


hundred days.
He stopped finally, chilled by the reality. His great forelegs

twitched with a shuddering movement that arched every razor-
sharp claw. The thick tentacles that grew from his shoulders un-
dulated tautly. He twisted his great cat head from side to side, while
the hairlike tendrils that formed each ear vibrated frantically, test-
ing every vagrant breeze, every throb in the ether.

There was no response. He felt no swift tingling along his intri-
cate nervous system. There was no suggestion anywhere of the
presence of the id creatures, his only source of food on this desolate
planet. Hopelessly, Coeurl crouched, an enormous catlike figure
silhouetted against the dim, reddish sky line, like a distorted etch-
ing of a black tiger in a shadow world. What dismayed him was the
fact that he had lost touch. He possessed sensory equipment that
could normally detect organic id miles away. He recognized that he
was no longer normal. His overnight failure to maintain contact
indicated a physical breakdown. This was the deadly sickness he
had heard about. Seven times in the past century he had found
coeurls, too weak to move, their otherwise immortal bodies emaci-
ated and doomed for lack of food. Eagerly, then, he had smashed
their unresisting bodies, and taken what little id was still keeping
them alive.

Coeurl shivered with excitement, remembering those meals.
Then he snarled audibly, a defiant sound that quavered on the air,
echoed and re-echoed among the rocks, and shuddered back along
his nerves. It was an instinctive expression of his will to live.

And then, abruptly, he stiffened.
High above the distant horizon he saw a tiny glowing spot. It

came nearer. It grew rapidly, enormously, into a metal ball. It be-
came a vast, round ship. The great globe, shining like polished sil-
ver, hissed by above Coeurl, slowing visibly. It receded over a black



of the deserted, crumbling city. Yet about the ship was a leashed
aliveness, a dynamic quiescence that, after a moment, made it
stand out, dominating the foreground. It rested in a cradle made by
its own weight in the rocky, resisting plain which began abruptly at
the outskirts of the dead metropolis.

Coeurl gazed at the two-legged beings who had come from inside
the ship. They stood in little groups near the bottom of an escalator
that had been lowered from a brilliantly lighted opening a hundred
feet above the ground. His throat thickened with the immediacy of
his need. His brain grew dark with the impulse to charge out and
smash these flimsy-looking creatures whose bodies emitted the id
vibrations.

Mists of memory stopped that impulse when it was still only
electricity surging through his muscles. It was a memory of the
distant past of his own race, of machines that could destroy, of en-
ergies potent beyond all the powers of his own body. The remem-
brance poisoned the reservoirs of his strength. He had time to see
that the beings wore something over their real bodies, a shimmering
transparent material that glittered and flashed in the rays of the
sun.

Cunning came, understanding of the presence of these creatures.
This, Coeurl reasoned for the first time, was a scientific expedition
from another star. Scientists would investigate, and not destroy.
Scientists would refrain from killing him if he did not attack. Scien-
tists in their way were fools.

Bold with his hunger, he emerged into the open. He saw the
creatures become aware of him. They turned and stared. The three
nearest him moved slowly back toward larger groups. One individ-
ual, the smallest of his group, detached a dull metal rod from a
sheath at his side, and held it casually in one hand.

Coeurl was alarmed by the action, but he loped on. It was too
late to turn back.



As the other spoke, Grosvenor recognized the voice of Gregory
Kent, head of the chemistry department A small man physically,
Kent had a big personality. He had numerous friends and support-
ers aboard the ship, and had already announced his candidacy for
the directorship of the expedition in the forthcoming election. Of all
the men facing the approaching monster, Kent was the only one
who had drawn a weapon. He stood now, fingering the spindly
metalite instrument.

Another voice sounded. The tone was deeper and more relaxed.
Grosvenor recognized it as belonging to Hal Morton, Director of the
expedition. Morton said, "That's one of the reasons why you're on
this trip, Kent-because you leave very little to chance."

It was a friendly comment. It ignored the fact that Kent had al-
ready set himself up as Morton's opponent for the directorship. Of
course, it could have been designed as a bit of incidental political
virtuosity to put over to the more naïve listeners the notion that
Morton felt no ill will towards his rival. Grosvenor did not doubt
that the Director was capable of such subtlety. He had sized up
Morton as a shrewd, reasonably honest, and very intelligent man,
who handled most situations with automatic skill.

Grosvenor saw that Morton was moving forward, placing himself
a little in advance of the others. His strong body bulked the trans-
parent metalite suit. From that position, the Director watched the
catlike beast approach them across the black rock plain. The com-
ments of other departmental heads pattered through the communi-
cator into Grosvenor's ears.

"I'd hate to meet that baby on a dark night in an alley."
"Don't be silly. This is obviously an intelligent creature. Probably

a member of the ruling race."
"Its physical development," said a voice, which Grosvenor recog-

nized as that of Siedel, the psychologist, "suggests an animal-like
adaptation to its environment. On the other hand, its coming to us



to that ferocious edge of chaos, where it cost him a terrible effort to
hold back. He felt as if his body were bathed in molten liquid. His
vision kept blurring.

Most of the men walked closer to him. Coeurl saw that they were
frankly and curiously examining him. Their lips moved inside the
transparent helmets they wore. Their form of intercommunication -
he assumed that was what he sensed - came to him on a frequency
that was well within his ability to receive. The messages were
meaningless. In an effort to appear friendly, he broadcast his name
from his ear tendrils, at the same time pointing at himself with one
curving tentacle.

A voice Grosvenor didn't recognize drawled, "I got a sort of static
in my radio when he wiggled those hairs, Morton. Do you think-"

"It's possible," the leader answered the unfinished question.
"That means a job for you, Gourlay. If it speaks by means of radio
waves, we might be able to create some sort of language code for
him."

Morton's use of the man's name identified the other. Gourlay,
chief of communications. Grosvenor, who was recording the conver-
sation, was pleased. The coming of the beast might enable him to
obtain recordings of the voices of all the rest of the important men
aboard the ship. He had been trying to do that from the beginning.

"Ah," said Siedel, the psychologist, "the tentacles end in suction
cups. Provided the nervous system is complex enough, he could
with training operate any machine."

Director Morton said, "I think we'd better go inside and have
lunch. Afterwards, we'll have to get busy. I'd like a study made of
the scientific development of this race, and particularly I want to
know what wrecked it. On Earth, in the early days before there was
a galactic civilization, one culture after another reached its peak
and then crumbled. A new one always sprang up in its dust. Why



ered that danger. He watched the monster follow the first two men
up the escalator and through the great door.

The men glanced back towards Morton, who waved a hand at
them and said, "Open the second lock and let him get a whiff of the
oxygen. That'll cure him."

A moment later the Director's amazed voice was loud on the
communicator. "Well, I'll be damned! He doesn't notice the differ-
ence! That means he hasn't any lungs, or else the chlorine is not
what his lungs use. You bet he can go in! Smith, here's a treasure
house for a biologist - harmless enough if we're careful. What a
metabolism!"

Smith was a tall, thin, bony man with a long, mournful face. His
voice, unusually forceful for his appearance, sounded in Grosve-
nor's communicator. "In the various exploring trips I've been on, I've
seen only two higher forms of life. Those dependent on chlorine, and
those who need oxygen - the two elements that support combus-
tion. I've heard vague reports of a fluorine-breathing life form, but
I've yet to see an example. I'd almost stake my reputation that no
complicated organism could ever adapt itself to the actual utiliza-
tion of both gases. Morton, we mustn't let this creature get away if
we can help it."

Director Morton laughed, then said soberly, "He seems anxious
enough to stay."

He had been riding up the escalator on one side of the gang-
plank. Now he moved into the air lock with Coeurl and the two men.
Grosvenor hurried forward, but he was only one of a dozen men
who also entered the large space. The great door swung shut, and
air began to hiss in. Everybody stood well clear of the catlike mon-
ster. Grosvenor watched the beast with a growing sense of uneasi-
ness. Several thoughts occurred to him. He wished he could com-
municate them to Morton. He should have been able to. The rule
aboard these expeditionary ships was that all heads of departments



ous that all of them could not talk to Morton whenever they
pleased.

The inner door of the lock was opening. Grosvenor pushed his
way out with the others. In a few minutes they were all standing at
the bottom of a series of elevators that led up to the living quarters.
There was a brief discussion between Morton and Smith. Finally,
Morton said, "We'll send him up alone if he'll go."

Coeurl offered no objection until he heard the door of the elevator
clang shut behind him, and the closed cage shot upward. He
whirled with a snarl. Instantly, his reason twisted into chaos. He
pounced at the door. The metal bent under his plunge, and the
desperate pain maddened him. Now he was all trapped animal. He
smashed at the metal with his paws. He tore the tough welded pan-
els loose with his thick tentacles. The machinery screeched in pro-
test. There were jerks as the magnetic power pulled the cage along
in spite of projecting pieces of metal scraping against the outside
walls. Finally, the elevator reached its destination and stopped.
Coeurl snatched off the rest of the door and hurtled into the corri-
dor. He waited there until the men came up with drawn weapons.

Morton said, "We're fools. We should have shown him how it
works. He thought we'd double-crossed him, or something."

