a problem. Pressed too hard, they got angry, the neurotic anger
of someone whose basic attitudes are being attacked. Nor was there such athing asforcing them. Their



method of transportation nullified al the old techniques of persuasion by threat and violence. That left
cunning.

Which brought him back to hisfirst thought: He had no red plans. He wrote:

* % %

Your excellency: | should like to sleep over this matter. Clane.

* % %

He seded it, dismissed the messenger, and went to bed. At first he couldn't deep. He kept tossing and
turning, and once in along while he dozed, only to jerk awake with agtart. His conscience burdened him.
Unless he could think of something, thetrip was afailure. He was up againgt the sonewall of onefact.
Neither Marden nor his compatriots could even begin to understand what was wanted. That was
especidly baffling because, from dl indications, they could read minds.

Hedept findly. In the morning, he dictated a note to Czinczar:

* % %

Your excellency: My idea is that we should exchange views and infor mation before we meet to
discuss future plans. Clane.

* % %

The answer to that was:

Dear Lord Clane:

| have the feeling that you are evading this discussion because you have no plans. However, since
the long journey has now been made, let us by all means consider the possibilities. Will you please
name for me the actual information which you think we have obtained?

Czinczar.

Dear Czinczar:

The chlorodel isthe "national” flower, because it gives off a gas which makes the air
unbreathable to the Riss.

The reference to knocking on a little box in the center of the table when they were not hungry
probably dates back to the radioactivity period after the great war. The little box was a detector,
and many a time they must have gone hungry because the instrument indicated the food was
radioactive.

The annual visit to the caverns derives from the same period.
They give the Riss their surplus food without remembering that that must have started as a form

of tribute to a conqueror. In this connection, | would say that only certain foods would be usable
by the Riss because of their somewnhat different chemical make-up.



Clane.

* % %

Your excellency:

Do you seriously claim that the chlorodel can create an unbreathable atmosphere for the Riss?
Then we have our answer. We need look no further. Let us hurry back to the solar system, and
plant this flower until its perfumeisdiluted in every molecule of the air of every habitable planet
or moon.

Cznczar.

* % %

Clane sighed when he read that. The problem of the barbarian leader, pragmatist extraordinary, remained
asdifficult of solution asal the other riddles.

* % %

He ate breakfast while he considered his reply. He took the ship down near the atmaosphere of the planet,
and spent nearly an hour looking for the Riss battleship, without success. By the time he was satisfied that
it was not in the vicinity of Marden's village, another note had arrived from Czinczar.

* * *

Dear Lord Clane:

Your failureto reply to my last letter indicates that you do not accept the implications of your
discovery about the chlorodel. Let us meet at once and discuss this entire problem.

Cznczar.

* % %
Clanewrote:

* % %
Dear Czinczar:

| am sorry to see you jumping at a solution which can have no meaning in the larger sense. The
Riss-human struggle will not be resolved by the use of a defensive gas. If the Riss ever believed
that a campaign was under way to poison the atmospheres of planets against them, they would
take counter-measures. They could use radioactive poisons on a planetary scale, or some other
gas development asinimical to man as the chlorodel seemsto be to the Riss.

The fact that long ago the Outland-1nland Twins defended themselves in that way is not
conclusive. The Riss could accept isolated activity. Thiswould be especially true during the
confusion that existed toward the end of the Riss-human war. By the time they discovered what
the people of the Twins had done, the limited character of the action would be evident. The Riss
would accordingly be in an exploratory frame of mind. Even as it was, they must have made
threats so terrible that a tribute agreement was made.



| repeat, thisis not a final answer. Far fromit. In my earnest opinion, it would be the signal for an
attempt to destroy the solar system.

Clane.

* % %

Dear Lord Clane:

| am astounded by your purely intellectual approach to these matters. We defend our planets by
any and every means at our disposal. Let us meet immediately to discuss the only course now open
to us: to return to Earth with a shipload of chlorodel plants for replanting.

Cznczar.

* % %

Dear Lord Clane:

| have received no answer to my communication delivered three hours ago. Please let me hear
from you.

Czinczar.

* % %

Dear Lord Clane:

| am amazed that you have failed to reply to my last two notes. | realize of course that you have
no answer, because what can our next move possibly be except return to Earth? The alternative
would be to continue our blind search through space for another planet inhabited by human
beings. Am1 right in believing that the star map which brought us to Outland does not show any
other stars as having habitable planets?

Czinczar.

Dear Lord Clane:

This situation is now becoming ridiculous. Your failure to reply to my notesis a reflection on our
relationship. If you do not answer this letter, | shall refuse to have any further communication
with you.

Czinczar.

* % %

Lord Clane did not see that note or the previous ones until sometime later. He was paying another visit
to Marden.



Theinterview began unsatisfactorily. The place was bad. Marden was busy picking fruit when Clane
stopped under the tree where he was working. He looked down, and he was visibly impatient with the
"fool" who had been bothering him for so long now.

He said: "The Riss ship waited for about an hour. Then it moved on. | seethis pleasesyou.”

It did indeed. Clane said steadily: "After our trouble with the Riss, we have no desire to meet them. In
our opinion they would attack uson sight.”

Marden kept on picking fruit. "We have had no trouble with the Riss, ever."
Clane said: "Why should you?Y ou give them everything you own."

Marden had evidently been doing some thinking about the previous conversation on that. He said coldly:
"We do not keep from others what we do not need ourselves.” He spoke tartly.

Clane said serendly: " So long as you keep down your population, learn nothing of science, and pay
tribute, you will beleft done. All this, provided the chlorode does not wither away. At that point, the
Risswould land, and you would learn whét their friendship wasworth."

It was a dangerous comment. He made it because it was time such thoughts were circulated among these
people. Nevertheless, Clane quickly changed the subject.

"Why didn't you tell usyou could read minds?' he asked.
"Youdidn't ask," said Marden. "Besides—"

"Besideswhat?"

"It doesn't work well with you. Y ou people don't think clearly.”
"Y ou mean, wethink differently?’

Marden dismissed that. "Theres only oneway to think," he said impatiently. "I find that it's easier to use
spoken language with you, and search your mindsfor the right word when | might otherwise be at aloss.
All those who have dedt with you fed the sameway." He seemed to think that settled the maiter.

Clanesaid: "You don't redly speak our language? Y ou learn it by getting some of our thoughts aswe
Spesk?"

"Yes"

Clane nodded. Many things were becoming much clearer. Here was a human colony that had carried on
to new heights of scientific development long after the connection between Earth and Outland was
broken. The reasons for their subsequent decadence were probably intricate: Disruption of commerce
with other man-inhabited planets. Destruction of tens of thousands of their own factories. Irreplacesble

gapsin theranks of their technicians. The deadly pressure of Rissthresats. Inexorably, that combination
had added up to the present static state.

Clane said: "Does the reading of minds have any relation to your method of trangportation??”
Marden sounded surprised. "Why, of course. Y ou learn them at the same time, though it takeslonger.”

He climbed down from thetree, carrying hispall. "All thistime while you've been talking, therésbeen a
guestion in the back of your mind. It's your main reason for thisvist. | can't quite makeit out, but if you



will ask it, I'll answer asbest | can, and then | can go to lunch.”

Clanetook out his star map. "Have you ever seen one of these?"

Marden smiled. "At night, | look up into the sky, and thereit is."

"Apart from that?"

"I have seen occasiona thoughts about such mapsin the minds of the Riss.”

Clane held the map up for him. "Hereisyour sun," he said. He pointed. Then brought hisfinger down.
"And hereisours. Can you use the knowledge in my mind about such thingsto orient yoursdlf to this
map, and point out to me which isthe nearest Riss sun?"

There wasalong slence. Marden studied the map. "It's hard,” he sghed. "Buit | think it'sthisone.

Clane marked it with trembling fingers, then said huskily, "Marden, be as sure asyou can. If youre
wrong, and we go there, we will have wasted half ayear or more. Millions of people may die."

"It'seither thisone or thisone," said Marden. He pointed a a star about an inch from the other one.
Clane shook hishead. "That one's ahundred light-years, and this one about twenty."

"Thenit'sthe close one. | have no impression of the distance being very great.”

"Thank you," said Clane. "I'm sorry to have been such anuisance.”

Marden shrugged.

"Good-by," said Clane.

He turned and headed back to the liftboat.
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Back on the ship, he read Czinczar's | etters with an unhappy sense of more trouble to come. He ate
lunch, and then, bracing himself, invited the angry barbarian for aconference.

Heincluded an gpology in hisletter. He explained where he had been, though not his purposein visiting
Marden.

That account he saved until Czinczar and he were adone together. When he had finished, the great man
sat for along time saying not aword. He seemed unutterably nonplussed. At last, hesaid inamild tone:
"Y ou have no faith in the chlorodd plant?’

Clanesaid: "l seeit asaweapon of lagt resort. We mustn't useit till we are sure we understand al the
possible repercussons.”

Czinczar sghed. "Y our action in producing the chlorodd as awegpon had decided me that his journey
was worthwhile after al. Now you yoursdlf devaluate it, and suggest that we extend our trip to takein the
planets of another gar.”

He brought up one hand, asif he would use it somehow to make his protest more effective. He seemed
to redize thefutility of that, for he spoke again.

"| confessit bafflesme. What can you possibly hopeto gain by going to aRiss planet?!



Clane sad earnedtly: "If Marden isright, it would take us three months. Actudly, the Rissstar isalmos,
though not quite, as near to Earth asthisone." He paused. He was anxious to have mord support for the
journey. Hewent on, "1 honestly believeit isour duty to investigate the potentialities of taking
counteraction againgt man's deadly enemy. Thiswar will not be won on the defensive.”

He saw that Czinczar was|ooking straight at him. The barbarian said: "If Marden isright—that'sa
damning phrase." He shook hishead in vigble despair. "'l give up. Anybody who will order aship ashig
and important asthis one to make atrip on the strength of Marden's memory of what he saw in the mind
of aRiss—"

He broke off. "Surely, there must be maps aboard the Solar Sar .

Clane hesitated. Thiswas asore point with him. He said carefully: "We had an unfortunate accident at the
time we took over the ship. Everyone wasin an exploring frame of mind, and one of the men wandered
into the map room. Can you guessthe rest?"

"They'd set energy trapsfor interlopers.”

"Hewaskilled, of course,” Clane nodded drably. "It wasalesson for usdl. | discovered that dl the main
control and mechanical departments were smilarly mined. We used condemned davesto do the
dangerous work, promising them freedom if they were successful. Result: Only one other accident.”

"What wasthat?' asked the ever-curious Czinczar.

"Theinterstdlar televison communicator,” Clanereplied. He broke off. "'l regret as much asyou do that
we have to make our next move on the basis of Marden's memory.”

He hesitated, then made hisgpped. "Czinczar," he said dowly, "dthough | have apparently ignored your
opinions on thisjourney, | do have ahigh respect for them. | Sincerely believe you are being too narrowly
practica. Y ou are too bound to the solar system. | don't think you realize how much you think of it asa
home that must be defended to the death. But never mind that. What | have to say to you isno longer
based drictly onlogic, or even on whether or not we are in agreement.

"| ask for your support because, first, | am the commander of this ship for better or worse; second, if we
do cometo aRissplanet | intend usto take enormous risks—and that will require your fullest
cooperation; third, in spite of al your doubts, you yourself fed that the discovery of the chlorodd plant
partialy justifiesthe journey so far. | disagree with that, but at least it goesto show that there are secrets
to be discovered out here.”

Hefinished quietly: "That'sdl | haveto say. What's your answver?"

Czinczar sad: "In our correspondence, and in our present discussion, neither you nor | have referred to
the Outlander method of transportation. What is your reason for not mentioning it? Don't you think it has
any vadue?'

The very extent of the thoughts he had had on the subject held Clane momentarily silent. He said findly,
"It would be aterrific advantage, but | can't seeit asbeing decisve—asit now stands. Besides, we can't

getit”

He explained the efforts he had made, and the impossibility of gaining the secret from the mercurid
inhabitants. Hefinished:

"l do have aplan about it. My ideaisthat we leave behind young couples to whom children were born
during the trip. Their ingructionswill beto try to have their youngsterstrained by the Outlanders. That



will take nineyears.”

"l see" Czinczar frowned at thefloor, finaly stood up. "If there's any fighting to do when we get to the
Rissplanet, cal on me. Isthat what you mean by support?’

Clane smiled wanly, and also stood up. "'l suppose s0," he said. "'l suppose so."

* * *

Lord Clane Linn waked dowly to the weapon control room after separating from Czinczar. For along
time, he st in one of the giant chairs, idly manipulating aviewing ingrument. Findly, he shook hishead.
The unpleasant fact was that Czinczar's doubts about accepting Marden's directions had convinced him.
Such atrip still had to be made, but not on such aflimsy basis.

Unfortunately, the only other idea he had was so wild—and dangerous—he still hadn't mentioned it to
anyone. Even Czinczar had not suggested an attack on the other Riss battleship.

* * %

Six hourswent by. And then amessage arrived from the barbarian leader.

* % %

Dear Lord Clane;

The ship is not accelerating. What's the matter? If we are going on this journey, we should be on
our way.

Czinczar.

* * *

Clanebit hislips over the letter. He did not answer it immediately, but itsarriva stiffened him to the need
for adecisgon. At least, hethought, | could go down again, and see Marden.

It was dready dark when he landed in the village. Marden opened the door with the reluctance of aman
who knew in advance who his visitor was, and was not interested.

"| thought you were leaving,” he said.
"l have afavor to ak," said Clane.
Marden peered through the dit of the door, polite from habit.

"We haveto try to come to an agreement with the Riss," said Clane. "Do you think one of your
people—of those who are dlowed aboard the Riss ship—would be willing to help my emissaries meet
the Riss?'

Marden laughed, as at a private joke: "Oh, yes, Guylan would."
"Guylan?'

"When he learned of the enmity between you and the Riss, he thought something should be doneto bring
you together.” Marden'stone suggested that Guylan was alittle smple about such things. Hefinished, "I'll
talk to him about thisin the morning.”

Clane urged, "Why not now?' He had to fight hisimpatience. "All thisis very serious, Marden. If our two
ships should mest, there might be abig battle. It'snot too late in the evening yet. Could you possibly



contact him for meimmediady?'

Hetried to hide hisanxiety. There was just a chance that Marden would redlize hisred intentions. He
was counting on their intricacy, and their mechanica aspects, to baffle the Outlander's suspicions. He saw
that the man seemed doubtful.