He motioned to the monster. Grosvenor saw the savage glow fade
from the beast's coal-black eyes as Morton opened and closed the
door of a near-by elevator several times. It was Coeurl who ended
the lesson. He trotted into a large room that led off from the corri-
dor.

He lay down on the carpeted floor and fought down the electric
tautness of his nerves and muscles. He was furious at the fright he
had shown. It seemed to him that he had lost the advantage of ap-
pearing a mild and placid individual. His strength must have star-
tled and dismayed them.





During the lunch period, the human beings had offered him a
variety of their own food, all valueless to him. They apparently did
not realize that he must eat living creatures. Id was not merely a
substance but a configuration of a substance, and it could be ob-
tained only from tissues that still palpitated with the flow of life.

The minutes went by. And still Coeurl restrained himself. Still he
lay there watching, aware that the men knew he watched. They
floated a metal machine from the ship to the rock mass that
blocked the great door of the building. His fierce stare noted all
their movements. Even as he shivered with the intensity of his hun-
ger, he saw how they operated the machinery, and how simple it
was.

He knew what to expect finally when the flame ate incandes-
cently at the hard rock. In spite of his pre-knowledge, he deliber-
ately jumped and snarled as if in fear.

From a small patrol ship, Grosvenor observed the action. It was a
role he had assigned himself, watching Coeurl. He had nothing else
to do. No one seemed to feel the need of assistance from the one
Nexialist aboard the Space Beagle.

As he watched, the door below Coeurl was cleared. Director
Morton and another man came over together. They went inside, and
disappeared from view. Presently their voices came through Grosve-
nor's communicator. The man with Morton spoke first.

"It's a shambles. There must have been a war. You can catch the
drift of this machinery. It's secondary stuff. What I'd like to know is,
how was it controlled and applied?"

Morton said, "I don't quite understand what you mean."
"Simple," said the other. "So far, I've seen nothing but tools. Al-

most every machine, whether it's a tool or a weapon, ii equipped
with a transformer for receiving energy, altering its form, and ap-
plying it. Where are the power plants? I hope their libraries will give



population at least. And, failing that, why didn't they develop space
travel and go elsewhere for their food?"

"Ask Gunlie Lester." It was Director Morton. "I heard him ex-
pounding a theory before we landed."

The astronomer answered the first call. "I've still got to verify all
my facts. But one of them, you'll agree, is significant by itself. This
desolate world is the only planet revolving around that miserable
sun. There's nothing else. No moon. Not even a planetoid. And the
nearest star system is nine hundred light-years away. So tremen-
dous would have been the problem of the ruling race of this world
that in one jump they would have had to solve not only interplane-
tary but interstellar-space flight. Consider for comparison how slow
our own development was. First, we reached the moon. The planets
followed. Each success led to the next, and after many years the
first long journey was made to a near-by star. Last of all, man in-
vented the anti-accelerator drive which permitted galactic travel.
With all this in mind, I maintain it would be impossible for any race
to create an interstellar drive without previous experience."

Other comments were made, but Grosvenor did not listen. He
had glanced towards where he had last seen the big cat. It was not
in sight. He cursed under his breath for having let himself be dis-
tracted. Grosvenor swung his small craft over the whole area in a
hasty search. But there was too much confusion, too
much~,.rubble, too many buildings. Everywhere he looked there
were obstacles to his vision. He landed and questioned several
hardworking technicians. Most recalled having seen the cat "about
twenty minutes ago." Dissatisfied, Grosvenor climbed back into his
lifeboat and flew out over the city.

A short while before, Coeurl had moved swiftly, seeking conceal-
ment wherever he found it. From group to group he sped, a nervous
dynamo of energy, jumpy and sick from his hunger. A little car
rolled up, stopped in front of him, and a formidable camera whirred



through long corridors of moldering buildings. Then he slowed to a
crouching lope as his ear tendrils caught the Id vibrations.

Finally, he stopped and peered from the scatter of fallen rock.
A two-legged being was standing at what must once have been a

window, directing the beams of his flashlight into the gloomy inte-
rior. The flashlight clicked off. The man, a heavy-set, powerful indi-
vidual, walked off swiftly, turning his head alertly this way and that.
Coeurl didn't like that alertness. It meant lightning reaction to dan-
ger. It presaged trouble.

Coeurl waited until the human being had disappeared around a
corner, then he padded into the open, faster than a man could
walk. His plan was clearly made. Like a wraith he slipped down a
side street and past a long block of buildings. He turned the first
corner at great speed, leaped across an open space, and then, with
dragging belly, crept into the half-darkness between the building
and a huge chunk of debris. The street ahead was a channel be-
tween two unbroken hills of loose rubble. It ended in a narrow bot-
tleneck, which had its outlet just below Coeurl.

In the final moment he must have been too eager. As the human
being started to pass by below, Coeurl was startled by a tiny shower
of rocks that streamed down from where he crouched. The man
looked up with a jerk of his head. His face changed, twisted, dis-
torted. He snatched at his weapon.

Coeurl reached out and struck a single crushing blow at the
shimmering, transparent headpiece of the space suit. There was a
sound of tearing metal and a gushing of blood. The man doubled up
as if part of him had been telescoped. For a moment his bones and
legs and muscles combined almost miraculously to keep him
standing. Then he crumpled with a metallic jangling of his space
armor.

In a convulsive movement, Coeurl leaped down upon his victim.
He was already generating a field that prevented the Id from being



feeding, Coeurl nevertheless deserted his kill and headed back to-
wards the space ship. He ran like an animal fleeing danger, and
slowed only when he saw the first group of workers. Cautiously, he
approached them. They were all busy, and so he was able to slip up
near them.

In his search for Coeurl, Grosvenor grew progressively dissatis-
fied. The city was too large. There were more ruins, more places of
concealment than he had first thought. He headed back finally to
the big ship. And he was considerably relieved when he found the
beast comfortably sprawled on a rock sunning himself. Carefully,
Grosvenor stopped his ship at a vantage height behind the animal.
He was still there twenty minutes later when the chilling an-
nouncement came over the communicator that a group of men who
were exploring the city had stumbled over the smashed body of Dr.
Jarvey of the chemistry department.

Grosvenor took down the directions given, and then headed for
the scene of the death. Almost immediately, he discovered that
Morton was not coming to look at the body. He heard the Director's
solemn voice on the communicator. "Bring the remains to the ship."

Jarvey's friends were present, looking sober and tense in their
space suits. Grosvenor stared down at the horror of tattered flesh
and blood-sprayed metal and felt a tightening in his throat. He
heard Kent say, "He would go alone, damn him!"

The chief chemist's voice was husky. Grosvenor recalled having
heard that Kent and his principal assistant, Jarvey, were very good
friends. Somebody else must have spoken on the private band of
the chemistry department, for Kent said, "Yes, we'll have to have an
autopsy." The words reminded Grosvenor that he would miss most
of what was going on unless he could tune in. Hastily, he touched
the man nearest him and said, "Mind if I listen in to the chemistry
band through you?"



strong enough to have done this with his own little paws."
Director Morton, who must have been listening, interrupted.

"That's a thought that has probably already occurred to a lot of us.
After all, he's the only living thing we've seen. But, naturally, we
can't execute him just on suspicion."

"Besides," said one of the men, "he was never out of my sight."
Before Grosvenor could speak, the voice of Siedel, the psycholo-

gist, came over the general wave, "Morton, I've been talking by
touch to a number of the men, and I get the following reaction:
Their first feeling is that the beast was never out of their sight. And
yet, when pinned down, they admit that maybe he was for a few
minutes. I, also, had the impression that he was always around.
But, thinking back over it, I find gaps. There were moments, proba-
bly long minutes, when he was completely out of sight."

Grosvenor sighed, and deliberately remained silent now. His
point had been made by somebody else.

It was Kent who broke the silence. He said in a fierce voice, "I
say, take no chances. Kill the brute on suspicion before he does any
more damage."

Morton said, "Korita, are you around?"
"Right here at the body, Director."
"Korita, you've been wandering around with Cranessy and Van

Home. Do you think pussy is a descendant of the dominant race of
this planet?"

Grosvenor located the archeologist standing slightly behind
Smith and partly surrounded by colleagues from his department.

The tall Japanese said slowly, almost respectfully, "Director
Morton, there is a mystery here. Take a look, all of you, at that ma-
jestic sky line. Notice the architectural outline. In spite of the
megalopolis which they created, these people were close to the soil.
The buildings are not merely ornamented. They are ornamental in
themselves. Here is the equivalent of the Done column, the Egyp-



zation but a young and vigorous culture, confident, strong with
purpose. There it ended. Abruptly, as if at this point the culture had
its Battle of Tours and began to collapse like the ancient Moham-
medan civilization. Or as if in one leap it spanned centuries of ad-
justment and entered the period of contending states.

"However, there is no record of a culture anywhere in the uni-
verse making such an abrupt jump. It is always a slow develop-
ment. And the first step is a merciless questioning of all that was
once held sacred. Inner certainties cease to exist. Previously un-
questioned convictions dissolve before the ruthless probings of sci-
entific and analytical minds. The skeptic becomes the highest type
of human being. I say that this culture ended suddenly in its most
flourishing age. The sociological effects of such a catastrophe would
be an end of morality, a reversion to bestial criminality unleavened
by a sense of ideal. There would be a callous indifference to death. If
this-if pussy is a descendant of such a race, then he will be a cun-
ning creature, a thief in the night, a cold-blooded murderer who
would cut his own brother's throat for gain."

"That's enough!" It was Kent, his voice curt. "Director, I'm willing
to act as executioner."

Smith interrupted sharply. "I object. Listen, Morton, you're not
going to kill that cat yet, even if he is guilty. He's a biological treas-
ure house."

Kent and Smith were glaring angrily at each other. Smith said
slowly, "My dear Kent, I appreciate the fact that in the chemistry
department they would like to put pussy into retorts and make
chemical compounds out of his blood and his flesh. But I regret to
inform you that you're getting ahead of yourself. In the biology de-
partment we want the living body, not the dead one. I have a feeling
the physics department would like to have a look at him, also, while
he's still alive. So I'm afraid you're last on the list. Adjust yourself to



It was Morton who interrupted the argument. He said thought-
fully, "Korita, I'm inclined to accept your theory as a working basis.
But one question. Is it possible that his culture is a later one on
this planet than ours is in the galactic-wide system we have colo-
nized?"

"It is definitely possible," said Korita. "His could be the middle of
the tenth civilization of his world; while ours, as far as we've been
able to discover, is the end of the eighth sprung from Earth. Each of
his ten will, of course, have been built on the ruins of the one before
it."

"In that case, pussy would not know anything about the skepti-
cism that made us suspect him as a criminal and a murderer?"

"No, it would be literally magic to him."
Morton's grim laugh sounded on the communicator. He said,

"You get your wish, Smith. We'll let pussy live. And if there are any
fatalities, now that we know him, it will be due to carelessness.
There's a possibility, of course, that we're wrong. Like Siedel, I also
have the impression that the creature was always around. We may'
be doing him an injustice. There may be other dangerous creatures
on thIs planet." He broke off. "Kent, what are your plans for Jarvey's
body?"

The chief chemist said in a bitter voice, "There'll be no immediate
funeral. The damned cat wanted something from the body. It looks
to be all there, but something must be missing. I'm going to find out
what, and pin this murder on that beast, so you'll have to believe it
beyond the shadow of a doubt."



the catlike inhabitant of this cold and desolate planet. He pointed
out that so virile a monster should not be regarded merely as a
"biological treasure house." The phrase was dangerous in that it
might make people forget that the beast would have its own drives
and needs based on a nonhuman metabolism. "We have enough
evidence now," he dictated into the recorder, "to make what we
Nexialists call a Statement of Direction."

It took him several hours to complete the Statement. He carried
the wire to the stenography section and put in a requisition for an
immediate transcription. As head of a department, he got prompt
service. Two hours later, he delivered the brief to Morton's office. An
undersecretary gave him a receipt for it. Grosvenor ate a late dinner
in the commissary, convinced that he had done what was possible
to him. Afterwards, he inquired of the waiter where the cat was. The
waiter wasn't sure, but he believed the beast was up in the general
library.

For an hour, Grosvenor sat in the library watching Coeurl. Dur-
ing that time, the creature lay stretched out on the thick carpet,
never once moving his position. At the end of the hour, one of the
doors swung open, and two men came in carrying a large bowl.
Following close behind them was Kent. The chemist's eyes were
feverish. He paused in the middle of the room, and said in a weary
yet harsh voice, "I want you all to watch this!"

Though his words included everyone in the room, he actually
faced a group of top scientists who sat in a special reserved section.
Grosvenor stood up and had a look at what was in the bowl carried
by the two men. It contained a brownish concoction.

Smith, the biologist, also climbed to his feet. "Wait a minute,
Kent. Any other time I wouldn't question your actions. But you look
ifi. You're overwrought. Have you got Morton's permission for this
experiment?"



molecule, the combination providing the basis for the electrical
charge of the cell. It's fundamental to life. Usually, after death the
cells release their potassium into the blood stream, making it poi-
sonous. I proved that some potassium is missing from Jarvey's cells
but that it did not go into the blood. I'm not sure of the full signifi-
cance of that, but I intend to find out."

"What about the bowl of food?" somebody interrupted. Men were
putting away magazines and books, looking up with interest.

"It's got living cells with potassium in suspension. We can do
that artificially, you know. Maybe that's why he rejected our food at
lunch time. The potassium was not in a usable form for him. My
idea is he'll get the scent, or whatever he uses instead of scent-"

"I think he gets the vibrations of things," Gourlay interjected with
a drawl. "Sometimes when he wiggles those tendrils, my instru-
ments register a distinct and very powerful wave of static. And then,
again, there's no reaction. My guess is he moves on to a point
higher or lower on the wave scale. He seems to control the vibra-
tions at will. I'm assuming the actual motion of the tendrils does
not in itself generate these frequencies."

Kent waited with obvious impatience for Gourlay to finish, then
he went on. "All right, so it's vibrations that he senses. We can de-
cide what his reaction to this vibration proves when he starts re-
acting." He concluded in a mollifying tone, "What do you think,
Smith?"

"There are three things wrong with your plan," the biologist re-
plied. "In the first place, you seem to assume that he is only animal.
You seem to have forgotten he may be surfeited after having fed on
Jarvey - if he did. And you seem to think he will not be suspicious.
But have the bowl set down. His reaction may tell us something."

Kent's experiment was reasonably valid, despite the emotion be-
hind it. The creature had already shown that he could respond vio-
lently when suddenly stimulated. His reaction to being locked up in



With a snarl, Coeurl rose to his feet. He caught the bowl with the
suction cups at the end of one looping tentacle, and emptied its
contents into the face of Kent, who shrank back with a yell.

Explosively, Coeurl flung the bowl aside and snapped a hawser-
thick tentacle around the cursing man's waist. He didn't bother
with the gun that hung from Kent's belt. It was only a vibration
gun, he sensed-atomic powered, but not an atomic disintegrator. He
tossed the squirming Kent into a corner, and then realized with a
hiss of dismay that he should have disarmed the man. Now he
would have to reveal his defensive powers.

Kent furiously wiped the gruel from his face with one hand, and
with his other hand reached for his weapon. The muzzle snapped
up, and the white beam of the tracer light flashed at Coeurl's mas-
sive head. Ear tendrils hummed as they automatically canceled out
the energy. Round, black eyes narrowed as he caught the movement
of men reaching for their vibrators.

From near the door, Grosvenor said sharply, "Stop! We'll all re-
gret it if we act hysterically."

Kent clicked off his weapon and half turned to send a puzzled
glance at Grosvenor. Coeurl crouched down, glowering at this man
who had forced him to reveal his ability to control energies outside
his body. There was nothing to do now but wait alertly for repercus-
sions.

Kent looked again at Grosvenor. This time his eyes narrowed.
"What the hell do you mean by giving orders?"

Grosvenor made no reply. His part of the incident was finished.
He had recognized an emotional crisis, and he had spoken the nec-
essary words in the right tone of peremptory command. The fact
that those who had obeyed him now questioned his authority to
give the command was unimportant. The crisis was over.

What he had done had no relation to the guilt or innocence of
Coeurl. Whatever the eventual result of his interference, any deci-



get there are witnesses for Kent as well as against him."
Kent stared grimly at the circle of faces. "Korita was right when

he said ours was a highly civilized age. It's positively decadent." He
went on passionately. "My God, isn't there a man here who can see
the horror of the situation? Jarvey dead only a few hours, and this
creature, whom we all know to be guilty, lying here unchained,
planning his next murder. And the victim is probably here in this
room. What kind of men are we? Are we fools, cynics, or ghouls? Or
is it that our civilization is so steeped in reason that we can con-
template even a murderer sympathetically?" He fixed his brooding
eyes on Coeurl. "Morton was right. That's no animal. That's a devil
from the deepest hell of this forgotten planet."

"Don't go melodramatic on us," Siedel said. "Your analysis is
psychologically unstable. We're not ghouls or cynics. We're simply
scientists, and pussy here is going to be studied. Now that we sus-
pect him, we doubt his ability to corner any of us. One against a
thousand hasn't a chance." He glanced around. "Since Morton isn't
here, I'll put this to a vote here and now. Do I speak for all of us?"

"Not for me, Siedel." It was Smith who spoke. As the psychologist
stared in astonishment, Smith continued. "In the excitement and
momentary confusion, no one seems to have noticed that when
Kent fired his vibration gun, the beam hit this creature squarely on
his cat head, and didn't hurt him!"

Siedel's amazed glance went from Smith to Coeurl, and back
again to Smith. "Are you certain it hit him? As you say, it all hap-
pened so swiftly - when pussy wasn't hurt I simply assumed that
Kent had missed him."

"I was pretty sure it hit him in the face," Smith said. "A vibration
gun, of course, can't even kill a man quickly, but it can injure him.
Pussy is showing no sign of injury; he's not even trembling. I don't
say that's conclusive, but in view of our doubts-"



He had discussed the problems of imprisoning Coeurl in his brief to
Morton, and found the cage inadequate, principally because of its
lock mechanism.