"Theré's something about your purpose—" Marden began. He shook his head. "But then you people
don't think straight, do you?' He seemed to be talking to himself. "Thisfear of yours," he said aoud
thoughtfully. Once more hefaled to finish asentence. "Just aminute,” he said.

He disappeared into the house. Not one, but several minutes went by. Then he came to the door with a
tal, thin, mild-faced man.

"Thisis Guylan," he said. He added, "Good night." He closed the door.

* % %

The battle began in the hours of darkness before the dawn. In the weapon control room, Clanesatina
chair at the back of the room. From that vantage point he could see al the viewing plates.

High on the"forward" screen, the Riss battleship was clearly visible. Like amonstrous torpedo, it was
slhouetted against the dark sky of Outland.

All the plateswere on infrared light control, and vigbility was amazingly sharp.
A hand tugged at Clanésarm. It was Guylan. "Isit time?"' the Outlander asked anxioudy.

Clane hesitated, and glanced at the thirty volunteers waiting in the corridor outside. They had been
training for hours, and there was such athing as|etting too much tension build up. They had their
indructions. All he had to dowasgivethesgnd.

His hestation ended. "All right, Guylan,” he said.

Hedid not look to see what the reaction was, but touched a button that flicked on alight in front of the
man controlling the molecular wegpon. The officer paused to am aong asghting device, and then
released thefiring pin.

He held the aming device steadly.

A line of fire crept dong the length of the enemy battleship. The effect was beyond Clane's anticipation.
Theflamelicked high and bright. The night came adive with the coruscating fury of that immensefire. The
dark land below sparkled with reflected glare.

And still there was no answering fire. Clane stole aglance at the corridor, where the volunteers had
waited. It was empty.

A shout brought his gaze back to the Rissship. "It'sfaling!" somebody yelled.

It was, dowly and mgjesticaly, one end tilted down, and the other end came up. It made acomplete
somersault inthefirgt five miles of itsfall, and then began to spin faster. The man manipulating the screen
onwhichit had been visblelogt sight of it for afew seconds. When he brought it into focus again, it was
ten miles nearer the ground, and il faling.

It struck the ground with a curious effect. The soil did not seem solid, but acted asaliquid might. The
ship went into it for about athird of itslength.



That wastheir only indication of how tremendous the impact had been.

The weapon officerswere cheering wildly. Clane said nothing. He was trembling, but mass enthusiasm
was something in which he was congtitutiondly incapable of joining. He caught amovement out of the
corner of one eye. He turned. It was Guylan.

The Outlander had ahurt expression on hisface. "Y ou didn't play fair,” he said, as soon as he could
make himsdf heard. "I thought this was supposed to be an attempt to be friendly.”

It was amoment for guilt fedings, atimeto think of abandoned idedls. Clane shook his head. He felt
sorry for the Outlander, but he was not apologetic. "We had to be prepared for an attack,” he said. "You
can't fool with beings who bombed Earth cities.”

"But it was you who attacked," Guylan protested. "The moment | put your men aboard each one ran for
some machine, and exploded something.”

"The Riss have other ships," said Clane diplomaticaly. "Thousands of them. We have only thisone. To
make them talk to us, we have to get them where they can't get away."

"But they'redl dead,” Guylan said plaintively. "Thefdl killed everybody aboard.”
Clanetried to hold down hisfeding of triumph. "It did strike the ground rather hard,”" he admitted.

He redlized that the conversation was getting nowhere. " See here, Guylan, thiswhole businessis deadly,
and you'relooking at it from too narrow aviewpoint. We want to make contact with the Riss. So far,
they haven't let us. If you'l look into my mind, you'll seethat that'strue.”

Guylan said unhappily after amoment, "'l guessthat's so al right, but | didn't redize before what you were
going to do. There was something in your mind but—"

* * %

Clane could understand a part of the other's dilemma. All hislife Guylan had taken for granted that he
knew what was going on in other people's minds. But he had not been able to grasp the notion that thirty
men could attack agigantic battleship with tens of thousands of powerful beings aboard. And that that
smal number of individuaswould set off booby traps which the Riss had designed to protect their
secretsin the event aship ever fdl into the possession of an enemy. The concept involved mechanical
understanding. Accordingly, it was beyond Guylan and hisfelows. Lacking the knowledge, lacking the
complex associations, their mind-reading ability was of no useto them in thisSituation.

Clane saw that the man was genuinely dispirited. He said quickly: "L ook, Guylan, | want to show you
something.”

Guylan said glumly: "I think 1'd better go home."

"Thisisimportant,” said Clane. He tugged gently &t the other's deeve. Guylan dlowed himsdlf to beled to
the "protector” instrument. Clane indicated the main switch. "Did you see one of our men shut this off by
pushing it like this?" He grasped the instrument, and plunged it deep into its socket. It locked into
position.

Guylan shook hishead. "No, | don't remember."

Clane said earnestly: "We've got to make sure of that." He explained how the "protector” worked, and
that any Outlander who wandered near the ship would die. ™Y ou've got to go aboard, Guylan, and shut
thet off."



Guylan said in surprise: "Isthisthe thing that they guarded me againgt, and the otherswho were alowed
aboard?'

"Thisisit. It killseverything in atwo and ahdf milerange.”

Guylan frowned. "Why didnt it kill the men | took aboard?’

Clane swdlowed hard. "Guylan," he said gently, "have you ever seen aman burned dive?’
"I've heard of it."

"Did hedieright avay?"

"No. Heran around madly.”

"Exactly," said Clane grimly. "Guylan, those volunteers started to burn al through their bodies the moment
they got aboard. But they didn't die right away. They gambled on getting that machine shut off in time."

It didn't work exactly like that. But it was too difficult to explain what happened to the metabolism of a
human being when the temperature in every cell of hisbody suddenly went up sixty degrees.

The Outlander said uneasily: "1'd better hurry. Somebody might get hurt.”

He vanished. That made Clane jump. It wasthe first time he had actually seen it happen, and it gave him
an eeriefeding. Abruptly, Guylan was standing beside him again.

"It'soff," he said. He seemed rdlieved.
Clane hdd out hishand. "Guylan," he said warmly, "I want to thank you."

The Outlander shook his head. He had evidently been doing somethinking. "No," he said, "that was all
unfair. You treated the Rissunfairly." A stubborn expression grew into hismild face. "Don't ever ask me
to do you another favor.”

"Thank you just the same.”
Afterwards, Clanethought: First, I'll go aboard, and get the maps, and then—

He had to struggle againgt the tremendous excitement that wasin him. He pictured the message he would
send to Czinczar just before breakfast. Abruptly, he couldn't restrain himself. He sat down, and with
quivering hand dashed off the message:

* % %

Dear Czinczar:

You will be happy to know that we have successfully engaged the enemy warship. Our victory
includes capture of his ship, and destruction of all Riss aboard. It isinteresting to note that
captured maps identified the nearest Riss star as the one picked by Marden.

Clane.

* % %

Asit turned out, the find sentence of the note had to be rewritten before the message was ddlivered. The
captured maps proved that Marden knew nothing about the direction of stars. The Riss sun was about



three months away, but in exactly the opposite direction.

By thefollowing evening, the Solar Star was on itsway.
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Thefirst squal from the boy camefaintly to Clane's ears through the thick panels of the bedroom door.
The sound of it eectrified him. He had aready ordered acceleration down to one G. Now, he went to
the laboratory that adjoined the control room, intending to work. But agreat weariness was upon him.
For thefirst time, he redlized how tense he had been, how tired he was. He lay down on the cot and fell
adeepimmediately.

It was morning when he awakened. He went to Madedlina's and his apartment, and at his request the
baby was shown to him. He examined it carefully for indications that his own mutational characteristics
had been passed on, but there was no sign of anything out of the normd. It baffled him. Not for the first
time, he had a sense of frustration. He knew <o little in aworld where there was so much to know.

Hewondered if there might be neurd similarities between the child and himsalf. He hoped so. For hedid
not doubt his own greatness. His history proved that he was perceptive as few men had ever been. And
he was just beginning to suspect that he was dso super-normally stable.

Hed have to watch the child for indications that the two of them were—different.

Except for its structura normalcy, the gppearance of the baby gave him no aesthetic satisfaction. It was
about as ugly achild as he had ever had the misfortune to look upon, and he was startled when the head
nurse crooned: " Such a beautiful child.”

He supposed that it might turn into one since Madelinawas an extremely good-looking girl. And he
presumed that the child's normalcy proved that her sde of the family would dominate it physically.

Looking down at the child asit was being clothed again after its bath, he grew sad. He had been worried
about the possibility of mutational changes, and he was happy that there were none. But he could dready
imagine the boy being ashamed of hisfather.

That thought ended when anurse came out of the bedroom and told him that Maddinawas avake and
was asking for him. Hefound her cheerful and full of plans.

"You know," shesad, "I never before reaized what wonderfully considerate people we have with us.
The women have been just marvelousto me.”

He gazed thoughtfully at her as she talked. During the long voyage, Maddina had undergone profound
psychologica adjustments. There had been an incident involving an assassin of Lilide'swho had
somehow got aboard in the guise of asoldier. The would-be killer never guessed how hopeless his
purpose was. On gpproaching their gpartment he set off alarms; and so Clane had ddliberately invited
Maddlinato bein at the death. The man's desperate will to live had affected her tremendoudly. From that
moment, she ceased to talk of death as something she could take or leave done.

He listened now, happy in the change that had taken place, as she praised severd of the servants
individually. She broke off abruptly. "Oh, I dmost forgot. Y ou know how hard it's been for usto decide
on hisname—well, | dreamed it: Braden. Just think that over for aminute. Braden Linn."

Clane accepted the name after amoment's hesitation. A child'sfirst name should be individud, to
digtinguish him from other's of hisline. There would have to be astring of second names, of course, to



honor the famous men of both families. It was an old custom, and one of which he approved, thisgiving
of many family names. It reminded the bearer of the past history of hisline. It brought a sense of
continuity of life, and gave the proud possessor afesdling of belonging; awill to do aswell as, or better,
than his namesake. Even he, who had so many physical reasonsfor not having that sense of belonging,
had felt the pressure of the many namesthat had been bestowed upon him at the hour of his christening.

Thefull namefinaly given to the new baby was Braden Jerrin Garlan Joquin Dold Corgay Linn.

It was two weeks after the birth that the Solar Star came to its second destination in space.

* * %

Clane entered the conference room briskly. Now, at last there was no reason for inner conflicts. An
enemy planet was dready bright in the darkness ahead of them.

It wastimeto prepare for action.

First, he made his prepared speech, stressing the value of courage. His eyes studied the faces of the men
as hetaked, watching for signs of cynicism. He didn't expect too much of that. These were earnest men,
conscious of theredlity of their misson.

Some of them, he saw, appeared puzzled by the tenor of histalk. There was atime when he would have
yielded to that gathering impatience. No more. In every great objective the leader must start from the
beginning, first evoking the emotiond attitude necessary to success. In the past held assumed
automatically that soldierstook courage for granted. They did, but only if they were reminded. And even
then, on the genera st&ff level, there was res stance from individuds.

Having completed his diatribe on courage, he launched into the explanation of his purpose. He hadn't
gone far before he began to notice the reactions.

Theofficers, barbarians aswell as Linnans, were dmost uniformly pale. Only Czinczar was frowning with
asudden thoughtful air, his eyes narrowed with caculation.

"But, your excellency,” one of the Linnans protested, "thisisamgjor Riss planet. They'll have hundreds of
shipsto our one."

Clane hed himsdf coal. It was an old experience with him now to redlize that only he had reasoned out
the Situation asawhole. He said gently: "Gentlemen, | hope we are dl agreed that this ship and those
aboard must take risksto the limits of good sense.”

"Yes, but thisismadness.” It was Generd Marik, now Clan€e's private secretary. "As soon as they
discover us—" He paused, asif he had been struck by a new thought. He said, " Or do you expect that
we will not be discovered?'

Clane amiled. "WEell make surethat we are. My plan isto land most of the'—he hesitated, and bit hislip;
hed dmost said "barbarian,” then he went on—"Europan army, and establish a bridgehead.”

The faces of the barbarian officerstook on asick expression, and dmost everyone in the room |ooked
appdled. Once more, the exception was Czinczar. Clane was aware of the barbarian leader watching
him with bright eyes, in which thelight of understanding was beginning to dawn. Clane stood up.

* * %

"Gentlemen," he chided, "you will refrain from frightening the troops with your al too obvious dismay.
Our approach to this problem is soundly based. Spaceships are not destroyed in space. They cannot
even maintain contact with each other when those aboard are friendly to each other, and make every



effort to keep together. So you may be sure that the Risswill not contact us as long as we kegp moving.

"Asfor thelanding, it isthe oldest redlity of military history that a bridgehead can dways be established
and held for atime. And no one has ever figured out amethod of preventing an enemy from landing
somewhere on aplanet.”

He broke off. "But now, enough of argument. We have our purpose. Now, we come to what isfar more
important, the intricate details of carrying out that purpose.”

He explained his own ideas, and then, before throwing the meeting open to general discussion, finished,
"In everything, we must follow the rule of the calculated risk. We must be aware a dl timesthat there will
be sacrifices. But in my opinion, no plan can be acceptable which does not offer some hope of saving a
farly large percentage of the bridgehead army.”

Czinczar wasthefirst to get up. "What," he asked, "isthe exact purpose of the landing?'

"To seewhat reaction it brings, how strong the reaction is, how they attack, with what weapons? In
short, how do the Riss plan to defend their planet?!

"lan'tit possible," Czinczar asked, "that thisinformation was known to the ancient humans who fought the
great Riss-human war?'

"Perhaps." Clane hesitated, not sure whether this was the moment to offer his own estimate of that past
war, and its conduct. He decided finally that it wasn't. He said: "I found no books on thewar itself, so |
can't answer your question.”

Czinczar looked at him steadily for several seconds, and then finished: "Naturaly, | amin favor of the
landing. Here are my ideas on your plan—"

The discussion continued on that practical level. There were no further objectionsto the landing itself.
19

They came down on the dried-out, uneven hillside of what might have been a dead sea. Rock formations
tangled that unpleasant and desolate terrain. The air was thin and cold in the morning, but by noon the
heat had become a blistering thing.

The men were grumbling even asthey set up their tents. Clane was aware of many ascowl sentin his
direction as he flew dowly dong within afew feet of the ground. And adozen timeswhen his ship came
slently over arock formation before dipping down into the next valey, he overheard fearful comments
from big men whaose courage in battle could be counted on.