Siedel walked to a wall communicator, talked in a low voice to
someone, and then returned. "The Director says if we can get him
into the cage without violence, it's fine with him. Otherwise, just
lock him up in any room that he's in. What do you think?"

"The cage!" A score of voices spoke in unison.
Grosvenor waited for a moment of silence, then said, "Put him

outside for the night. He'll stay around."
Most of the men ignored him. Kent glanced at him and said

sourly, "You don't seem to be able to make up your mind, do you?
One moment you save his life, the next you recognize him as dan-
gerous."

"He saved his own life," said Grosvenor shortly.
Kent turned away, shrugging. "We'll put him in the cage. That's

where a murderer ought to be."
Siedel said, "Now that we've made up our minds, how are we go-

ing to do this?"
Grosvenor said, "You definitely want him in the cage?" He didn't

expect an answer to that, and he didn't get one. He walked forward
and touched the end of the nearest of Coeurl's tentacles.

It shrank away from him slightly, but Grosvenor was determined.
He grasped the tentacle again firmly, and indicated the door. The
animal hesitated a moment longer, and then started silently across
the room.

Grosvenor called, "There's got to be exact timing here. Get set!" A
minute later Coeurl trotted docilely after Grosvenor through another
door. He found himself in a square metal room, with a second door
on the opposite wall. The man went through that. As Coeurl started
to follow, the door slid shut in his face. Simultaneously, there was a
metallic clang behind him. He whirled, and saw that the first door



of his surroundings. Finally he lay down, his eyes glowing with
contempt. The fools!

It was about an hour later when he heard the man - Smith -
fumbling with some mechanism on top of the cage. Coeurl leaped to
his feet, startled. His first feeling was that he had misjudged these
men, and that he was to be killed out of hand. He had counted on
being given time, and on being able to do what he planned.

The danger confused him. And when he suddenly sensed radia-
tion far below the level of visibility, he stimulated his entire nervous
system against possible peril. Several seconds went by before he
realized what was happening. Somebody was taking pictures of the
inside of his body.

After a while, the man went away. For a time, then, there were
noises of men doing things far away. These died away gradually.
Coeurl was patient as he waited for the silence to envelop the ship.
In the long ago, before they had achieved relative immortality,
coeurls also had slept at night. Watching some of the men dozing in
the library, he had remembered the habit.

There was one sound that did not fade away. Long after the great
ship was generally silent, he could hear the two pairs of feet. They
paced rhythmically past his cell, receded to some remote distance,
and then came back. The trouble was, the guards were not together.
First one pair of footsteps walked past. Then, about thirty feet be-
hind, came the second pair.

Coeurl let them come by several times. Each time he estimated
how long it took them. Finally, he was satisfied. Once again he
waited for them to make their round. This time, the moment they
were past, he switched his senses from concentration on human-
made vibrations to a vastly higher range. The pulsating violence of
the atomic pile in the engine room stammered its soft story to his
nervous system. The electric dynamos hummed their muffled song
of pure power. He felt the whisper of that flow through the wires in



fought them ruthlessly. Now he saw that vanishing small group as
his kind. If they were given a chance to multiply, no one-least of all
these men-would be able to stand against them.

Thinking of that possibility, he felt weighted down by his limita-
tions, his need for other coeurls, his aloneness - one against a
thousand, with the galaxy at stake. The starry universe itself beck-
oned his rapacious, vaulting ambition. If he failed, there would
never be a second chance. In a foodless world he could not hope to
solve the secret of space travel. Even the builders had not freed
themselves from their planet.

He padded along through a large salon and into the adjoining
corridor. There he came to the first bedroom door. It was electrically
locked, but he opened it noiselessly. He pounced inside and
smashed the throat of the sleeping man in the bed. The lifeless head
rolled crazily. The body twitched once. The id emanations from it
almost overwhelmed him, but he forced himself to go on.

Seven bedrooms; seven dead men. Then, silently, he returned to
the cage and locked the door behind him. His timing was beautifully
precise. Presently, the guards came along, peered through the
audioscope, and went on their way. Coeurl emerged for his second
foray, and within minutes had invaded four more bedrooms. Then
he came to a dormitory with twenty-four men sleeping in it. He had
been killing swiftly, aware of the exact moment when he must again
return to the cage. The opportunity to destroy a whole roomful of
men confused him. For more than a thousand years he had slain all
the living forms he could capture. Even in the beginning, that had
yielded him no more than one id creature a week. And so he had
never felt the necessity for restraint. He went through that room like
the great cat he was, silent but deadly, and emerged from the sen-
suous joy of the kill only when every man in the dormitory was
dead. Instantly, he realized he had overstayed his time. The tre-
mendousness of the blunder made him cringe. For he had planned



simultaneously, briefly paralyzed by the nightmare of claws and
tentacles, the ferocious cat head and hate-filled eyes. Far too late,
one of the men reached for his blaster. But the other was physically
frozen by the doom he could not avoid. He uttered a shriek, a shrill
cry of horror. The eerie sound floated along the corridors, activating
sensitive wall communicators, awakening a shipload of men. The
sound ended in a frightful gurgle as Coeurl flung the two corpses
with one irresistible motion the full length of that long corridor. He
didn't want the dead bodies found near the cage. That was his one
hope.

Shaken to the depths, conscious of his terrible mistake, unable
to think coherently, he plunged into the prison. The door clicked
softly shut behind him. Power flowed once more through the electric
lock. He crouched down on the floor, simulating sleep, as he heard
the rush of many feet and caught the sound of excited voices. He
knew when someone actuated the cage audioscope and looked in at
him. The crisis would come when the other bodies were discovered.

Slowly, he stiffened himself for the greatest struggle of his life.



grimly over the throng. His heavy chin seemed more prominent
than usual. He said, "If anybody's got so much as a germ of an idea,
bring it out!"

"Space madness!"
The suggestion irritated Grosvenor. It was a meaningless phrase,

still current after all these years of space travel. The fact that men
had gone insane in space from loneliness, fear, and tension did not
make a special sickness of it. There were certain emotional dangers
on a long voyage like this - they were among the reasons why he
had been put aboard - but insanity from loneliness was not likely to
be one of them.

Morton was hesitating. It seemed clear that he also regarded the
remark as valueless. But it was not a moment to argue subtle
points. These men were tense and afraid. They wanted action and
reassurance and the feeling that adequate countermeasures were
being taken. At such moments, directors of expeditions, command-
ers in chief, and others in authority had been known to lose perma-
nently the confidence of their followers. It seemed to Grosvenor that
those possibilities were in Morton's mind when he spoke again, so
careful were his words.

The Director said, "We've thought of that. Dr. Eggert and his as-
sistants will examine everybody, of course. Right now, he's looking
at the bodies."

A thunderous baritone bellowed almost in Grosvenor's ear. "Here
I am, Morton. Tell these people to make way for me!"

Grosvenor turned and recognized Dr. Eggert. Men were already
crowding aside for him. Eggert plunged forward. Without hesitation,
Grosvenor pushed after him. As he had expected, each individual
took it for granted that he was with the doctor. As they came up
near Morton, Dr. Eggert said, "I heard you, Director, and I can tell
you right now the space-madness theory won't fit. The throats of



hate to say this; you know that I'd rather keep the cat alive. But I
used the telefluor camera on him, and tried to take some pictures.
They were all blanks. Remember what Gourlay said. This creature
can apparently receive and send vibrations of any wave length. The
way he dominated the power of Kent's gun is adequate proof for us -
after what has happened - that he has a special ability to interfere
with energy."

A man groaned. "What in the name of all the hells have we got
here? Why, if he can control that energy and send it out on any
wave length, there's nothing to stop him killing all of us."

"Which proves," said Morton, "that he isn't invincible, or he
would have done it long ago."

In a deliberate fashion, he walked over to the mechanism that
controlled the cage.

"You're not going to open the door!" Kent gasped, and reached for
his blaster.

"No, but if I pull this switch, electricity will flow through the floor
and electrocute whatever is inside. We had that built into all our
specimen cages as a precaution."

He unlocked the special electrocution switch and jerked the
switch itself hard over. For a moment the power was full on. Then
blue fire flashed from the metal, and a bank of fuses above Morton's
head went black. Morton reached up, took one of them out of its
socket, and frowned down at it.

"That's funny," he said. "Those fuses shouldn't have blown!" He
shook his head. "Well, we can't even look inside the cage now. That
wrecked the audio, also."

Smith said, "If he could interfere with the electric lock enough to
open the door, then he very likely probed every possible danger and
was ready to interfere when you threw the switch."

"At least it proves he's vulnerable to our energies," Morton said
grimly. "Because he had to render them harmless. The important



The tension was relaxing. Men were smiling nervously. There was
even a ripple of humorless laughter at the picture Smith had drawn
of the monster's discomfiture. Grosvenor was puzzled. He didn't like
the sounds he had heard. Hearing was the most deceptive of
senses. It was impossible to identify what had happened or was
happening in the cage.

"What I'd like to know," said Pennons, the chief engineer, "is why
did the telefluor-meter dial jump and waver at full power when
pussy made that noise? It's right here under my nose, and I've been
trying to guess what happened."

There was silence both within and without the cage. Abruptly,
there was a stir in the doorway behind Smith. Captain Leeth and
two officers in their military uniforms stepped into the corridor.

The commander, a wiry man of fifty, said, "I think I'd better take
charge here. There seems to be some conflict between the scientists
as to whether or not this monster should be killed - is that right?"

Morton shook his head, "The conflict is over. We all feel now he
should be executed."

Captain Leeth nodded. "That was the order I was about to give. I
believe the security of the ship is threatened, and that's my prov-
ince." He raised his voice. "Make room here! Get back!"

It took several minutes to ease the pressure in the corridor.
Grosvenor was glad when it was done. If the creature had come out
while those in the foreground were unable to move back quickly,
he'd have been able to destroy or injure many men. That danger
wasn't completely over, but it was alleviated.

Somebody said, "That's funny! The ship seemed to move just
then!"

Grosvenor had felt it, also, as if for an instant the drive had been
tested. The big ship trembled as it settled back from that moment of
straining.



started those engines!"
The frightful acceleration continued. It was at least five, possibly

six gravities. Having assessed its tremendous force as being within
his capabilities, Grosvenor climbed agonizedly to his feet. He fum-
bled with the nearest wall communicator, and punched the engine-
room number, not really expecting that it would work. Behind him,
a man let out a bass bellow. Grosvenor turned in surprise. Director
Morton was peering over his shoulder. The big man called out, "It's
pussy! He's in the engine room. And we're heading out into space."

Even as Morton spoke, the screen went black. And still the pres-
sure of acceleration continued. Grosvenor staggered through the
door into the salon, and across the great room into a second corri-
dor. There was, he remembered, a space-suit storeroom there. As he
approached it, he saw that Captain Leeth was ahead of hint and
was in the act of fumbling his body into a suit. As Grosvenor came
up, the commander closed up the suit and manipulated its anti-
acceleration unit.

Quickly he turned to help Grosvenor. A minute later, Grosvenor
sighed with relief as he reduced the gravity of his suit to one G.
There were two of them now; and other men were stumbling up. It
took only a few minutes to exhaust the supply of space suits in that
storeroom. They went down to the next floor and brought up suits
from there. But now dozens of crew members were available for the
job. Captain Leeth had already disappeared; and Grosvenor,
guessing the next step to be taken, hurried back to the cage where
the big cat had been imprisoned. He found a score of scientists as-
sembled at the door, which had apparently just been opened.

Grosvenor pressed forward and peered over the shoulders of
those who were ahead of him. There was a gaping hole in the rear
wall of the cage. The hole was big enough for five men to have
squeezed through at one time. The metal looked bent, and had nu-
merous jagged edges. The hole opened onto another corridor.



He touched the broken edge of the metal. A piece crumbled be-
tween his fingers and slithered away in a fine shower of dust to the
floor. Grosvenor pushed his way in.

"I know something of metallurgy," he said.
Several men automatically made way for him. And presently he

was standing beside Smith. The biologist frowned at him. "One of
Breck's assistants?" he asked pointedly.

Grosvenor pretended not to hear. He bent down and ran the fin-
gers of his space suit through the pile of metallic debris on the floor.
He straightened quickly. "No miracle here," he said. "As you know,
such cages as this are made in electromagnetic molds, and we use a
fine metallic powder for the job. The creature used his special pow-
ers to interfere with the forces holding the metal together. That
would account for the drain on the telefluor power cable that Mr.
Pennons noticed. The thing used the electric energy, with his body
as a transforming engine, broke down the wall, ran along the corri-
dor, and so down into the engine room."

He was surprised that he was allowed to complete the hurried
analysis. But it seemed clear that he had been accepted as an as-
sistant of the dead Breckenridge. It was a natural error in so big a
ship, where men had not yet had time to identify all the lower-rank
technicians.

"In the meantime, Director," Kent said quietly, "we are faced with
a super-being in control of the ship, completely dominating the en-
gine room and its almost unlimited power, and in possession of the
main section of the machine shops."

It was a simple statement of the situation. And Grosvenor felt its
impact upon the other men. Their anxiety showed on their faces.

A ship's officer spoke up. "Mr. Kent is wrong," he said. "The thing
doesn't dominate the engine room completely. We've still got the
control bridge, and that gives us first control of all the machines.
You gentlemen, being supernumeraries, may not know the me-



Morton spoke up. "I can answer that. We know things about him.
And right now I'm going to suggest to Captain Leeth that we make a
test." He turned to the officer. "Will you ask the commander to
authorize a little experiment I want to make?"

"I think you'd better ask him yourself, sir. You can reach him by
communicator. He's up on the bridge."

Morton came back in a few minutes. "Pennons," he said, "since
you're a ship's officer and head man in the engine room, Captain
Leeth wants you to take charge of this test."

It seemed to Grosvenor that there was a hint of irritation -in
Morton's tone. Evidently, the commander of the ship had been in
earnest when he had said that he was taking charge. It was the old
story of partially divided commands. The dividing line had been
defined as precisely as possible, but obviously the authorities could
not predict all contingencies. In the final issue, much depended on
the personality of the individuals. Until now, the ship's officers and
crew, all military people, had meticulously carried out their ship
duties, subordinating themselves to the purpose of the tremendous
voyage. Nevertheless, past experience on other ships had proved to
the government that for some reason military men did not have a
high opinion of scientists. In moments such as this, the hidden
hostility showed itself. Actually, there was no reason why Morton
should not be in charge of his own experimental attack.

Pennons said, "Director, there isn't time for you to explain the
details to me. You give the orders! If I disagree with any of them,
we'll talk it over."

It was a graceful surrender of prerogative. But then Pennons, as
chief engineer, was a full-fledged scientific man in his own right.

Morton wasted no time. "Mr. Pennons," he said crisply, "detail
five technicians to each of the four approaches to the engine room.
I'm going to lead one group. Kent, you take number two. Smith,
number three. And Mr. Pennons, of course, number four. We'll use



fighting crew. Grosvenor, with several others, waited to watch the
action from a distance of about two hundred feet. He felt an empty
sense of waiting for disaster as the mobile projectors were brought
up and the protective screens arranged. He appreciated the force-
fulness and the purpose of the attack that was about to be made.
He could even imagine that it might be successful. But it would be a
hit-or-miss success, not actually predictable. The affair was being
handled on the basis of an old, old system of organizing men and
their knowledge. Most irritating was the fact that he could only
stand by and be negatively critical.

Morton's voice came over the general communicator. "As I've
said, this is largely a test attack. It's based on the presumption that
he hasn't been in the engine room long enough to do anything. That
gives us an opportunity to conquer him now, before he's had time to
prepare against us. But aside from the possibility that we can de-
stroy him immediately, I have a theory. My idea is this: Those doors
are built to withstand powerful explosions, and it will take fifteen
minutes at least for the heaters to burn them down. During that
period, the creature will have no power. Selenski is about to shut it
off. The drive, of course, will be on, but that's atomic explosion. My
guess is he can't touch stuff like that. In a few minutes you'll see
what I mean-I hope."

His voice went up in pitch as he called, "Ready, Selenski?"
"Ready."
"Then cut the master switch!"
The corridor-the whole ship, Grosvenor knew-was abruptly

plunged into darkness. He clicked on the light of his space suit.
One by one, the other men did the same. In the reflections from the
beams, their faces looked pale and tense.

"Blast!" Morton's command was clear and sharp in the commu-
nicator.



lenski!"
"Nothing yet, Director."
Morton half whispered, "But he must be doing something. He

can't just be waiting in there like a cornered rat. Selenski!"
"Nothing, Director."
Seven minutes, then ten, then twelve went by.
"Director!" It was Selenski's voice, taut. "He's got the electric dy-

namo running."
Grosvenor drew a deep breath. And then Kent's voice sounded on

the communicator. "Morton, we can't get any deeper. Is this what
you expected?"

Grosvenor saw Morton peering through the screen at the door. It
seemed to him, even from the distance, that the metal was not as
white-hot as it had been. The door grew visibly redder, and then
faded to a dark, cool color.

Morton was sighing. "That's all for now. Leave the crew men to
guard each corridor! Keep the heaters in place! Department heads
come up to the control bridge!"

The test, Grosvenor realized, was over.



When he glanced back a moment later, he saw that the man was
gazing after him blankly. Grosvenor smiled, and then put the inci-
dent out of his mind. It was the first time he had been on the
bridge. He gazed around him with curious eyes, impressed and fas-
cinated. In spite of its compactness, the control board was a mas-
sive structure. It was built in a series of great curving tiers. Each
arc of metal was two hundred feet long, and a full sweep of steps led
steeply from one tier to the next. The instruments could be ma-
nipulated from the floor, or, more swiftly, from a jointed control
chair that hung from the ceiling at the end of a power-driven, up-
side-down crane structure.

The lowest level of the room was an auditorium with about a
hundred comfortable chairs. They were big enough to hold men
wearing space suits, and nearly two dozen men so dressed were
already sitting in them. Grosvenor settled himself unobtrusively. A
minute later, Morton and Captain Leeth entered from the captain's
private office, which opened from the bridge. The commander sat
down. Morton began without preamble.

"We know that of all the machines in the engine room, the most
important to the monster was the electric dynamo. He must have
worked in a frenzy of terror to get it started before we penetrated the
doors. Any comments on that?"