Periodically, helanded to inspect the protector and molecular energy devices he had ordered set up. The
protectors were the same instruments that had killed every man of the skeleton crews aboard the Linnan
warshipsin the attack that had originally enabled him to saize the Solar Star . The molecular wespons
had burned great gashesin the second Riss ship. He made sure that the destructive limit of each weapon
was st at extreme range, and then he flew on.

He stood findly beside Czinczar, gazing out toward the bleak horizon. The barbarian was sllent. Clane
turned and gave hisfind indructions.

"Send out raiding parties. If you get any prisoners, report to meimmediately.”
Czinczar rubbed his chin. " Suppose they drop atomic bombs on us?'



Clane did not answer at once. From the hillside, he could see some of the tents. Most of them were
hidden in the hollows behind crooked rock formations. But here and there he could see the thin, unsteady
lines. They reached to the horizon and beyond—over thirty milesin each direction from where they
stood.

An atomic bomb would kill everybody initsimmediate vicinity. Thetitan wind would tear down every
tent. The radiation, that deadly stuff, would bounce from the hard, glittering rock, and kill only the few
men who were directly exposed.

That was for abomb exploding a ground level. If it exploded intheair, if for instance the automatic
controls of the molecular weaponsforced it to explode at aheight of twenty miles, the effect would be
compressive. But at twenty milesthe air pressure would not be too deadly, particularly for men who had
ordersto burrow into the rock under their tents, and orders that two of the four men assigned to each
tent must always be in the rock burrow. The other two men of each unit were expected to be alert. It
was presumed that they would hastily take cover if aRiss ship gppeared overhead.

Clane explained his picture, and finished, "If they drop abomb on us, why, well drop one or two on their
cties"

His surface coldness yielded to hisinner exultation. He laughed softly, and said, "No, no, my friend. I'm
beginning to grasp the problem of two hogtile civilizationsin thisvast universe. There's never been

anything like it, before human and Riss collided. No planet can be defended. All planets can be attacked,
everybody is vulnerable—and thistime, here on one of their home planets, we have the least to lose.™

He held out his hand. "Good luck to you, Great Czinczar. I'm sure you will do your usud thorough job."

Czinczar gazed down at the proffered hand for several seconds, and findly took it. ™Y ou can count on
me, Sr," hesad.

He heditated. "I'm sorry," he said dowly, "that | didn't give you the sphere.”

The frank admission shocked Clane. Theloss of the sphere had been amagjor disaster, and only the
terriblewill power of the barbarian leader had restirained him finally from forcing the issue to aconclusion.
Even then he had redlized his need for such aman as Czinczar. He could not bring himself to say that it
didn't matter. But since the confession implied that the sphere would be available on Earth, he said
nothing.

* % %

Back on the Solar Sar, he guided the ship from the weagpon control room. A dozen men stood behind
him, watching the various screens, ready to cal his attention to any point that he himsalf might miss.

They cruised over cities—all of them were in mountain areas—and it didn't take very long to discover
that they were being evacuated. Endless streams of small craft poured from each metropolitan area,
unloaded their burden of refugees, and came back for more.

The spectacle exhilarated the other officers. "By dl the atom gods,”" one man exulted, "we've got those
skunkson therun."

Somebody urged, "L et's drop some bombs on them—and watch them scurry.”

Clane said nothing, smply shook his head. He was not surprised at the virulence of the hatred. For two
days hewatched it swell and surge around him, and il it showed no sgns of diminishing.

"I've got to change these automatic hate patterns,” hetold himsdlf. But that wasfor |ater.



During those two days, he received periodic radio reports from Czinczar. Petrols had been sent out. That
was one message. About haf of them were back by the time the second report arrived.

"It gppears,” sad Czinczar, "that an a'my is gathering around us. There is much activity on every side,
and our patrol craft have been burned down by ground artillery at heights as greeat as eighteen miles. So
far there has been no attack made on any of our machinesfrom theair. It looks asif they aretrying to
contain us. Our men have captured no prisoners asyet.”

Thethird report was brief. "Some air activity. No prisoners. Shal wetry to go into one of their camps?”
Clane's answer to that was, "No!"

Seen from a greet height, the problem of the Riss planet fascinated him. It seemed clear that a sharp clash
was imminent. Considering how many individua Rissthere were on the planet, it was hard to redize why
not one had yet been captured.

Asheflew over another city on thethird day, and saw that it was sill debouching refugees, he pondered
apossihility. Send apatrol craft down. Intercept arefugee craft, burn the machine, and capture those
aboard.

After some thought, he rgjected that. In thefirst place, the Riss machines kept to lanes. That suggested
there were "protector” instruments spotted al along the route. No human being could hope to penetrate
that line of death. That was dso the reason why he refused to consder Czinczar's suggestion that patrols
be sent into the enemy camps. The camps aso would be protected.

The risk to afew men was quite unimportant, of course. But there was another reason for not testing the
danger. He wanted reactions from the Riss. It was they who must force issues against the invader; and by
the very nature of theissuesthey brought up, show what they feared.

Onthethird day, accordingly, hisadvice to Czinczar was till, "Wait and follow the pattern.”

The passing of that night brought no unexpected developments. By mid-morning, Clane was observing
that the refugee traffic had diminished to atrickle of trucking craft. He could imagine the tremendous relief
that must be sweeping the populace. They probably believed that they had won the first phase of the
engagement, or else regarded the lant as too foolish to appreciate the advantage he had had.

Let them think what they pleased. Having achieved the safety of wide dispersement, they must now be
ready for an active second phase. He was not mistaken in hisanalysis. Shortly before dark that
afternoon, Czinczar sent the long awaited word: " Prisoner captured. When will you be down?!

"Tomorrow," Clanereplied.

He spent the rest of the day, and part of the night considering the potentiaities. His plans were ready
about midnight. At that time he addressed a hundred group captains. It was avery sharp, determined
speech. When he had finished, the men were pale, but they cheered him lustily. Toward the end of the
guestion period, one of them asked:

"Y our excellency, are we to understand that you are planning to be on the ground tomorrow?"
Clane hesitated, then nodded.

Theman said earnestly: "I'm sure | spesk for my colleagueswhen | say to you: reconsder. We have
talked al this out among us many times during these long months, and it is our opinion that thelife of
everyone aboard this ship depends upon your excellency remaining dive. No great expedition has ever



before been so completely dependent on the knowledge or leadership of one man.”

Clane bowed. "Thank you. | shall try to merit the trust reposed in me." He shook hishead. "Asfor your
suggestion, | must rgject it. | fed that it is necessary for me to question the prisoner we have captured.
Why? Because on Earth | dissected the body of one of these beings, and | am probably the only person
who knows enough about him for the interview to have any meaning.”

"Sir," said the man, "what about Czinczar? We've heard reports of his astuteness.”

Clane amiled grimly, "I'm afraid Czinczar will dso haveto be present at theinterview." He broke off. “I'm
sorry, gentlemen, this argument must cease. For once, the commander must take as great arisk asany of
his soldiers. | thought that was one of the dreams of lower ranks.”

That brought another cheer, and the meeting broke up afew minutes|ater with everyone in good humor.

* % %

"I don't likethis," said Czinczar.

Actudly, Clane didn't either. He sat down in achair, and surveyed the prisoner. "Let'sthink this over for
awhile" hesaid dowly.

The Riss stood proudly—at least that was the impression he gave—in front of his human captors. Clane
watched him unhurriedly, preternaturally aware of anumber of possibilities. The Riss was about twelve
feet from him. He towered like agiant above the powerful barbarian soldiers, and theoretically he could
legp forward and tear any individud limb from limb before himself succumbing to an attack.

It was not a point that need be taken too serioudy, but still there was such athing as being prepared for
any eventudity. Surreptitioudy, he moved hisrod of energy into ahandier position for defense.

Czinczar said, "It wasalittle too obvious. The men, of course, were jubilant a catching him, but naturally
| asked detailed questions. There's no doubt in my mind that he sought captivity.”

Clane accepted the analysis. It was an example of the dertness he expected from the brilliant barbarian
leader. And besides, it wasthe eventudity that had made him take so many precautions.

Theoreticaly, everything he had done might prove unnecessary. Conversdly, if hisanxiety was judtified,
then the precautions would merdly provide afirst line of defense. In war, the best plans were subject to
unbearablefriction.

Clanetook out his notebook, and began to draw. He was not an artist, but presently he handed the
rough sketch to amember of his staff who was. The man examined the picture, and then secured asmal
drawing board from the patrol craft, and began to sketch with quick, sure strokes. When the drawing
wasfinished, Clane motioned the artist to hand it to the Riss.

That huge mongtrosity accepted the paper, board and all. He studied it with evidence of excitement, then
vibrated the folds of his skin. Watching him, Clane could not decide whether he was showing approva or
disapprovd.

The Riss continued to study the paper, and findly reached into afold of his skin and from some hidden
receptacle drew out alarge pencil. He turned the sheet the artist had used, and drew something on the
blank side of the paper. When the Riss had it ready, it was Czinczar who stepped forward and took the
drawing from him.

It was not, gpparently, hisintention to examineit, for he carried it over to Clane without glancing at what



was on the paper. As he handed it to the mutation, he bent down for amoment, his back to the Riss, and
whispered:

"Y our excellency, do you redlize that the two leaders of this expedition are concentrated here on this
Spot?’

Clane nodded.

20

Out of the corner of one eye, Clane caught abrilliant flash of light high in the sky. He glanced quickly
around to seeif anyone else had noticed it. One of the barbarian officers was craning his neck, but there
was an uncertain expression in hisface. He had the look of aman who couldn't be sure that what he had
seen meant anything Clane, who had sat down so that he could, among other things, gaze upward without
being too obvious about it, settled dowly back in the chair. He waited tensely for the next flash. It came
abruptly. It was dmost straight above, which worried him alittle. But till he showed no Sgn.

Thistime, no one seemed to have obsarved the flash.

Clane hesitated, and then finally answered Czinczar's question with aquestion of hisown. "Just what," he
asked, "do you expect?’

The barbarian leader must have sensed the undertone of excitement in hisvoice. Helooked sharply at
Clane. Hesaid dowly, "A Riss has alowed himsdf to be taken captive. He must have a purpose. That
purpose could well be to insure that the forces behind him make their attack at a specific time and place.
Why not a the moment and the areawhere the top leaders of the enemy expedition are interviewing their
dien prisoner?"

Clanesaid, "You fed then that he would be capable of evauating your rank and mine?' He spoke
deliberately. There had been athird flash in the upper sky.

"He can put two and two together,”" said Czinczar. The barbarian was angry now. He seemed to be
awarethat he was only partly understanding what was going on. "And remember what Marden said
about communicating with the Riss. That suggests they can read our minds. Besides'—he was suddenly
sarcastic—"for thefirst timein our association, you've come like a potentate. Y ou're the only person here
gtting down. That's unusua for you on a public occasion.

And for the only timein your lifethat | know about, you've put on the dress clothes of Linnan temple
priest. What are you trying to do—make him readlize who you are?'

"Yes" sad Clane.

He spoke softly, and then he laughed out loud, exuberantly. "Czinczar," he said at last, more soberly, "this
isatest of something | saw during the attack againgt the Riss battleship on Outland.”

"What did you see?' said Czinczar.

"Our molecular weapon showed up as being far more powerful than | had imagined. It did not actualy
help to destroy the other ship—I used it merely to distract their attention. But it burned away more than a
foot of the hard outer shell of the ship wherever it touched. | subsequently discovered that it had arange
of some twenty miles, and that aboard the ship it was synchronized to automatic aiming devices."

He showed his even, white teeth, ashe smiled grimly. "Czinczar," he said, "thisentire areais protected by
molecular wegpons that will with absolute precision burn an atomic bomb out of the sky at a distance of



nearly twenty miles”

The barbarian |eader's strong face was dark with puzzlement. ™Y ou mean, it will explode them that far

avay?'

"No. It burnsthem. Thereisno nuclear explosion, but only amolecular transformation into gas. Being
small, the bomb is completely dissipated, the gasis caught by crosscurrents of air and its radioactivity
spread over hundreds of square miles.”

He expected a strong reaction. He was not mistaken. "Lord Clane," Czinczar said with suppressed
excitement, "thisistremendous. All these months we have had this remarkabl e defensive machine, and
didn't know it."

He stopped. Then more dowly, he said, "1 am not going to assume, as | did with the chlorodd, that thisis
the answer to our requirements. A big ship like our own could fly over asolid rank of such weapons. It
might suffer serious but not crippling damage, and it could come low enough for its protective space-time
resonators to exterminate everyone below. What is our defense against that? Burrowing?'

"Asfast aswecan," said Clane, "we diveinto theindividua cavesthat your men have been digging, and
crouch under severd yards of rock.”

Czinczar wasfrowning again. "All this doesn't explain thewhy of this byplay with our prisoner. Areyou
trying to force them to an attack?'

Clane savored the opportunity briefly, then he said quietly, "The attack has been on for nearly five
minutes”

Having spoken, he raised the drawing the Riss had made and pretended to study it.

* % %

Around him, the wave of excitement reached its peak. Men caled to each other shrilly. The echoes of the
sounds receded into the distance, as other men farther away took up the cry.

During the entire period of turmoil, Clane appeared to be examining the drawings. Actudly, with a
singleness of purpose he watched the Riss captive.

The guards had forgotten the huge dien. They stood, craning their necks, staring up into the sky, where
the flashes had become more numerous. With one word, Clane could have recalled them to their duty.
But he decided againgt saying anything.

The question was, how would the creature react when he findly redized that the atomic attack wasa
completefizzle?

For afew seconds, the monster maintained his calm, proud bearing. Then hetilted his head back, and
stared earnestly up. That lasted less than half aminute. Abruptly, his gaze came down from the upper air,
and he looked quickly around him. For amoment his swift eyesfocused on Clane, who blinked rapidly,
but did not ook away.

It was an effective device. His bent head suggested that he wasimmersed in the drawing. By blinking his
eyelids, he partidly conceded the fact that his eyeballswererolled up high into their sockets. The Riss
gaze passed over him, and the Riss made hisfirgt purposeful move.

Hereached into afold of his skin, started to draw something out—and stopped, as Clane said softly
amost under his breeth, "Don't doit. Stay dive! | know you came here to sacrifice yoursdf, but it's not



necessary now. It would serve no useful purpose. Stay dive, and listen to what | haveto say.”

He didn't expect too much from that. Telepathic communication between an aien who could read minds
and ahuman being who couldn't must surdly be afragile thing. Nevertheess, though he till did not look
directly at the Riss, he saw that the creature continued to hesitate.