Pennons said, "I'd like to have somebody describe to me just
what he did to make those doors impregnable."

Grosvenor said, "There is a known electronic process by which
metals can be temporarily hardened to an enormous degree, but I've
never heard of it being done without several tons of special equip-
ment, which doesn't exist on this ship."

Kent turned to look at him. He said impatiently, "What's the good
of knowing how he did it? If we can't break through those doors
with our atomic disintegrators, that's the end. He can do as he
pleases with this ship."



vague vibration.
Presently, Morton said, "I'm going to ask various experts to give

their suggestions for fighting pussy. What we need here is a con-
sultation between many different specialized fields and, however
interesting theoretical possibilities might be, what we Want is the
practical approach."

And that, Grosvenor decided ruefully, effectively disposed of
Elliott Grosvenor, Nexialist. It shouldn't have. What Morton wanted
was integration of many sciences, which was what Nexialism was
for. He guessed, however, that he would not be one of the experts
whose practical advice Morton would be interested in. His guess
was correct.

It was two hours later when the Director said in a distracted
tone, "I think we'd better take half an hour now to eat and rest. This
is the big push we're coming to. We'll need everything we've got."

Grosvenor headed for his own department. He was not interested
in food or rest. At thirty-one, he could afford to dispense with an
occasional meal or a night of sleep. It seemed to him he had half an
hour in which to solve the problem of what should be done with the
monster that had taken control of the ship.

The trouble with what the scientists had agreed on was that it
was not thorough enough. A number of specialists had polled their
knowledge on a fairly superficial level. Each had briefly outlined his
ideas to people who were not trained to grasp the wealth of associa-
tion behind each notion. And so the attack plan lacked unity.

It made Grosvenor uneasy to realize that he, a young man of
thirty-one, was probably the only person aboard with the training to
see the weaknesses in the plan. For the first time since coming
aboard six months before, he had a sharp appreciation of what a
tremendous change had taken place in him at the Nexial Founda-
tion. It was not too much to say that all previous educational sys-
tems were outdated. Grosvenor took no personal credit for the



usually very helpful, though not always. There was the type of indi-
vidual who said, "I'll have to get authority from my superiors." One
department head - Smith - talked to him personally, and gave him
all the information he wanted. Another was polite and asked him to
call again after the cat was destroyed. Grosvenor contacted the
chemistry department last and asked for Kent, taking it for granted
- and hoping - that he would not get through. He was all ready to
say to the subordinate, "Then you can give me the information I
want." To his annoyance and amazement, he was connected with
Kent at once.

The chemist chief listened to him with ill-concealed impatience,
and abruptly cut him off. "You can obtain the information from here
through the usual channels. However, the discoveries made on the
cat's planet will not be available for some months. We have to check
and countercheck all our findings."

Grosvenor persisted. "Mr. Kent, I ask you most earnestly to
authorize the immediate release of information regarding the quan-
titalive analysis of the cat-planet atmosphere. It may have an im-
portant bearing on the plan decided upon at the meeting. It would
be too involved at the moment to explain fully, but I assure you-"

Kent cut him off. "Look, my boy," and there was a sneer in his
tone, "the time is past for academic discussion. You don't seem to
understand that we're in deadly danger. If anything goes wrong, you
and I and the others will be physically attacked. It won't be an exer-
cise in intellectual gymnastics. And now, please don't bother me
again for ten years."

There was a click as Kent broke the connection. Grosvenor sat
for several seconds, flushing at the insult. Presently, he smiled
ruefully, and then made his final calls.

His high-probability chart contained, among other things, check
marks in the proper printed spaces showing the amount of volcanic
dust in the atmosphere of the planet, the life history of various



Under the heading of "General Recommendations," he wrote,
"Any solution adopted should include safety valve."

With four copies of the chart, he headed for the mathematics de-
partment. There were guards, which was unusual and an obvious
protection against the cat. When they refused to let him see Morton,
Grosvenor demanded to see one of the Director's secretaries. A
young man emerged finally from another room, politely examined
his chart, and said that he would "try to bring it to Director Mor-
ton's attention."

Grosvenor said in a grim tone, "I've been told that kind of thing
before. If Director Morton does not see that chart, I shall ask for a
Board of Inquiry. There's something damn funny going on here in
connection with the reports I make to the Director's office, and
there's going to be trouble if there's any more of it."

The secretary was five years older than Grosvenor. He was cool
and basically hostile. He bowed, and said with a faintly satirical
smile, "The Director is a very busy man. Many departments com-
pete for his attention. Some of them have long histories of achieve-
ment, and a prestige that gives them precedence over younger sci-
ences and - " he hesitated-"scientists." He shrugged. "But I shall ask
him if he wishes to examine the chart."

Grosvenor said, "Ask him to read the 'Recommendations.' There
isn't time for any more."

The secretary said, "I'll bring it to his attention."
Grosvenor headed for Captain Leeth's quarters. The commander

received him and listened to what he had to say. Then he examined
the chart. Finally, he shook his head.

"The military," he said in a formal tone, "has a slightly different
approach to these matters. We are prepared to take calculated risks
to realize specific goals. Your notion that it would be wiser in the
final issue to let this creature escape is quite contrary to my own
attitude. Here is an intelligent being that has taken hostile action



Alone in the corridor, he glanced at his watch. It was five min-
utes to attack time.

Disconsolately, he headed for the bridge. Most of the others were
already present as Grosvenor found a seat. A minute later, Director
Morton came in with Captain Leeth. And the meeting was called to
order.

Nervous and visibly tense, Morton paced back and forth before
his audience. His usually sleek hair was rumpled. The slight pallor
of his strong face emphasized rather than detracted from the out-
thrust aggressiveness of his jaw. He stopped walking abruptly. His
deep voice was crisp to the point of sharpness as he said, "To make
sure that our plans are fully co-ordinated, I'm going to ask each
expert in turn to outline his part in the overpowering of this crea-
ture. Mr. Pennons first!"

Pennons stood up. He was not a big man, yet he looked big, per-
haps because of his air of authority. Like the others, his training
was specialized, but because of the nature of his field he needed
Nexialism far less than anyone else in the room. This man knew
engines, and the history of engines. According to his file record-
which Grosvenor had examined - he had studied machine develop-
ment on a hundred planets. There was probably nothing funda-
mental that he didn't know about practical engineering. He could
have spoken a thousand hours and still only have touched upon his
subject.

He said, "We've set up a relay in the control room here which will
start and stop every engine rhythmically. The trip lever will work a
hundred times a second. And the effect will be to create vibrations
of many kinds. There is just a possibility that one or more of the
machines will shatter, on the same principle as soldiers crossing a
bridge in step - you've heard that old story, no doubt - but in my
opinion there is no real danger of a break from that cause. Our



soothing effect on the men. Anxious faces relaxed. Bodies leaned
back more restfully.

Gourlay said, "We've rigged up vibration screens that work on
the principle of reflection. Once inside, we'll use them so that most
of the stuff he can send will be reflected right back at him. In addi-
tion, we've got plenty of spare electric energy that we'll just feed him
from mobile copper cups. There must be a limit to his capacity for
handling power with those insulated nerves of his."

"Selenski!" called Morton.
The chief pilot was standing by the time Grosvenor's gaze flicked

over to him. It was so swiftly done that he seemed to have antici-
pated Morton's call. Grosvenor studied him, fascinated. Selenski
was a lean-bodied, lean-faced man with startlingly vivid blue eyes.
He looked physically strong and capable. According to his file rec-
ord, he was not a man of great learning. He made up for it in
steadiness of nerve, in lightning response to stimuli, and in a ca-
pacity for sustained clocklike performance.

He said, "The impression I've received of the plan is that it must
be cumulative. Just when the creature thinks that he can't stand
any more, another thing happens to add to his trouble and confu-
sion. When the uproar's at its height, I cut in the anti-acceleration.
The Director thinks with Gunlie Lester that this creature will know
nothing about anti-acceleration. It's a development of the science of
interstellar flight and wouldn't have been likely to come about in
any other way. We think when the creature feels the first effects of
the anti-acceleration-you all remember the caved-in sensation you
had the first time it happened to you-it won't know what to think or
do." He sat down.

Morton said, "Korita next!"
"I can only offer you encouragement," said the archeologist, "on

the basis of my theory that the monster has all the characteristics
of the criminal of the early ages of any civilization. Smith has sug-



reveal his special powers against a vibration gun. He bungled the
mass murders a few hours ago. As you can see, his record is one of
the low cunning of the primitive, egotistical mind, which has little or
no understanding of its own body processes in the scientific sense,
and scarcely any conception of the vast organization with which it is
confronted.

"He is like the ancient German soldier who felt superior to the
elderly Roman scholar as an individual, yet the latter was part of a
mighty civilization of which the German of that day stood in awe.
We have, then, a primitive, and that primitive is now far out in
space, completely outside of his natural habitat. I say, let's go in
and win."

Morton stood up. There was a twisted smile on his heavy face. He
said, "According to my previous plan, that pep talk by Korita was to
be the preliminary to our attack. However, during the past hour I
have received a document from a young man who is aboard this
ship representing a science about which I know very little. The fact
that he is aboard at all requires that I give weight to his opinions. In
his conviction that he had the solution to this problem, he visited
not only my quarters but also those of Captain Leeth. The com-
mander and I have accordingly agreed that Mr. Grosvenor will be
allowed a few minutes to describe his solution and to convince us
that he knows what he is talking about."

Grosvenor stood up shakily. He began, "At the Nexial Foundation
we teach that behind all the grosser aspects of any science there is
an intricate tie-up with other sciences. That is an old notion, of
course, but there is a difference between giving lip service to an idea
and applying it in practice. At the Foundation we have developed
techniques for applying it. In my department I have some of the
most remarkable educational machines you have ever seen. I can't
describe them now, but I can tell you how a person trained by those
machines and techniques would solve the problem of the cat.



terrestrial deer but apparently more intelligent. They were so wary
they couldn't be captured. They had to be destroyed; and Mr.
Smith's department made a partial analysis. The dead bodies con-
tained potassium in much the same chemical-electrical arrange-
ment as is found in human beings. No other animals were seen.

Possibility: This could be at least one of the potassium sources of
the cat. In the stomachs of the dead animals the biologists found
parts of the plants in various stages of being digested. That seems
to be the cycle: vegetation, herbivore, predator. It seems probable
that when the plant was destroyed, the animal whose food it was
must have died in proportionate numbers. Overnight, pussy's own
food supply was wiped out."

Grosvenor sent a quick glance over his audience. With one ex-
ception everyone present was watching him intently. The exception
was Kent. The chief chemist sat with an irritated expression on his
face. His attention seemed to be elsewhere.

The Nexialist continued swiftly. "There are many examples in the
galaxy of the complete dependency of given life forms on a single
type of food. But we have met no other example of the intelligent life
form of a planet being so exclusive about diet. It does not seem to
have occurred to these creatures to farm their food and, of course,
the food of their food. An incredible lack of foresight, you'll admit.
So incredible, indeed, that any explanation which does not take that
factor into account would, ipso facto, be unsatisfactory."

Grosvenor paused again, but only for breath. He did not look di-
rectly at anyone present. It was impossible to give his evidence for
what he was about to say. It would take weeks for each department
head to check the facts that involved his particular science. All he
could do was give the end conclusion, something which he had not
dared to do in his probability chart or in his conversation with
Captain Leeth. He finished hurriedly. "The facts are inescapable.
Pussy is not one of the builders of that city, nor is he a descendant



full powers and would know precisely what we are up against. Since
he is not, we are at the moment dealing with a beast who can have
no clear understanding of his powers. Cornered, or even if pressed
too hard, he may discover within himself a capacity not yet appar-
ent to him for destroying human beings and controlling machines.
We must give him an opportunity to escape. Once outside this ship,
he will be at our mercy. That's all, and thank you for listening to
me."

Morton glanced around the room. "Well, gentlemen, what do you
think?"

Kent said sourly, "I never heard such a story in my life. Possibili-
ties. Probabilities. Fantasies. If this is Nexialism, it will have to be
presented much better than that before I'll be interested."

Smith said gloomily, "I don't see how we could accept such an
explanation without having pussy's body for examination."

Chief physicist von Grossen said, "I doubt if even an examination
would definitely prove him a beast who has been experimented
upon. Mr. Grosvenor's analysis is distinctly controversial, and will
remain so."

Korita said, "Further exploration of the city might uncover evi-
dence of Mr. Grosvenor's theory." He spoke cautiously. "It would not
completely disprove the cyclic theory, since such an experimental
intelligence would tend to reflect the attitudes and beliefs of those
who taught him."

Chief engineer Pennons said, "One of our lifeboats is in the ma-
chine shop right now. It is partly dismantled and occupies the only
permanent repair cradle available below. To get a usable lifeboat in
to him would require as much effort as the all-out attack we are
planning. Of course, if the attack should fail, we might consider
sacrificing a lifeboat, though I still don't see how he would get it out
of the ship. We have no air locks down there."

Morton turned to Grosvenor. "What is your answer to that?"





up his mind. Yet he was reluctant to leave the ship. He was not
convinced that he was in danger. After examining the power sources
of the machine shop, and thinking back over what had occurred, it
seemed to him that these two-legged beings didn't have the equip-
ment to overcome him.

The conflict raged on inside him even as he worked. It was not
until he paused to survey the craft that he realized how tremendous
a repair job he had done. All that remained was to load up the tools
and instruments he wanted to take along. And then - would he
leave, or fight? He grew anxious as he heard the approach of the
men. He felt the sudden change in the tempestlike thunder of the
engines, a rhythmical off-and-on hum, shriller in tone, sharper,
more nerve-racking than the deep-throated, steady throb that had
preceded it. The pattern had an unnerving quality. Coeurl fought to
adjust to it and, by dint of concentrating, his body was on the point
of succeeding when a new factor interfered. The flame of powerful
mobile projectors started its hideous roaring against the massive
engine-room doors. Instantly, his problem was whether to fight the
projectors or counter the rhythm. He couldn't, he quickly discov-
ered, do both.

He began to concentrate on escape. Every muscle of his powerful
body was strained as he carried great loads of tools, machines, and
instruments, and dumped them into any available space inside the
lifeboat. He paused in the doorway at last for the penultimate act of
his departure. He knew the doors were going down. Half a dozen
projectors concentrating on one point of each door were irresistibly,
though slowly, eating away the remaining inches. Coeurl hesitated,
then withdrew all energy resistance from them. Intently, he con-
centrated on the outer wall of the big ship, toward which the blunt
nose of the forty-foot lifeboat was pointing. His body cringed from
the surge of electricity that flowed from the dynamos. His ear ten-
drils vibrated that terrific power straight at the wall. He felt on fire.



threatening sound. In a minute the men would be burning through
the flimsy doors that separated the engine room from the machine
shop.

During that minute, Coeurl won his victory. He felt the change in
the resisting alloy. The entire wall lost its bitterly held cohesion. It
looked the same, but there was no doubt. The flow of energy
through his body became easy. He continued to concentrate it for
several seconds longer, then he was satisfied. With a snarl of tri-
umph, he leaped into his small craft and manipulated the lever that
closed the door behind him.

One of his tentacles embraced the power drive with almost sen-
suous tenderness. There was a forward surge of his machine as he
launched it straight at the thick outer wall. The nose of the craft
touched, and the wall dissolved in a glittering shower of dust. He
felt tiny jerks of retardation as the weight of the metallic powder
that had to be pushed out of the way momentarily slowed the small
ship. But it broke through and shot irresistibly off into space.

Seconds went by. Then Coeurl noticed that he had departed from
the big vessel at right angles to its course. He was still so close that
he could see the jagged hole through which he had escaped. Men in
armor stood silhouetted against the brightness behind them. Both
they and the ship grew noticeably smaller. Then the men were gone,
and there was only the ship with its blaze of a thousand blurring
portholes.

Coeurl was turning away from it now, rapidly. He curved a full
ninety degrees by his instrument board, and then set the controls
for top acceleration. Thus within little more than a minute after his
escape, he was heading back in the direction from which the big
vessel had been coming all these hours.

Behind him, the gigantic globe shrank rapidly, became too small
for individual portholes to be visible. Almost straight ahead, Coeurl
saw a tiny, dim ball of light-his own sun, he realized. There, with



Worried and uncertain, he gave his attention again to the for-
ward viewing plates. Almost immediately, he had a sharp sense of
dismay. The dim sun toward which he was heading was not growing
larger. It was visibly smaller. It became a pin point in the dark dis-
tance. It vanished.

Fear swept through Coeurl like a cold wind. For minutes he
peered tensely into the space ahead, hoping frantically that his one
landmark would become visible again. But only the remote stars
glimmered there, unwinking points against a velvet background of
unfathomable distance.

But wait! One of the points was growing larger. With every mus-
cle taut, Coeurl watched the point become a dot. It grew into a
round ball of light and kept on expanding. Bigger, bigger, it became.
Suddenly it shimmered, and there before him, lights glaring from
every porthole, was the great globe of the space ship - the very ship
which a few minutes before he had watched vanish behind him.

Something happened to Coeurl in that moment. His mind was
spinning like a flywheel, faster and faster. It flew apart into a mil-
lion aching fragments. His eyes almost started from their sockets
as, like a maddened animal, he raged in his small quarters. His
tentacles clutched at precious instruments and flung them in a fury
of frustration. His paws smashed at the very walls of his ship. Fi-
nally, in a brief flash of sanity, he knew that he couldn't face the
inevitable fire of disintegrators that would now be directed against
him from a safe distance.

It was a simple thing to create the violent cell disorganization
that freed every droplet of id from his vital organs.

One last snarl of defiance twisted his lips. His tentacles weaved
blindly. And then, suddenly weary beyond all his strength to com-
bat, he sank down. Death came quietly after so many, many hours
of violence.



flashed past us, and that then all we had to do was follow him and
put on our little act of being his sun until we were close enough to
destroy him. The whole cosmos must have seemed topsy-turvy to
him."

Grosvenor listened to the account with mixed emotions. The en-
tire incident was rapidly blurring, losing shape, dissolving into
darkness. The moment-by-moment details would never again be
recalled by an individual exactly as they had occurred. The danger
they had been in already seemed remote.