Morefirmly, but fill under his breath, Clane said: "Remember the drawing. | ill don't know what your
reaction was—I can't take the time to look—but | suspect it was negative. Think that over. A first
judgment isn't necessarily the best. Five thousand years ago, man and Riss nearly destroyed each other.
And now, the Riss have taken actions that will sart the whole struggle over again. So far we have not
dropped a single bomb, nor have we used the resonator. That was deliberate. That was designed to
show that thistime human beings want a different arrangement. Tell your people that we come as
friends”

And dill it was hard to tell what the reaction was. The alien remained as he had been, one "hand" hidden
inthefolds of hisskin. Clane did not underestimate the possibilities. In dissecting the body of the deaed
Riss on Earth, he had discovered natura skin pockets big enough to concea energy rods.

He had warned Czinczar to be on guard, but had asked him not to make a search. The important thing
was that the Rissfed freeto act.

Besde him, Czinczar said inamonotone, "Y our excellency, | think our captiveis nerving himsdlf to do
something violent. I've been watching him."

So at least one other person had not forgotten the danger. Before Clane could speak, Czinczar went on,
sharply, "Y our excellency, | urge you to take no chances. Kill him before he pullsasurpriseson us."

"No," said Clane. Hisvoice was on aconversationd leve. "l intend to give him apatrol craft, if hell
accept it, and let him escape. The choiceisup to him.”

As he spoke, he raised his head for thefirst time, and gazed squarely at the Riss. The creature's huge,
glittering eyes glared back a him. There seemed little doubt but that he knew what was expected of him.

The conflict between hiswill to live and the unconscious attitudes and beliefs that had brought him hereto
sacrifice himsdf wasterrible to see. He grew visibly rigid in every muscle.

* % %

There was no immediate change in that tense tableau. The Riss stood on arock ledge looking up at
Clane and Czinczar who were higher up on that barren and uneven hillsde. Beyond the dien, the tents of
the barbarian soldiers were partly visible among the rocks. They stretched asfar asthe eye could see. A
minute went by. The very passage of time, it seemed to Clane, wasfavorable. He relaxed ever so dightly,
and sad to Czinczar:

"I'd like to know what he drew in answer to the drawings | had made up. Will you look at them, whilel
watch him? 1 imagine you'll haveto study minefirst if you hope to understand hisreply.”

Though he had not said so, he was also interested in the barbarian's own reaction.

Without taking his gaze from the Riss, he held up the drawing board. Czinczar took it, and said presently,
"I'm looking at your drawing. There are three planets shown here. Oneis completely shaded. Oneisal
white, and on the third the mountain areas are shaded, and the foothills and flat sections are white. Am |
right in thinking these drawings are meant to represent planets?'

"Yes" said Clane.



Hewaited. After alittle, Czinczar said: "Thelegend at the bottom of the sheet showsthe figure of a
human being, and opposite that awhite rectangle, and below that a Riss with a shaded rectangle opposite
hisfigure

"That's the explanatory legend,” said Clane.

Therewas along pause, longer than Clane expected from aman so astute. And yet, on second thought,
he was not surprised. It was amatter of attitudes and bdliefs. It was the whole nerve process of
accepting aradicaly new notion. The reaction that came findly did not surprisehim in the dightest.

"But thisisridiculous," Czinczar said angrily. " Are you serioudy suggesting that Riss and human beings
share one out of every three planets?"

"That'sjust aguess,”" said Clane. He made no further attempt to judtify the idea. Fifty centuries before,
Riss and human had not even been prepared to share agalaxy. The mentd attitude involved seemed to
be one of the few thingsthat had survived a holocaust war.

He waited. When the barbarian spoke again, there was satisfaction in hisvoice. "Y our excellency, | am
examining his answer. He has drawn three planets, al shaded in. I'd say he rgects your suggestion of
shaing.”

Clane said seadily: "He's had timeto transmit my plan by menta telepathy. The idea may spread rather
rgpidly. That'sdl | can hopefor a the moment.”

* % %

Actudly, the basic Stuation was quite different from what it had been long ago. Thistime, men and Riss
aike could look back and see the disaster that had befallen their ancestors.

Thistime, one man believed in cooperation.

One man, sitting here on this distant enemy planet, accepted the redlity that there would be difficulties.
Accepted therigid intolerance of man and Riss dike. Knew that he would be regarded as afool, enemy
of hiskind. And gtill he had no intention of yielding hisidea.

He saw himsdlf, poised for one minute of eternity at the very apex of power. In dl man's history, this
moment, this combination of events, had never occurred before, and possibly never would again. A few
years from now what he knew of science would be common knowledge, shared by thousands of
technicians. It would haveto be, if the human race hoped to survive in competition or cooperation with
the Riss. Already, he had trained scores of officers. The trouble was, because of his greater background,
he learned a dozen things while they learned one.

That fact shaped the difference. Therein lay the tremendous opportunity. Culturdly, industridly, that was
bad for the human race. Politicaly, it made the momen.

No one could stop him. None could deny him. Hewas Lord Clane Linn, potential Lord Leader,
commander in chief of the Solar Sar, the only man who understood something about al the machinery
aboard. He had never felt more dert, never sharper of mind, and he hadn't been sick for years.

Czinczar cut across histhought, anote of exasperationin hisvoice. Y our excdlency, if al your schemes
didn't work out so well, I'd say you were mad. The Riss attack against us here has been tactically and
grategically wrong, not well planned, not well conducted. There have been no explosionsfor severa
minutes. If | were the commander on the other side, what has dready happened would be only the
beginning of amgjor assault. Logicaly, thereisno limit to the sacrifice arace should makein defending its



planet.”

Hewent on in apuzzled tone, "There's something about the attack that we're not seeing, afactor which
they're taking into account but we're not. 1t's holding them back.”

He broke off. He said ironically, "But what about this fellow? How can you solve the problem of the Riss
gdacticdly if you can't even persuade thisoneindividud ?'

Clanesaid quietly, "All he'sgot to do to get to apatrol ship is bring hishand out into the open, dowly,
inoffendvey—"

He stopped. Because the "hand" was coming out. The Riss stood for amoment, studying Clane. Then he
walked over to the patrol vessel Clane had mentdlly indicated. Silently, they watched him get into it, and
take oOff.

When he had gone, Czinczar sad, "Well, what now?"

The barbarian leader had a habit of asking such disconcerting questions.

21

Clanereturned to the Solar Star, and considered. What should the next move be?
Go home? It seemed too soon.

He spent haf an hour playing with baby Braden. The child fascinated him. "Here," he thought, not for the
first time, "isthe secret of dl progress.”

At the moment Braden had no ideas of his own, no unchanging attitudes or beliefs—except possibly
those that derived from the way the nurses and Madelina had handled him. There were possible subtle
responses to rough or gentle treatment that should not be lightly dismissed.

But he knew nothing of hisorigin. He did not hate the Riss. Brought up with ayoung Riss, the two might
even develop friendly relationships—though that was not an important solution to the Riss-human
problem. It couldn't be carried out on abig enough scale. Besides, it would be limited by other
associgtions.

Heleft the baby findly, and settled down in achair in the control room. There, surrounded by the
panoply of ingrumentsthat controlled great machines, hetold himsdlf, "It'samatter of integrating wheat |
know."

He had afedling about that. It seemed to him that virtudly al the factswere now available. Therewas
one possible exception. What Czinczar had said about the unsatisfactory extent of the Riss attack.

Frowning, he went over in his mind the sequence of events on this Riss planet. And Czinczar wasright,
he decided.

Hewas dtill thinking about it when the radio clerk brought him amessage.

* % %

Dear Lord Clane;

More prisoners have been captured. | urge you to come down immediately. | have the missing



factor.

Czinczar.

* * %

Clane made hislanding shortly after lunch. Barbarian guards herded the prisoners from asmall pocket in
therocky hillsde.

They sdled over, skinny, bright-eyed men with afeverish look about them. They were unmistakably
human. Czinczar made the introduction. His golden voice held the full flavor of the occasion.

"Y our excellency, | want you to meet the descendants of the human beings who used to occupy this
planet—Dbefore it was captured by the Rissfive thousand years ago.”

Clane had had just a moment's warning—that one look at the prisoners asthey came up. It was adl he
needed. His mind took the impact of the introduction. He was able after amoment to study them, and it
seemed to him that he had never seen such wretched looking human beings. Thetalest of the
group—there were eight of them—was no more than five feet three. The shortest was alittle old wizened
individua about four feet sx. It was he who spoke.

"Hear you come from Eart'."

His accent was so different from the Linnan, that hiswords sounded like gibberish. Clane glanced at
Czinczar, who shrugged, smiled, and said, "Say, yes."

Oddly, the meaning came through then, and thereafter a painfully dow conversation was possible.
"Y ou'rethe big boy?' the creature said.

Clane thought that over, and nodded. Thelittle old man came closer, pursed hislips, and said hoarsely,
"I'm the big boy of this bunch."

He must have spoken too loudly. One of the other men, who had been standing by, stirred, and said, in
an outraged tone, "Y eah? Ligten, Glooker, you do thetalkin', we do thefightin'. If theresany big boy in
thisbunch, it'sme."

Glooker ignored the interruption, and said to Clane, "Nothin' but intrigue and complaint dl thetime. By
the holy sphere, you can't do athing with them.”

Clane's mind jumped back to the desperate political and economic intrigue of Linn. He started to say
with aamile, "I'm afraid intrigue isacommon heritage of limited associative bdance—" he stopped. He
did amental double-take, caught himself, and said with atense calmness, "By the what?"

"The sphere. Y ou know, it rolls up and down. It's the one thing that never changes.”
Clane had complete surface control of himsalf again. He said, "'l see. Y ou must show it to us sometime.”
Heturned casudly to Czinczar, "Did you know about this?*

Czinczar shook hishead. "I talked to them for an hour after they were brought in, but they never
mentioned it."

Clane hesitated, then drew the barbarian asde. "Brief me," he said.

The picture was ordinary enough. Man had gone underground. During the long struggle, gigantic



machines had crested auniverse of caves. Long after the burrowing machines were meaningless hulks of
metd, the caves remained.

"But," said Clane, puzzled, "how did they hold off the Riss? Just going into a cave wouldn't be enough.”

Czinczar was amiling. "Y our excellency," he said, "we proved the method right here on thissoil." He
waved at the rocky, uneven terrain, the desol ation that reached to every horizon. "They had, among other
things, the 'protector' device—"

Claneflashed, "Y ou mean, they know how to make them?' He thought of hisown fruitless effortsto
duplicate the Rissdloys.

"It'sapart of lifeto them,” said Czinczar. "They maketheright dloys asamatter of smpletraining. They
fashion them together because. . . well. . . that'sthe way things are. They know."

Clane had alimp feding of excitement. It wasthe same story over again. In Linn, spaceshipsexistedina
bow and arrow culture. On Outland, an inconcelvably advanced system of transportation, and telepathy,
were accepted reditiesin asmple, agriculturd civilization. And now here was the same evidence of
scientific wonders as part of acommonplacelife. A technique, if remembered and passed on from one
generation to the next, was not something marvelous. It was the way of doing something.

Such folkways had their limitations, of course. The people did not have open minds. They resisted
change. The Outlanders were extreme examples of that. The Linnans as a nation were dmost equaly set
in their decadence. Theselittle people were harder to judge. In their confirmed and desperate existence,
they had little opportunity for growth. And so, because of their environment, they were asrigid asany
Outlander.

The degper meanings of such things remained as obscure as ever.
Clane broke histhought. "L et us make arrangementsto visit these people in their home, tomorrow.”

They flew over country that was rocky and barren at first. Abruptly, the soil grew greener. A river burst
into view, and wound along among trees and heavy undergrowth. And gtill there was no sign of Riss
habitation.

Clane commented on it to Glooker. The little man nodded. "Air'stoo heavy for ‘em. But they won't let us
haveit." He spoke sourly.

The mutation nodded, but said nothing more.

The entrance to the cave surprised him. It was a huge concrete piling constructed againgt ahillsde, plainly
vigblefor miles. Their patrol craft came down outside the range of the resonators, and the erstwhile
prisoners went forward aone into the "protected” area.

They came back, "photographed” the visitors, and soon they were being led down a brightly lighted
concrete causeway. Spindly bodied men and women, pitiful child mites came out of wood and stone
cubbyholesto stare with their feverish unhedthy eyes at the procession of strangers.

Clane began to fed hisfirst admiration. The scene wasamogt literdly out of anightmare. And yet these
half humanswith their stunted bodies and their desperate, tense, anxious minds, had fought off the science
and military might of the Rissempire. They had burrowed into the soil; by withdrawing into thet artificial
underground world, they had virtualy cut themsalves off from sunlight. But here they were, dive, and as
activeasantsin an anthill.



They squabbled, fought and intrigued. They had their own caste system. They followed old marriage
customs. They lived and loved and reproduced in the very shadow of the Riss menace. Their averagelife
expectancy was about thirty-five Earth years, as near as Clane could calculateit.

The procession cameto alarger cave, which was occupied by severd women and swarms of children,
but only one man. Clane watched dertly asthe man, aroly poly individua with thin lipsand hard blue
eyes ambled forward. Glooker introduced him obsequioudy as Huddah, the "Boss Boy."

The mutation had his own way of measuring conceited individuas. So now he made hisfirst attempt to
control the sphere, which these little people had somewhere in thistangle of caverns.

The problem was, was the sphere close enough?

Aningant after he had thought the cue, it flashed up over hishead. A hundred throats screeched with
wonder and awe.

Therewas no trouble.

* * %

Onthereturn trip, Clane ordered Czinczar to re-embark the barbarian army.

"The exigtence of aremnant human race on thisplanet,” he explained, "points up emphaticaly what we
discovered. Given certain weapons, man can survive a Riss atack. Well take adong enough 'little men'
techniciansto start construction on Earth of the two main weapons. As more and more people learn the
process, we can count on our defenses holding.”

He added, "That, of course, doesn't give us back our planets. It's unfortunate but the defense weapons
will work equaly well for the Riss™

He glanced sharply at Czinczar, expecting areaction. But that barbarian's |ean face wasimpassive. Clane
hesitated, then went on, "It ismy plan before we leave here to turn out millions of Photostats of my
drawing, showing how we propose to solve the Riss-human hostility. Well flutter them down over
various cities and over the mountain sides, so that every Riss becomes aware of the basic idea of
shaing."

Czinczar made asound asif he were choking. Clane said quickly, "We musin't forget the Rissaso havea
problem. Apparently, they need amore rarefied atmosphere than man. They can sand the dense air at
sealeve on Earth, and here, but for everyday living they've got to be high up. That greetly limitsthe
habitable areas available to them. Man has not been overly sympathetic to the difficultiesinvolved, in fact
aggravated them."

Czinczar broke into speech at last, "How do you mean?”

Clane said dowly, "From al accounts, men of the golden age discovered how to release the oxygen from
the crusts of otherwise barren planets and moons. Presumably, the Riss knew how to do that aso, but
they had aterrible disadvantage. They would want the process to stop sooner than would man. | can just
imagine the glee of human beings asthey forced an ever thicker atmosphere on planet after planet.”

Czinczar said in aremorselesstone, "It is naturd that each race fight to the limit for surviva.”

Clanesad sharply: "That'sdl very wdl for intelligent beings who think on theanimd level. Man and Riss
must rise aboveit." He broke off grimly, ™Y ou understand, that we will not alow the Rissin the solar
system, nor should human beings aspire to share the main Riss system. The home planets have to be
inviolate"



"How arewe going to get them off?" said Czinczar.

Clane made no direct answer.

* % %

Back on the ship, Czinczar offered only oneimportant objection when Clane told him they would haveto
make a stopover on Outland.

"What about the people of the solar syslem?" he asked uneasily. "For al we know, amgjor attack has
aready taken place. We do know that as of now, human beings have no resonators or energy beamsto
protect them."

Clanewas grim. "It takes time to conquer an inhabited planet. That's what I'm counting on." He added
harshly, "If we go back right now, we could only fight the Riss on equal terms. That would be bad for us,
snce they have the ships and the wegpons and the endless equipment for making more.”

"And how will the Stuation be changed if we go to Outland first?"
"I'm not sure. Clane spoke frankly.

"l see. Another ideaat the back of your mind?"

"es"

Czinczar was silent for severa seconds. Then his eyes showed laughter. "I support it,” he said, "sight
unseen.”

Heheld out hishand. "Y our excdlency,”" he said earnestly, "'1'm your man. From this moment on, no more
schemes, no oppostion. | salute the future Lord Leader of Linn, of whom | herewith request the rank of

loyd dly."

It was an unexpectedly complete surrender. Clane blinked, and swallowed hard. Momentarily, he felt
overwhelmed. Then he caught hold of himself and said with afaint smile, "I'm not Lord Leader yet. 1t will
take timeto makeinfluentid people awvare of me again. Therewill probably be adifficult prdiminary.”

There was no need to eaborate on that. The politically wise barbarian nodded, hislips pursed.

Clane went on, "We now have two spheres, onein reserve on Earth—" His eyes met Czinczar's, seeking
confirmeation.

The latter agreed. "Y es, two. Y ou can have the one in the solar system at any time."

Clane continued in afirm voice, "As| seeit, the sphereisthe primitive verson of the trangport system
developed on Outland and Inland.”

"And SD n

"Control of the cosmos." Something of thefire of the thought that wasin his mind enriched hisvoice.
"Czinczar, have you ever wondered how the Universe functions?!

The barbarian was sardonic. "l wasborn, | andive, | shdl die. That's my function. Can you dter the
pattern?'

Clane smiled wryly. "Y ou strike too deeply, my friend. I'm just now becoming vaguely aware of the
forcesthat are operating inside me. They're more intricate than the physical sciences. | intend to leave



them donetill | have moretime."

He paused, frowning. "Perhapsthat's an error. How dare aman who doesn't understand himself propose
to sttlethe affairs of the Universe?!

He shrugged. "It can't be helped. My hope right now is that, with the sphere to help him, Marden will be
ableto teach mether system.”

* % %

Marden drew back curioudly to let the men carrying the sphere and its container enter his house. They set
it down, as Clane said, "Ever see anything like this before, Marden?"

Marden was smiling. The sphere rose up from the container, and took up aposition over hishead. "An
artificia opening,” he said. "I've heard of them. They were the beginning.”

He added, "If | had known you had such athing asthis, | would have taught him"—he nodded at
Clane—"how dl thisworks when hefirst talked about it.”

Clanesad, "Will it help meto read minds?

Marden wastolerant. "That will take afew years. Therest you can Sart doing immediately with the
sphereto hdp you.”

Afterwards, Czinczar said: "But how do you expect to use the sphere against the Riss? Y ou told me
yourself it would not be decisive.”

Clane evaded answering. Theideain hismind was so intricate in its scientific concepts, so vast in scope,
that he dared not put it into words.

Besides, therewas much to do first.

* * *

The trip home was long and tiring but not atogether wasted. Severa dozen people aboard had gone
insane, and there were any number of tangled minds and eccentric characters. Clane sudied them, tried
techniques of therapy on them—and again and again went back to baby Braden, the wellspring of his
own interest.

It seemed to him that in the child he would find the beginning of the normal ness and abnormal ness of the
adult.

The baby made as many movementswith hisleft hand as with hisright. He was not interested in objects
held farther away than two feet. But if an article was brought closer than that, he would usualy—though
not always—reach for it, as often with hisleft hand aswith hisright.

Given something that he could grab hold of, he could belifted into the air, his own strength supporting
him. He did thisequally with either hand, but each time used only hisfingers. Histhumb was till ausdess

appendage.

He showed marked symptoms of fear after aloud noise, apain stimulus, or when subjected to a sudden
sense of faling. Nothing else could darm him. Hewas not afraid of animas or objects whether large or
small, no matter how close they were brought. And he liked being stroked under his chin.

Other babies aboard, given the same tests, responded similarly.



Many times, Clane pondered his observations. " Suppose,” he wondered, "that all babiesturned out to
have the same ingtinctive reactions as Braden and the ones | 've tested. In other words, basicdly they
don't seem to be ether right-handed or | eft-handed. They're not afraid of the dark. Apparently, they learn
these things. When? Under what conditions? How does one baby become irresponsible Calg), another
oneruthless, brilliant Czinczar, and athird afield laborer?”

There was one way, he discovered, in which Braden differed from the other babies of his own age group.
When ablunt object was drawn across the bottom of hisfoot, al histoes flexed in one direction. Every
other baby under ayear old flexed the big toe upward and four downward.

Thedividing line seemed to be one year of age. Of the nineteen older children Clane tested, sixteen
reacted like Braden. That is, their toes al flexed in the same direction. The other three continued to react
like norma babies under ayear old. Each one of the three was arecognized problem child.

It was highly suggestive to Clane that Braden at four months of age should have the same responses as
much older children. Was here perhaps evidence that his son had inherited the supernorma stability
which he suspected in himself?

Hewas till deegply involved in the whole intricate problem of sanity when the Solar Star entered Earth's
amosphere. That was nine hundred and seventy-seven days after its departure.

22
Before landing, Clane sent out patrols. Their reports were encouraging.

His estate was unharmed, though alarge and noisy refugee village had grown up starting about two miles
from the house.

According to the accounts brought back by the patrol commanders, some four hundred Riss battleships
werein the solar system. They had taken possession of most of the mountain areas on the various planets
and moons, and were busily consolidating their positions.

There had been no effective resistance. Army units, when cornered or ordered to fight, were wiped out.
Human civilians who were sighted by the enemy, or who had been unlucky enough to be on the scene of
alanding, were blasted to a man.

Immediately after their arrival, the invaders had made amass attack on nearly haf ahundred cities.
About two million people were caught by the hellish atomic explosions; so the report went. The rest
successfully reached their farm havens, and were safe.

For more than ayear, no bombs had falen. And even in thosefirst deadly days, not asingle lowland city
was attacked. The Riss concentrated their colossal bombs on foothill cities and on mountain cities located
less than thirty-five hundred feet above sealeve.

The stupid and the thoughtless among the refugees noted both the commissions and the omissions. And
for months they had been trickling back to the undamaged centers. There was need for swift action. And
yet—Clane shook his head.

And yet he operated within the limitationsimposed by his human aswell as enemy environment.

"Well set up defenses around the estate first,” Clanetold Czinczar. "It'll take about aweek to put up the
resonators and the molecular weapons, and start work on the caves. While that's being done, I'll try to

get my sy organization together.”



Everything took time, thought and the most careful preparation.

* % %

Liftboats hovered in the night. Shadowy figures stood on the ground. Small craft floated down out of the
blackness towards lights arranged in a certain pattern. Such rendezvous were old in Clane's experience,
and he took them calmly. For years he had dedlt through agents, listened to accounts of scenes witnessed
by other eyesthan his own, and he had a practiced skill in building up the resulting pictures, so that many
times he could see things that the spy had not noticed.

Each meseting with an agent followed the same generd pattern. Theindividua remained in the darkness so
far as other agents, aso on the scene, were concerned. There were daves present to insure that the men
and women were fed, but the meal itself was handed through anarrow dit of awindow to apair of hands
that reached out of the night. The meal was eaten by a shadowy human being who stood in athin lineup
of hisown kind. It was seldom, however, that individuds spoke to each other.

Each agent reported first to three officers. The report was verba and ddlivered out of the darknessto the
officers, who themsalves remained hidden by the darkness. If even one of the tribund decided that the
story merited further consideration, the spy was passed on to Clane.

The next step was precautionary. The agent was searched, if aman, by aman; if awoman, by awoman.
Most of the agents were old at the game and knew each step, so that they offered no objections when
they entered Clane's private patrol craft and for thefirgt time during the interview, had to show their
faces.

Gradudly, inthisway, asthe night passed, the over-dl picture of the past two and ahaf years came
through to Clane.

The last agent findly departed, and the faint sound of their small craft was scarcely more than awhisper
in the intense darkness that settled down after the false dawn. Clane returned to the spaceship and
considered what he had learned.

Lilidd and Cag knew of hisreturn. It showed swift spy work on the part of their supporters. But the
information pleased Clane. They would spread the news of his regppearance much faster than he could
do.

Hewas not surprised to learn that Lilidel had already regarded him as adeadlier danger than the Riss. To
her, government was a persona possession. Thefact that she hersdf had no ideawhat to do in this
national emergency meant nothing. Regardless of consequences, she intended to cling to power.

Sinceit would take time to reestablish his contacts, Clane presumed that she would have timeto take
some action. With al the thoroughness of which he was capable, he set about the task of plugging up
possible loopholesin his defense system.

To begin with, he concentrated on the refugee village.
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The business manager of hisestate, aformer dave, had registered for him under the refugeelaw. The
manager, who had in his day been ahigh Martian government officid, reported that at the time of
registration, more than ayear before, he had noticed nothing unusua in the way his papers had been
handled. The picture he gave of hastily organized clericd staffsworking in confuson wastypica of other
areas Where the same law had been introduced— without Lilidel being aware of it—and it satisfied Clane
up to apaint.



Because of the acreage of his estate, he had been assigned three hundred families, totaling one thousand
ninety-four persons. It was avillage full of strange people. When he went down to look them over on the
day after hisreturn to the estate, it seemed to Clane that he had never seen such amotley crowd. On
inquiry, he discovered that he had been assigned the inhabitants of a section of asingle street. On the
surface, that looked fair and seemed to indicate that his farm was being handled as objectively aswere
the others. There was afull quota of human beings, sensible and foolish, short and long, fat and thin,
clever and stupid—an ordinary cross section of any city's population.

Clane decided not to let it go at that. It took only one nto kill one or more people. Such aman
would need only one opportunity, whether gained by chance or design. It wastoo easy to kill, and no
man or woman in history had ever recovered from that particular type of catastrophe.

He concentrated the attention of nearly half his spies and dowly, as the days passed and the reports
camein, redized that he had given them an assgnment which could never be satisfactorily completed.

He had afile made up for each family and in each file he had trained clerks enter the information that
camein about individua members of the family. It became gpparent that part of each person'slife history
was not available.

In his determination to penetrate that darkness, he organized a bulletin board newspaper, full of chatty
information about the doings and backgrounds of the members of the group. Asthe new village grew, his
spies, taking on the role of friendly reporters, interviewed each adult and each child over ten yearsold,
ostensibly for the bulletin. Some of the spies consdered the age limit too low, but Clane was ingstent.
The history of Linn, particularly of more ancient times, wasfull of accounts of the bravery of very young
peoplein times of emergency.

His hope was that he might isolate the assassin. Helooked for hesitation and reluctance in answering
guestions. He wanted the diffident refugee marked off as a person who had possibly murderous reasons
for withholding information.

Asit turned out, the agent listed as suspects seventeen men and nine women. Clane had them arrested
and set down in amore distant area.

And gill hewas not satisfied.

"Itisn't," hetold Madeina unhappily, "that I'm abandoning the proposition that people must rise above
themsalvesin thiscriss. But afew uncooperative individuas could cause disaster.”

She patted his arm affectionately. She said, "What aman you are for worrying."

Shewasadim, draight girl a thistime, with afine, senstiveface. All her emotiond intensity remained,
but it was concentrated now in the normal channels of husband and child. She embraced him abruptly,
impulsvely.

"Poor sweetheart, you have to think of so many things, don't you?'

* * *

That day, aso, went by without incident. Through his spies, Clane watched every horizon of human
activity. The reports from Golomb, where the government was, stifled once and for dl any will he might
have had to cooperate with the Lilide group.

Theincredible Cag had brought back the games. Men and animals were once more dying in the arena
to provide sport for the court. At night, government buildings were converted into theaters and dance



halls. Often, the merrymakerswere il at play when the clerks arrived in the morning to begin work. The
Lord Adviser had taken an interest in the army. Thousands of men were being drilled, so that they could
assume formations which spelled out phraseslike " The People Love Cdg."

Over in the mountains, a second Riss expedition arrived. Thousands of monsters disembarked. Czinczar,
who reported the arriva, sent along an apped:

* % %

Your excellency:

How are you going to drive these creatures from the solar systemif you do not even have control
of Linn? Please take action without delay.

* % %

Clanereplied that hewastraining clerksfor the first phase of government seizure. He pointed out that it
wasan intricate task. "A leader,” he wrote, "hasto work with human beings. Thislimitsal hisactionsand
controls his destiny. Asyou must know better than most people, | have tried to transcend such obstacles.
| have thought in termsinviting men to do their duty to the race, and disregard such things aswho shdl be
boss and who shall obey. | still hope that we will have such a spontaneous demonstration of
will-to-cooperate for the benefit of all such as has not been seen in generations.

"At the moment, in spite of therisks, | am moving forward astep at atime. | agreewith you that itis
essentia that | have control of the state for some years.”

He had barely dispatched the message when one of hisguardsin apatrol craft made an emergency
landing in the garden, and reported that a score of Linnan spaceships were approaching.

Even ashetold of them, the dark shapes of the large naval vessals grew visiblein the distance.
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They camein four lines of five each, and settled on the ground about four and ahaf miles from the house.
They had landed in such away that their air locks faced away from the estate. For awhile therewasa
great ded of activity that Clane couldn't see. He guessed that men were disembarking.

Just how many men, it was difficult to decide. On space flights, these big machines carried complements
of only two hundred officers and soldiers. But on such short trips as thisfifteen hundred or two thousand

per ship was possible.

It quickly became gpparent that avery large number of men indeed was involved, for within an hour
hundreds of groups of them swarmed over the hill and began to spread out in an enveloping movement.

Clane watched them uneasily through his Riss vison system. It was one thing to have a defense system
that could kill every man now gpproaching. It was quite another actually to kill them.

The possibility that he might have to do so brought areturn of hisold anger. He wondered grimly if the
human race deserved to be perpetuated. Asin the past, he decided in favor; and so there seemed nothing
to do but to warn the gpproaching army.

Both the molecular beams and the resonators were et to react in their terrific fashion at two miles against
al craft to which they were not attuned.



Heflew aoneto that perimeter, taking aloud-speaker hookup with him. He set the Riss liftboat to follow
acourse just within the death line.

At ahundred yards, he was not completely out of range of agood archer, but the meta walls of the
meachine would give ample protection.

The men nearest him were now little more than two hundred yards away. Clane rumbled out hisfirst
warning. In aclear, mechanica voice, he described the line of death, indicating trees, shrubs and other
landmarksthat constituted the perimeter. He urged those within hearing to send warningsto soldiers
farther away. Hefinished that first urgent message with the words:

"Test this. Send animals across, and watch the result.”

Hedidn't wait for their reaction, but flew on to make sure that other groups aso received the same
warning. When he turned back, he saw that it had stopped them about fifty yards from the demarking
line. Consultationstook place. Presently, messengersin small, fast shipsflew from group to group.
Sttisfied, Clane settled to the ground, and waited.

There was another pause in the activity of the groups of soldiers, and then asmall patrol ship landed
among the nearest group. Traggen climbed out of it and stood with amegaphone in his hands. He Sarted
forward, but he must have known of the warnings for he stopped after proceeding lessthan ten yards. He
raised the megaphone and shouted:

"The Lord Adviser Cdg, who is personally commanding these troops, orders you to surrender
immediady."

It wasinteresting to Clane that asfar as the eye could see there was no sign of anyone even remotely
resembling the Lord Adviser Cdg. Hesaid, "Youtdl hisexcellency, the Lord Adviser Calg, that his
unclewould liketo talk to him."

Traggen said coldly, "His excellency does not talk to outlaws.”
Clane said quickly, "Have | been declared an outlaw?'

Traggen hestated. Clane did not walit for him to answer.

* % %

Hecaled, "Please inform hisexcellency, Lord Cdg), that unless he comes forward to talk to me, | shall
ride dong the perimeter here telling the truth about him to the soldiers.”

Clane paused with awry amile. "1 forgot," he said, "you can't tell him that, can you? Better put it like this.
Tdl himthat | thresten to fly dlong and tdll lies about him to the soldiers.”

Hefinished, "I'll give him ten minutes, so you'd better hurry.”

Traggen hesitated, and then turned and went back to his machine. It rose from the ground, and flew back
towards the ridge more than two miles away. Clane did not bother to watch it land. He flew up and
down in front of the soldiers, pausing before each group to tell aribald joke about himself. In andyzing
the popularity of certain of his officers, during the barbarian war, he had assumed that no officer could
actudly beliked for himsdf done—the average soldier smply didn't have the opportunity to find out
much about thereal character of his commander.

So it must be something else. He watched and listened, and findlly selected anumber of coarse jests
which poked fun at authority. Smply by telling one or two of them, he changed the attitude toward him of



most of the soldiers who heard his pep talks. According to reports, he came to be regarded as a good
felow. He wasn', but that made no difference. The so-called humor was amagic key to their good will.

Civilians, naturdly, had to be handled differently, afact which old soldiers sometimesforgot.

The question was, would these men, who had been with Jerrin on the planets, who knew little or nothing
of what Lord Clane Linn had done againgt Czinczar, and who were now supposed to capture
him—would they dso laugh at hisjokes?

They did, dmost to aman. Entire groups rocked with laughter. A few officerstried sernly to stop them,
but they were outnumbered. At the end of ten minutes, Clane returned to his original stopping point,
satisfied that he had done what he could to turn the men in hisfavor.

Just what good it would do was another matter.
Heforgot that, for along, strange and wonderful procession was approaching.

First of al came scores of brightly colored patrol craft. They gyrated asthey flew, like awell organized
pyrotechnic display. In afina chromatic swirl, they gracefully took up positions directly in front of Clane.
It was killfully, even brilliantly, done, so that not until they were stationary did he redize their new
position spelled out oneword. Thewordwas"CA L A J"

And now came the most wondrous machine of al—alarge, open-decked patrol ship. It was aflower
float, gorgeoudy done up. A little ornate, perhaps, alittle out of key, and rather too magnificent for its
purpose—Clane assumed that its purpose was to set off the Lord Adviser.

That was an error in judgment on Calg's part. He was hardly noticeable. He had selected a bright
uniform that blended in rather well with the flowers. The red coat could have been adesign of carnations
or roses, or any one of adozen flowers. The blue and yellow striped trousers were well matched by
nearly half ascore of amilarly colored flora decorations.

It seemed clear that the new Lord Adviser had aready achieved for himsdlf the dangerous environment
where no on dared to advise him.

As Clane watched, the colorful monstrosity of a ship settled to the ground. Other craft landed al around
it, and presently Traggen came forward with amegaphone.

"Hisexcdlency, Lord Calg in person, orders you to surrender.”

Thefarce wasto continue.

* % %
Clane answered, loudly enough for Cag to hear, "Tdl the child in the flower box that | want to talk to
him."

As Traggen turned indecisively back to the flower float, Clane saw Calgj pick up amegaphone. A
moment later his shrill voice commanded nearby soldiersto go forward and seize Clane.

"Haveno fear," Clanefinished boldly. "Hisonly power isthat of hypnosis, and you don't have to worry
about that. 1've got a cage herefor him. Lock him ingdeit, and bring him to me.”

Clane smiled to himsdlf, grimly. Cag had apparently explained to himsalf why he had been so
subservient the last time he and his uncle had met. Hypnosis. It was asimple method for covering up
weskness.



Clane waited for the reaction to the boy's commands.

Both the soldiers of the group and their officers seemed uncertain. There was no display of dash and élan
, N0 eager surge forward to show the commander in chief that here were men ready and willing to die for
him. The officers gazed unhappily at Traggen, but if they expected him to help them, they were mistaken.
Traggen snatched up his megaphone, and bellowed throughiit:

"Y ou will obey the commands of your Lord Adviser, or suffer the consequences.”

That brought action. A dozen soldiers, with one officer in command, ran toward the flower ship and
removed the cage from it. A patrol vessdl darted forward, and the cage was put aboard. The men
climbed over therailing, and the boat darted toward Clane.

Asit reached the death perimeter, there was a puff of flame. Where the boat had been, a haze of ashes
Settled dowly toward the ground.

"Next!" sad Claneimplacably.

There was a pause, and then an angry shout from Cag. "Hypnoss," he ydled at another group of men.
"Pay no atention. Go in thereand get him."

The men hung back, but their officers seemed in some curious way to have accepted Calg's explanation.
Savagely, they ordered their men into patrol boats, and, being Linnan officers, they climbed in with them.
Whatever blindness afflicted them, it had nothing to do with lack of courage.

Thistime two boats came forward, and were destroyed in that instantaneous fashion.

Clane spoke through hisloudspeaker hookup into the silence: " Traggen, the atom godswill continueto
defend me againg al the attacks you can mount. If you want to save your legion, try to convince his
excellency that | have no control over thistragedy. | can merely warn you that the gods themsalves will
protect me againgt anything that you and he and all the foolish people who raised him to power can do
againg me. Take heed!”

Cdg must have heard, because he shrilled: "The army will attack in one group. Well overwhelm this
traitor's hypnotic tricks."

To Clane, it was adismaying command. He had hoped that even the boy would redlize the futility of
further attack. But apparently that was too much to expect. Now, it was up to him to choose between
Cdg and the army. The repercussionsthat would follow if he were actudly forced to kill the youth were
unpredictable. It might serioudy dow down the pattern he had set himsdlf for taking over the government.

At the moment, one possibility remained to be explored.

He settled himself at the weapon control board of the Riss lift-boat. The aiming devices spun and pointed
as he manipulated them with the deftness of much practice.

A spume of blue flame gashed the grass beside Calg's gorgeoudy be-flowered craft.

* % %

Through his microphone, he called derisvely, ™Y our excdllency, doesit fed like hypnosswhenit'sthis
close?'

The grass was burning. Even from where Clane watched, the soil looked fused.



In the flowery float, Calg climbed to hisfeet and lazily waked to the Sde of his craft, and looked down
at theflames. Then he raised his megaphone.

"You just havetolook at them," he said, "and they disappear.” His voice went up: "Attack thetraitor!”

It was arather magnificent bluff. Somehow, out of the depths of confusion that wasin him, the boy had
dredged the outer appearance of confidence that no leader could be without if he hoped to operate with
afiddarmy.

Carefully, Clane amed. The side of the craft opposite Cag flared with aravenousfire. The heat must
have been terrific, for the two pilots tumbled out of their seats, and dived over the front of the boat. Their
clothes were smoking.

Cdg cringed, but did not immediately budge. Clane was shaken. His hope of an easy solution was
fading; and the Lord Adviser's bravery was having its effect. If Caa werekilled now, he could well be
regarded as having died a hero's death.

Clane heditated. The next step had to be the decisive one. If he aimed even afew feet too close, Calg)
would either die or be desperately injured.

Clane spoke into hismicrophone: "Cag," hesaid, "l suggest that you suddenly decideit isn't hypnoss,
and say that further action must await study of the Situation.”

The suggestion was fortunately timed. Thefire was spreading.

Most of the flowers at the front and side were burning, and the flames had caught firmly on what must be
awooden deck. A gust of smoke engulfed Calgj, and there was evidently heat init, for heretrested a
few feet, and began to cough just like any person breathing smoke instead of air.

He made the mistake, then, of putting a handkerchief over his mouth. And that seemed to convince him
that hisbluff could not be carried on.

With surprising dignity, he lowered himsdlf over the sde of the boat, walked clear of the fire—and
arrogantly motioned Traggen to cometo him.

Therewas abrief consultation, after which Cag climbed into one of the colorful patrol boats that had
accompanied him. The machine took off, and headed towards the distant line of spaceships. Traggen
caled over the commanders of the nearest groups of soldiers, and there were more consultations, after
which the officersrgoined their units.

The army began to withdraw. In aout an hour and a half there was not aman in sight. Just before dusk
the first spaceship took off. One by one the othersfollowed. In the gathering darkness, it was hard to
decidejust when the last ship departed. But one thing seemed clear. The battle was over.

He had thought the problem of Liliddl and Cag was over aso. But when he reached the house he found
disaster. A stretcher had just been carried up to the patio.

Onit lay the corpse of Maddina
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In deeth, shelooked like ayoung girl adeep, her hair dightly disheveed, her body, dack, her amslimply
cradling her head.



Clanelooked down at her, and felt something of hisown life go out of him. But hisvoice was steedy as
he asked, "How did it happen?"

"Inthe refugee village, hadf an hour ago.”

Clanefrowned over that, and it was severa seconds before the reason for his puzzlement struck him. He
said then, "But what was she doing down there?'

"A message came up inviting her to come and see anew baby."
"Oh!" said Clane. And though the other's voice went on, he heard nothing more for atime.
Hewasthinking drearily: Of course, that would be the method.

The Mother Maddina, the chatelaine of the estate, the lady bountiful—into al these roles Maddina had
channdled her intense emotional nature. And the astute Lilidel, gazing from afar through the eyes and ears
of her spies, had realized the potentiaities. A frontal attack to distract his attention, and if that didn't
work, at least she would have struck one deadly blow. Or perhaps the attack on him had been Cadg's
idea, and Lilidel had merely utilized the opportunity.

He grew aware again of the voice of the guard's captain making hisreport. "Y our excdlency,” the officer
was saying, "sheingsted on going. Wetook al possible precautions. Guards went into the house, and
found the woman, her husband and the baby. When the Lady Madelina entered the bedroom, the mother
of the baby said, ‘Do we haveto have dl these soldiersin here? Immediately, the Lady Madelina pushed
the guardsinto the outer room, and closed the door. She must have been stabbed the moment the door
was closed, for she uttered no cry. She died without knowing it.”

"And the assassin?' Clane asked drably.

"We became suspicious in less than a minute. Some of our soldiers broke open the door. Othersran
outside. The murderers were very skillful. The husband had gone to the back of the house where there
was apatrol boat. The woman must have climbed out of the window. They were out of sight before we
could commandeer another boat, or reach any of our own ships. The pursuit isaready on, but | shall be
surprised if it is successful.”

Clane doubted it, too. "Have they been identified yet?'
"Not yet. But they must have been refugees, planted in the village for just such a purpose.”

He had the grave dug on the hill where Joquin, hislong dead tutor, was buried. On the headstone was
engraved the epitaph:

* % %

MADELINA CORGAY LINN
Beloved Wife of Clane
And Mother of Braden

* * %

After the buria, he sat for atimeless period on the grass beside the grave, and for the first time
considered his own responsibility in the nation. He could have taken more precautions.

He abandoned that line quickly, for it was fruitless. One man could do only so much.

Hisfina concluson was smple: Hewas back in Linn, with al the deadly intrigue that implied. In spite of



al hisskill, Lilidel and Calg had successfully worked an old trick on him. They had done so on the eve of
his attempt to take over the government.

There seemed nothing to do but carry through with the plan.

* % %

Lord Clane Linn set up his headquartersin avillage. The village was |ocated amile from the outskirts of
Golomb, the town where the government had taken refuge.

He established his office in alarge one-story house that sprawled comfortably back from alittle dirt road.
Thereweretall trees around the house, and in their shelter many tents were swiftly erected. A huge barn
at the back of the house was big enough to hold numerous smal aircraft.

On the other side of the dirt road was a many-storied inn with a capacity of more than a hundred people,
and dining room space to feed hundreds.

Clane set up anight and day patrol of Rissliftboats. With their terrific fire power they dominated al
gpproachesto the village.

Guards patrolled the fields and roads. Clerksin great numbers began to arrive the first day, and each day
there were more of them. Mostly, they were from his own estate, but some were hired locally. By the
second day, he had organized a pool of a hundred messenger craft, and he was ready to start work.

From the beginning he made literally no mistakes intellectually. His tremendous experience stood himin
good stead. On the level of action, he did theright thing dmost automaticaly, almost without thinking.

Physicdly, it was adifferent story. He wastired dl thetime.
He ignored the symptoms. He forced himself to prolonged effort.

And on that second day he wrote one |etter, and dispatched a hundred copies of it over the planet to
men who had been hisleading supporters. Hiswords were friendly but firm. He suggested that al those
in authoritative positions submit copies to him of any reports they made to the government, and that they
passonto him al officia orders or documents which they, in turn, received.

Hisletter contained no direct suggestion that he was usurping the function of the government, but the
implication must have been plain. Within afew hours answering messages began to arrive from the
nearest provinces. Nearly three quarters of the replies were statements of unconditiond alegiance. The
rest took the same attitude but more cautioudy.

Before night of that second day severa score great men came persondly to congratulate him on his
action, and to swear that they would support him to the death.

Hour by hour the excitement and tension mounted. Clane retired late, and though he fell adegp dmost
immediately, he dreamed strange, terrifying dreams of his childhood. All through that long night, he tossed
and turned restlessly. And in the morning he wakened with the feding that he had not dept at dl.

He emerged from his bedroom, fedling worn out even asthe long day began.

Hefound that messages had poured in continuously throughout the hours of darkness. These were from
the more remote digtricts. From the number of them, it seemed to Clane that each person to whom he
had written must have advised dozens of other supportersin histerritory.

By mid-morning the avalanche of messages made it necessary to take over part of theinn, and hurriedly



to fly more clerks from his etate.

* % %

Clane ate lunch with asense of victory. From where he sat at the window of the inn restaurant, he could
see men coming and going, and converted pleasure and military craft flying low over thetrees. It seemed
asif every minute amachine waslanding or leaving.

Here and there makeshift buildings were being hagtily put up, as able administratorstook all the
necessary stepsto fit themselvesinto the pattern of hisactions.

Shortly after lunch, Clane sent out his second letter, thistime to governors, government officials and
important personages who had not previoudy supported him. It was differently worded than the first.
Coally, curtly, he advised the recipients of the location of his headquarters. He ended his note with the
directive:

* % %

Please be advised that duplicates of all documents which you submit to Calaj must in future be
sent to me. You will also forward any messages or documents which you receive from the Calgj
government, after first taking a copy for your own files,

* % %

Theimplications of that letter would not be lost on astute individuas. Hundreds of cautious men would
Sze up the Situation and act according to their private interests and beliefs.

The response was astounding. Within two hours not only messages but the men themsalves began to
arive. Patrons, governors, military commanders, saff officers, government officids—all the rest of that
day and throughout the evening, Clane's smdl headquarters was jammed with men eager to switch their
alegiance now that they were certain there was someone to whom they could switchiit.

Clane went to bed that night, more exhausted than he had been at any time since Maddinas death. But
the question, the doulbt, that had been in hismind for so many years, was answered, was resolved.

He had struck the spark, touched the vital chord. And men had responded—as he had hoped they
would.

It wastime. Oh, but it wastime. It was aquarter of twelve for the race of man.

But they had responded. He dept tensaly. And woke wondering if he would have the strength to do the
ten thousand things that till had to be done. In afew, brief years dl these human beings must learn to
accept their greet rolein the stellar universe.

The parade of new supporters through his office resumed shortly after dawn. Asthe overcrowded
conditionsincreased, afamous Patron suggested that Clane transfer his headquartersto Golombinto a
government building of more suitable size. "It will be easier that way," he urged. "There, liaison has
aready been established between the various departments.”

Clane agreed, and announced that he would make his move the following day.

By mid-afternoon, some of the strain was off him. Ranking officials set up officesfor the sole purpose of
receiving new men and assigning them to their duties. It was atask which Clane had handled dmost
snglehanded until then.

He began to receive reports of Lilidd's bewilderment at the way government men were disappearing
from the officia residence. Just when she had her firgt inkling of the truth, Clane did not discover. But he



was not too surprised when she turned up in person on the fifth morning, less than an hour before he was
due to make his move to Golomb.

The man who announced her said cynicdly, within her hearing, ™Y our excellency, awoman who clamsto
be your sster-in-law wantsto see you.”

It was acrud remark, particularly since the man who uttered it had transferred his alegiance only the day
before.

"Send her in,” wasdl Clane said.

The woman who staggered into his office was but vaguely recognizable as Liliddl. Her face was blotched.
Her eyes were wide open, too wide; and the skin around them was discolored asif she had spent a
deegpless night. She was furious and terrified by turns.

"Y ou mad man!" she shrieked. "How dare you try to take over thelegd government.”

The phrase obsessed her. She and Cag were the "legd government.” It was dl she could think of, and it
was not until she was persuaded to St down that she grew cam enough for Claneto disiliusion her. She
listened to hiswords with the visible fright of a person who was being sentenced to death.

Gently, Clane explained that in acriss governments fell because they could not help themsalves.
"Sometimes," he went on, "when awesk ruler does not interfere too much with the power of efficient
subordinates, his government can survive aminor storm, but in time of national danger an inadequate
government tumbleslike ahouse of cards.”

Towardsthe end of hisexplanation, she must have stopped listening, for she began to shout again, about
what shewas going to do to the traitors.

"I've ordered Traggen to execute them al," she said in avoice that trembled with the violence of her fury.

Clane shook hishead, and said quietly, "I also sent an order to Traggen thismorning. | ordered him to
bring Cag hereto me, dive, today. Let us see whose command hewill obey."

Lilidel stared a him for amoment. Then she shook her head wonderingly and mumbled, "But we're the
legal government.”

Her next action indicated what she thought Traggen's choice would be. Her eyes closed. Her head
sagged. Sowly, she crumpled to the floor at Clan€e's feet.

* * %

Cdgj, when hewas brought in late in the afternoon, wasinsolent. He sat down in achair. He leaned
back. He sad, "Do the gods il love me, uncle?”

Clane was fascinated. He had watched such one-sided growth asthis before. It showed how human
beings responded to a new environment. For nearly three years, Calg had been nominaly Lord Adviser.
With the possible exception of Lilidel, the people who had put him in power had al planned to usea
naive youth for their own purposes. How desperately they had been mistaken.

Clane wasted no time on the young monster. He had dready sent Lilidd to arest home that he
maintained in aremote province. Now, under escort, he sent Calgj to join her.

There seemed no limitsto the work that had to be done. The reports that came in, even when
abbreviated for him, took time to read and time to understand. Gradually, however, even as he grew



progressively more weary, the overd| picture emerged.

From al that he could gather, the first phase of the Rissinvasion wasover. The arriva of asecond horde
of colonists, he was convinced, emphasized that the second phase was due to begin. It would be
remorsaless. It would be aimed at every large community. Shipswith resonators need only fly low over
the lands, and men would die by the millions.

Therefore—attack the Riss.

But he had caught a chest cold, which he seemed unable to throw off. Fedling sicker than he cared to
admit, Clane headed for his estate. He settled down for what he intended to be abrief rest.

It seemed the worst thing he could have done. He coughed steadily, and amost choked with phlegm. His
head ached until he could hardly think. At times hisvision grew o blurred he could see only with the
grestest difficulty.

It became impossible for him to retain solid foods. He was forced on adiet of liquids only. On the
evening of the second day, sicker than he had ever been beforein hislife, he went to bed.

Hewas gtill convinced that al he needed was rest.

* % %

This, Clanetold himsdf shakily, isridiculous.

It was morning of histhird day abed. Through the open window he could hear the sounds of men
working in the garden. Twice, during a period of minutes, awoman's musicd laughter floated in on the
dill, sweet air.

His eyes ached, his body felt feverish and chilled by turns. He was miserable to the point of not caring
what happened to him. He had the vague fedling that he had made a mistake in coming back to the
estate; the Solar Star would have been a better haven. Better equipped, more trained chemists.
Something might have been donefor him.

Theideanever cameinto sharp focus. It wasjust something he should have done. All he could do now
was Swest it out.

He had apassing thought: The troubleis, I've never been sick before. I've no experience. | didn't
realize that disease weakens the mind.

He stirred wearily, lying there in the bed. 1've got to get well, he urged himsdf. I'm the only one who
can drive the Riss from Earth. If | should die— But he dared not think of that.

Wryly, he pictured himsdlf, the despised mutation risen to the grestest officein the empire of Linn. Andin
the hour of victory against adeadly enemy struck down into hisbed. Here he was, held helplessby a
weakness within his own body greater than any power that he could ever wield outside.

And the victory wasfading, dipping, evaporating, with him.
Shaking his head, very dispirited, he turned on his side and went to deep.

* * *

He dreamed that he was a child of four back in the gardens of the Central Palace in the days of the Lord
Leader Linn. And that he was being chased by the other children. In the nightmare, his one hope was that
he would be able to control the sphere of energy before they could catch him.



The sphere, symbol of stupendous power, the amost godlike sphere—

Even in the dream he knew that both spheres, the one Czinczar had returned to him and the one they had
taken from the little men, were far from the estate. And yet, as heran in breathlessterror, hetried to
bring the sphere under his control. His mind seemed incgpable of forming the cue thought.

The boys were closer. When he looked back, he could seetheir glittering eyes, their lips parted eagerly.
Even their savage shouts floated out to him acrossthe years, and echoed in hismind with al the old

impact.

And then, just astheir outstretched fingers snatched at him, just as utter despair seized on him, he spoke
aloud the cue word for the sphere.

He woke up, perspiring with fear, but amost ingtantly he dept again. And once more the boys were after
him. Heredlized, smply, that he had been wrong in trying to say the cue word. What he realy wanted
was to get to the black box that normally contained the sphere.

Hereached it, and ecdtatic with joy, started to climb into it. He knew—somehow he knew—if he
crawled ingde, the other boyswould not notice him. He snuggled deep into the box—it was deeper than
he remembered it—and he was sinking into a curious shadowless darkness when he thought sharply:
What am | doing here? Where is this leading me?

Once more he woke up, more camly thistime. He thought with ableak objectivity, In that dream |
chose death as an escape.

For along time, he pondered the implications. And then, very dowly and painfully, he pushed the covers
aside. He sat up, nauseated but determined. Sick or not, he thought, I'm getting up.

Hewould go aboard the Solar Sar . Inthe great chemica laboratories of the ship, he had during the long
voyage found time to mix some of the drugs described in some old medica books he had found. He had
tried them out first on the obvioudy dying, then cautioudy on the sick. Some of them had been
remarkably effective againgt respiratory diseases.

* * *

A nurse cameinto the room. Helooked up at her blurrily. "My clothes,” he mumbled, "bring my clothes.”
"Y our excellency," she sammered, "you mustn't. You're Sick. Y ou must get back into bed.”

Shedidn't wait for areply. She hurried out of the room. A minute later, the estate physician came running
in. He rushed over to the bed, and Clanefelt himsalf shoved irresistibly onto his back. The sheetswere
drawn up over hisbody.

He protested with momentary fire. "Doctor, | want my clothes. I've got to go to the ship—" Hisvoice
faded to amutter.

Above him, the blurred figure of the doctor turned to the blurred figure of the nurse. " Ship," he says.
"What does he want to do? Get into afight.”

There was a pause. Then the doctor spoke again, "Nurse, bring in the other women, and give him acold
bath. I think he needs a shock."

Thewater felt vaguely numb, asif it was not quite reaching him. He accepted the sensation passively, but
he thought with ameasure of sardonicism: I'm caught here. | can't get away. They'll watch me night
and day. They know all the petty cunnings of an invalid. And somehow at this eleventh hour my



rank means nothing.

He couldn't remember being carried back to bed, but suddenly he was under the sheets again. They felt
heavier now, asif more weight had been added. He wondered if they were trying to hold him down by
sheer load of blankets. Above him, one of the nurses said:

"He'sadeep. That'sgood. | think helll be better when he wakes up.”

Hedidn't fed asif he was degping. Nor was he exactly in adream. He seemed to be standing on agreen
lawn, and curioudy Maddinawas there beside him, smiling and saying, "I'll be good for you. Y ou need

somebody likeme."

He remembered that with afaint smile. His smile faded, and he turned and said to Jerrin, "I'm afraid this
meansthat Czinczar isthe next Lord Leader. The Linns are going down. All the struggle was for nothing.
.. nothing—"

Far away, somebody said, " The Patronate has been advised. A Council of Nine has been set up to
govern the empire—"

He was done on the green lawn, walking in the fresh air, breathing deeply. There was aforest ahead,
with shadows under the trees. Figuresflitted from bole to bole. He seemed to recognize them, and yet he
couldn't decide who they were.

He cameto the edge of the forest, hesitated; and then, aware of Maddina close behind him, walked on
into the shadows.

He awakened, and opened his eyes.

It was asif vistas had sedled shut, fantastic depths receded behind him. He felt relaxed and at ease. His
vision was clear, hisbody cool and comfortable. Clane turned his head.

Czinczar, haggard and hollow-cheeked, sat in adeep chair beside the bed. The sight of him shocked the
beginning of memory in Clane. He remembered that drugs had been brought him from the ship.

Helay in bed, well but weak. And he said to Czinczar, "How long did it take?
"Eighteen days."

The barbarian smiled wanly. "We had to fight our way in here," he said. "When | heard that you were
dying, | sent an ultimatum to your doctor. When he didn't answer, | came down with three of your trained
pharmacists, and an army. Since al your resonators were from the ship, and tuned to us, we just moved
in

He broke off. "How come you had such a stupid ignoramus around? After the medical work you did on
the ship coming back here—"

Clane was gpologetic. "I'd forgotten he was around here. | was so busy when we first came back.
Beddes, | wasill and lacking in sense”

A thought struck him. He stared at Czinczar with a sharper gppreciation of theimplications of the
barbarian's presence. Here was aleader schooled in bloodthirsty tactics. And yet he had come selflessly
to help hischief rivd for power inthe solar system.



Czinczar seemed to redize what he wasthinking. ™Y our excellency,” he said grimly, "for eighteen daysl
have kept avigil beside your bed because | have no better answer to the problem of the Rissthan dl the
foolsof Linn—out there." He gestured sweepingly with one hand. Hewent on, "It seemsincredible, but
the human race can only be saved by one man, and how he hopesto doit I cannot even imagine.”

He paused. In a curious way, he looked so tense that Clane was electrified. The barbarian nodded
bleskly. "You're guessing right," he said. "The Risswar ison. And dready, dl the old plans | had for
ressting them are beginning to look like the stupidity of adiseased mind.”

He broke off. "For sx days," he said smply, "hundreds of Riss battleships have been attacking human
settlements of every size. | couldn't even estimate for you what the losses have been. Men and women
and children are dying in agony. Unquestionably this seemsto be the second and last phase.”

Once more histone changed. "Y our excellency,” he said harshly, "we must wipe out these monstersto
thelest individud."

"No!" sad Clane.
He sat up dowly, conscious of hisweakness. But his eyes met the other's bloodshot gaze steedily.

"Czinczar," he said, "tomorrow morning we drop a picturized ultimatum giving the Rissamonth to get out
of the solar system, and to accept the sharing idea as a permanent policy.”

"And if they refuse?’ There was a sharp doubt in the barbarian's voice. He added a protest, ™Y our
excdlency, in one month, fifty million peoplewill be—"

Clane went on asif he hadn't heard: "Beginning about two days from now, we start destroying their
forcesand their civilization everywhere. The exact time depends on how soon | can get up.”

He shook his head savagely at Czinczar. "Don't get darmed. I've never felt saner. I'mready and in
postion at last. | tell you, my friend, | see thingsthat no man or brain has ever seen before. All the
preliminary tests have been made, dthough I've till got to take some specia e ectronic photographs.”

"And then what?"'

"A part at least of the innermost meaning of matter and energy will bereveded.”
26

For aminute after he entered, Clane was unobserved. He took the opportunity to look over hisaudience.

It was a distinguished assembly gathered therein the great physics laboratory aboard the
magnificent—formerly Riss, now Linnan—warship, Solar Star. The Temple Scientists present looked
bright and clean in their white dress robes. Government officias were amazingly well garbed; they were
top men, of course, and would have control of available materids.

Of dl the guests, the great nobles|ooked the shabbiest. Their estates had been virtualy taken over by
hordes of refugees, and it was the common practice during the crisis to maintain an gppearance of equa
suffering. For some reason, as Clane had observed during the barbarian invasion, this seemed to satisfy
the landless, the moneyless and the witless about equaly.

People were suddenly observing him. The babble of conversation died. Lord Clane hesitated a moment
longer, and then walked through the cordon of soldierswho had been assigned to protect the line of
machines from curious visitors. He switched on the power in the all-energy microscope, the al-energy



camera, and the other instruments that would be brought into play. And then he turned to face the guests,
the last of whom were settling into their chairs.

Clane motioned the portersto bring forward the sphere and its container. When it had been setinits
proper place under one of the glistening machines, he pressed a button. A television camera poked into
the sphere asit rolled by, then moved backward and forward in perfect synchronization withiit.

Heflicked hishand over another switch; the lights went out. A huge screen glided down from the ceiling.
On it gppeared the stellar universe. Claneindicated the faintly glowing sphere to the right of the screen,
rolling back and forth. "The sceneyou are gazing at isindgdethis™ he said.

The ideamust have been too new for them to grasp. Or perhaps they rgjected his explanation even ashe
finished speaking. Nobody seemed surprised, which was not normal.

Hewaited till the stability of that blazing mass of stars had been established. And then, smply by thinking
it 0, started the entire mass into motion past the camera. At first the movement was not apparent. And
then, ablazing sun swept toward them. It grew vast on the screen, and then swiftly beganto dip by. A
planet, tremendously nearby, touched the edge of the screen, and rolled in closer mgjesticaly. Inthe
distance, amoon wasvishble. Clane identified them.

"QOur earth and our moon," he said, "and that was our sun. Let's bring them into the room, shal we?"

He didn't expect them to understand that. He shut off the camera, waited till the screen was dead, and
thought for an instant. There was a collective gasp from hisaudience. A blazing white ball about three
inchesin diameter flashed into view, and moved over under the microscope viewing lens. The room was
abruptly asbright asday.

* * *

Clane said into the deathly stillness that followed the gasp, "Although it is hard to redize, thisis our sun.
Although it'simpossible to see them with the naked eye, dl the planetsare with it. Mercury, Venus,
Earth, Mars, Jupiter, and so on."

Hewaited, and aman said in astrained voice, "But how isthat possble? Were stting hereinashipa
few miles above Earth."

Clane did not answer. For thiswas one of the basi¢c secrets of the space-time-place continuum. The Riss
hed isolated a by-product in their "protector” device with its resonating energy flow, that intruded
momentarily into every space-timefield.

But here in the sphere and its byproducts must be an answer closer to the find redlity than any that had
ever been dreamed of .

A rationa cosmology? Surely, for thefirst timein the history of life, people were gazing into the deeps of
the meaning of things. Which camefirg, thought of the Universe, or the Universeitsdf?

The answer mugt be intricately interwoven into the very nature of things. Size, speed, space, place—dl
arein the understanding, not theredlity. A dead man has no awareness of ether. A living man can gaze a
billion light-yearsinto darkness at galaxies speeding off into ill greater "distances.” But he cannot easly
adjust to the fourth dimensiona understanding that will make it possible for him to comprehend that entire
universe asamomentary thought in his own mind. It would have no size other than his own estimate, no
speed except in relation to himsdlf.

"And now"—Clane turned—"we have here an earth the size of agrain of dust. That's quite big. With an



al-energy range microscope we can enlargeit hundreds of millions of times. That will give usavast globe
to look at, which we can only hopeto seein smal segments.”

Hewas aware of scores of eyeswatching him as he bent over the instrument. He made the necessary
adjustments, then straightened, and said:

"I'vefitted the machine with an infraneedle, which | can describe to you only by giving you some
meaninglessfigures. The Riss used them to pierce objects of one-ten-millionth of amillimeter. | shal useit
as one might use agtabbing knife.”

He paused to let the mystifying words sink in. Then he said, "Now, | bring our tiny sun and its planetsinto
position, where the microscope can be concentrated on Earth.”

He peered into the ingtrument's eyepiece. Without looking up, he said, "1 can see Earth below. It does
not appear to be spinning, and yet its speed of rotation must be about twelve thousand a second. That
would bein proportion to itssize. | haven't figured it out, because what | intend to do will depend on
automatic mechinery.

"Thefact that thousands of twenty-four hour days seem to be passing every second is an appearance
only. Thereis an unbreakabl e relationship between ourselves and that Earth. The timing will be exact.”

Hewent on, ™Y ou may ask, how can | possibly hope to see anything on an object moving at that terrific
speed of rotation. Especialy sinceit's making thirty circuits of the sun every 'second.' My answer isthat
the Riss have supplied us with al the necessary automatic devices. It'samatter of synchronization,
impossible for the human mind, but smplefor energy circuits. | did alittle practicing on the Moon
yesterday just to make sure that the theory was sound.”

He straightened, picked up a pile of photographs, and carried them to the nearest person. " Start them
around,” hesaid.

He ignoring the oh-ing and ah-ing that started amost at once. Back in front of the towering microscope,
he picked up the thread of his explanation.

* * *

"Speed isof little or no account when these relays are in action. This Riss cameratakes millions of
pictures asecond. The pictures are not photographed on film, but are stored in atube. And the way they
can be used goes something likethis:

"Y esterday, asyou may recall, we visited the mountain cities, and looked down on them, one after
another, from a safe distance. What you don't know isthat | took photographs of each one and stored
them inthetube.”

He had been peering into the eyepiece as he spoke. Now, once more he straightened. "At this moment,
the cameraistaking pictures of Earth every time it passes underneath. When | press homethislever, it
will take pictures only of the areaof that tiny globe which comparesin structure to one of the
photographs | took yesterday of a Riss-controlled city.”

He pressed the lever.

A shield did between the brilliant sun and the audience, effectively dimming the screen. Therewasan
area of brightness on the screen.

"Ah, | seeit'snot quitein focus," said Clane.



He made another adjustment. The result showed immediately. The bright area on the screen cleared, and
became acity in amountain setting.

A bassvoicesad, "Why, that's Denra."
"I thought,” said Clane, "I'd give usdl aringside seet for the show."

And still, herealized, from their faint reaction, they had no idea of what was coming. It was no wonder;
he had to admit that. They were witnessing the coordination of Riss and human science at its highest
level—and they smply didn't have the background to grasp the stupendousness of what was about to

happen.

Inexorably, he went on, "The next step is to synchronize our stabbing 'needle.’ Pleaseredize, al of you,
that when used againgt an earth the size of adust mote, the thrust of a'point’ one ten-millionth of a
millimeter in diameter could be disastrous. The instruments must be set, accordingly, to strike asurface
blow only, like this—"

On the screen, the city of Denradissolved in acloud of dust. Part of amountain was indented as by a
colossa hammer to adepth of about amile.

"The beauty of it," said Clanein an even, remorsalesstone, "isthat thereis no radioactivity, and no
counterattack possible. Now, obviousy were not going to destroy our own cities unless we have to,
even though they are occupied by the Riss a the moment. | think we should give theinvaders achanceto
think over what has happened, while we switch to another city, thistime not on Earth but on the Riss
planet the Solar Sar visited. | took the necessary photographs while we were there, because even then |
wasthinking dong theselines.”

It required about aminute to bring that sun and its planets out of the sphere and under the all-energy
microscope.

Clane said, "Asyou know, our terms have been broadcast. We used a series of picturesto tell our story.
We require surrender of haf the battleships that came to the solar system, cooperation in our gaactic
pesce program—which includes mutua development of al newly discovered habitable planetsand a
partid sharing of many worlds aready inhabited. Theinterstelar television mechanism, transferred from
the second ship we captured, is aboard and in operation—unfortunately, the second ship itsalf is il out
of commission. So far we have received no reply to our ultimatum. It therefore becomes necessary to
convince astubborn enemy on part of hishome territory that he must cooperate or die.”

He touched a button, and the Riss city on the screen dissolved asif it were made of powder. The blow
seemed harder than the first one, for not only was the city squashed but the great mountain beyond it

ripped apart like a piece of cloth.

"I'm setting now for an even deeper thrust,” said Clane. "The reason isthat we 'photographed’ Riss
controlled cities only on Earth and on the one Riss planet we visited. Any blowswe deliver against other
Riss planets marked on the captured star maps will have to be made in haphazard fashion, that is, without
benefit of apreliminary ‘photograph.’ | think we can dways hit amountain area, but we must strike hard
enough so that the effect isfdt violently ahundred miles avay—"

In spite of hiswill to camness, his voice fatered. His audience was deathly silent, but the members could
not possibly redize, ashedid, the vast scope of what was happening. The Universe wastamed. Man
need never again ook out at the stars and feel small and insgnificant. The grandeur of space-time
remained as great as ever, but the vell waslifting. The days when the very mystery and size overwhelmed
the wondering minds of those who gazed were not past. Y et surdly it would never again be quite the



Same.

Clane covered hisown fedling of awe by taking histime with the preiminariesto the next blow. Findly,
feding himsdlf under control again, hesaid, "'l imagineit will take time for them to accept the bitter redity
of their defeat. Well just have to keep on punishing them till they sgnd usthat they are prepared to
discussterms.”

Four hours went by before that signal came.

* % %

A year had passed. Ashewalked beside Czinczar, Clane said, "It ill looks ugly to me."

The two of them, Clanein adrab priestly gown and Czinczar wearing the uniform of aprivatein the
barbarian army—a common sight around Linn these days—walked dowly up to the newly finished
victory column.

Clane studied it. It stood in the great square before the Centra Palace. Its construction had been voted
by the Patronate, and it consisted of an enormous cube of marble on top of which an intricate scene was
arranged. A man in the gown of atemple scientist stood astride two planets. High above hishead, he
held athird planet in his hands. He siood on histiptoes asif reaching for something. All around hisfeet
were other planets and some star-shaped objects.

The gown, unlike anything Clane had ever worn, was abright gold in color. It gleamed in the afternoon
un.

The figure bore arather striking facial resemblance to Clane, but the body was huge out of proportion to
therest of the satuary. A giant towered there.

Clane turned to speak to Czinczar, and saw that the other was watching a couple that had paused afew
feet away.

"L ook at that," said the man to thewoman. " 'Savior of therace,' it saysthere. What will theseruling
familiesthink of next?"

Thewoman sad, "Areyou sureit'samember of the ruling family? Oh, therésthe name up there" She
moved her lipsasif shewerereading it to hersalf. Then she said, "Clane Linn. Which oneisthat?' They
drifted off in the direction of the palace.

Clanesad dryly, "Suchisfame."

He saw that Czinczar was smiling. The great man was amiling. "It'sabig world," he said. "Why should
they know your name, or what you look like? They didn't see you do anything. Perhaps when we get a
wider distribution of television, you may be recognized on every street corner.”

Clanesad, "I'm not arguing with you. How much thought do | giveto the great men of the past? I'll
dividethat by ten, and assume my proper position in the hall of fame." He added, "It's good that men
forget their heroes and their gods. If they didn', life would be drab indeed for the newborn.”

Czinczar sad, "I'm sorry | couldn't get herein time for the unveiling. Let'sst down for aminute.”

He motioned Clane to one of the hard stone benches. Presently agroup of laughing girls came by. They
did not even glance at the column, or at the two men who sat beneeth it.

Two young men carrying artists palettes and easdls unfolded their equipment and sat down on benches



across thewalk from the work. They began to paint.

"What | like about it," said one, "istheway it Slhouettes againgt the sky. If | can blur it in properly inthe
foreground, | think | can make awonderful cloud scene.”

"It'san arocious work of art," said the other, "but Statuary pictures have afairly steady sale. When anew
one comes aong, theimportant thing isto get at it first. If | can place adozen copiesin the best shops, I'll
have ordersfor hundreds of them."

They fdl dlent again. After severd minutes, the second man came over to Clane and Czinczar. "I'm trying
to draw thisstatue," he said, "and you two men add nothing to the scene Sitting on that bench. If you

don't mind, I'd like both of you to stand up and raise your right hands asif you're paying tribute to a hero.
| assureyou | won't take very long. I'm afast worker, and | can sketch your likenessesin afew minutes.”

He must have misread Clane's expression, for he shrugged, and said, "If you don't care to do that, |
wonder if you would mind moving over to those other benches.”

Czinczar glanced ironically at the Lord Leader of Linn, then he sood up. He sad, "'l question if my friend
should posein front of this particular Statue, but | shal be very happy to do so in the position you
suggested.”

"Thank you," said the artis.
He went back to hiseasdl.