"Never mind the sympathy!" Grosvenor heard Kent say. "We've
got a job - to kill every cat on that miserable world."

Korita murmured softly, "That should be simple. They are but
primitives. We have merely to settle down, and they will come to us,
cunningly expecting to delude us." He half turned to. Grosvenor. "I
still believe that will be true," he said in a friendly tone, "even if our
young friend's 'beast' theory turned out to be correct. What do you
think, Mr. Grosvenor?"

"I'd go even a little further," Grosvenor said. "As a historian, you
will undoubtedly agree that no known attempt at total extermina-
tion has ever proved successful. Don't forget that pussy's attack on
us was based on a desperate need for food; the resources of this
planet apparently can't support this breed much longer. Pussy's
brethren know nothing about us, and therefore are not a menace.
So why not just let them die of starvation?"



Time, 1550, 9/7/1 *

GROSVENOR HUNG the notice on the already well-covered bul-
letin board. Then he stepped back to survey his handiwork. The
announcement competed with eight other lectures, three motion
pictures, four educational films, nine discussion groups, and sev-
eral sporting events. In addition, there would be individuals who
remained in their quarters to read, the spontaneous gatherings of
friends, the half-dozen bars and commissaries, each of which could
expect its full quota of customers.

Nevertheless, he was confident his would be read. Unlike the
others, it was not just a sheet of paper. It was a gadget about a
centimeter in thickness. The print was a silhouette focused on the
surface from inside. A paper-thin chromatic wheel, made of light-
battery material, turned magnetically and provided the varicolored
light source. The letters changed color singly and in groups. Be-
cause the frequency of the emitted light was subtly, magnetically,
altered from moment to moment, the pattern of color was never
repeated.

The notice stood out from its drab surroundings like a neon sign.
It would be seen, all right.

Grosvenor headed for the dining salon. As he entered, a man at
the door thrust a card into his hand. Grosvenor glanced at it curi-
ously.

* The ship operated on what was called Star Time, based on a
hundred-minute hour and a twenty-hour day. The week had ten
days, with a thirty-day month and a three-hundred-and-sixty-day
year. The days were numbered, not named, and the calendar was
reckoned from the moment of take-off.

KENT FOR DIRECTOR



Grosvenor slipped the card into his pocket and went into the
brilliantly lighted room. It seemed to him that tense individuals like
Kent seldom considered the long-run effects of their efforts to divide
a group of men into hostile camps. Fully fifty per cent of interstellar
expeditions in the previous two hundred years had not returned.
The reasons could only be deduced from what had happened
aboard ships that did come back. The record was of dissension
among the members of the expedition, bitter disputes, disagreement
as to objectives, and the formation of splinter groups. These latter
increased in number almost in direct proportion to the length of.
the journey.

Elections were a recent innovation in such expeditions. Permis-
sion to hold them had been given because men were reluctant to be
bound irrevocably to the will of appointed leaders. But a ship was
not a nation in miniature. Once on the way, it could not replace
casualties. Faced with catastrophe, its human resources were lim-
ited.

Frowning over the potentialities, annoyed that the time of the
political meeting coincided with his own lecture, Grosvenor headed
for his table. The dining room was crowded. He found his compan-
ions for the week already eating. There were three of them, junior
scientists from different departments.

As he sat down, one of the men said cheerfully, "Well, what de-
fenseless woman's character shall we assassinate today?"

Grosvenor laughed good-naturedly, but he knew that the remark
was only partly intended as humor. Conversation among the
younger men tended towards a certain sameness. Talk leaned heav-
ily on women and sex. In this all-masculine expedition, the problem
of sex had been chemically solved by the inclusion of specific drugs
in the general diet. That took away the physical need, but it was
emotionally unsatisfying.



the word."
"That's a new one on me," Grosvenor said. "I've been laboring for

years under the delusion that mathematicians were scientists."
"That's just it. Because of the superficial resemblance, it is a

delusion." Dennison was clearly trying to put over some private
conception of his own. He was an earnest, heavy-set individual, and
he leaned forward now as if he had already made his point. "Scien-
tists have to stick together. Just imagine, here's an entire shipload
of us, and what do they put over us?-a man who deals in abstrac-
tions. That's no training for handling practical problems."

"Funny, I thought he was doing rather well in smoothing out the
problems of us workingmen."

"We can smooth out our own problems." Dennison sounded irri-
tated.

Grosvenor had been punching buttons. Now his food began to
slide up from the vertical conveyor at the center of the table. He
sniffed. "Ah, roast sawdust, straight from the chemistry depart-
ment. It smells delicious. The question is, has the same amount of
effort been lavished to make the sawdust from the brushwood of the
cat planet as nourishing as the sawdust we brought?" He held up
his hand. "Don't answer. I don't wish to be disillusioned about the
integrity of Mr. Kent's department, even though I don't like his be-
havior. You see, I asked him for some of the co-operation they men-
tion on the card, and he told me to call back in ten years. I guess he
forgot about the election. Besides, he's got a nerve scheduling a
political meeting on the same night that I'm giving a lecture." He
began to eat.

"No lecture is as important as this rally. We're going to discuss
matters of policy that will affect everybody on the ship, including
you." Dennison's face was flushed, his voice harsh. "Look, Grove,
you can't possibly have anything against a man you don't even



was just such discord as this that had brought disaster to so many
previous expeditions. As a result, unknown to the men, all vessels
had become proving grounds for sociological experiments: Nexial-
ists, elections, split command - these and innumerable small
changes were being tried out in the hope that man's expansion into
space could somehow be made less costly.

There was a sneer on Dennison's face. He said, "Listen to the
young philosopher!" He added flatly, "Vote for Kent if you know
what's good for you!"

Grosvenor restrained his irritation. "What'll he do-i-cut off my
share of the sawdust? Maybe I'll run for the directorship myself. Get
the votes of all the men thirty-five and under. After all, we outnum-
ber the oldsters three or four to one. Democracy demands that we
have representation on a proportional basis."

Dennison seemed to have recovered himself. He said, "You're
making a grave error, Grosvenor. You'll find out."

The rest of the meal was eaten in silence.

At five minutes before 1550 hours the following evening, Grosve-
nor began to feel that his lecture notice had drawn a blank. It baf-
fled him. He could understand that Kent might conceivably forbid
his followers to attend lectures given by men who had indicated that
they would not support him. But even if the chief chemist controlled
a majority of the voters, that still left several hundred individuals
who had not been influenced. Grosvenor couldn't help remembering
what a Nexial-trained government executive had said to him on the
eve of departure.

"It won't be easy, this job you've taken aboard the Beagle. Nexi-
alism is a tremendous new approach to learning and association.
The older men will fight it instinctively. The young men, if they have
already been educated by ordinary methods, will automatically be
hostile to anything which suggests that their newly acquired tech-



corridor. There was silence as they paused opposite his open door-
way, then a voice said, "This is the place, all right."

They laughed, for no apparent reason. A moment later, two
young men entered. Grosvenor hesitated, then nodded friendly
greeting. From the first day of the voyage, he had set himself the
task of identifying the individuals aboard the ship, their voices,
their faces, their names - as much about them as he could discover.
With so many men to investigate, the job was not yet completed.
But he remembered these two. They were both from the chemistry
department.

He watched them warily as they wandered around looking at the
display of training devices. They seemed to be secretly amused.
They settled finally in two of the chairs, and one of them said with
subtly exaggerated politeness, "When does the lecture begin, Mr.
Grosvenor?"

Grosvenor looked at his watch. "In about five minutes," he said.
During that interval, eight men came in. It stimulated Grosvenor
considerably after his bad start, particularly since one of the men
was Donald McCann, head of the geology department. Even the fact
that four of his listeners were from the chemistry department did
not disturb him.

Pleased, he launched into his lecture on the conditioned reflex,
and its development since the days of Pavlov into a cornerstone of
the science of Nexialism.

Afterwards, McCann came up and talked to him. He said, "I no-
ticed that part of the technique is the so-called sleep machine,
which educates you while you sleep." He chuckled. "I remember one
of my old professors pointing out that you could learn all that is
known about science in just under a thousand years. You didn't
admit that limitation."

Grosvenor was aware of the other's gray eyes watching him with
a kindly twinkle. He smiled. "That limitation," he said, "was partly a



the machine ran steadily. Several other techniques supplemented
the process."

The geologist ignored the final sentence. "Eight solid hours!" he
said in astonishment.

"Solid," agreed Grosvenor.
The older man seemed to consider that. "Still," he said finally,

"that only reduces the figure by a factor of about three. Even with-
out conditioning, there are many people who can take five minutes
out of every quarter hour of a sleep period without waking."

Grosvenor replied slowly, studying the other's face for reaction.
"But the information has to be repeated many times." He realized
from the staggered expression on McCann's face that the point had
been made. He went on quickly. "Surely, sir, you've had the experi-
ence of seeing or hearing something - once - and never forgetting it.
And yet at other times what seems to be an equally profound im-
pression fades away to a point where you cannot recall it accurately
even when it is mentioned. There are reasons for that. The Nexial
Foundation found out what they were."

McCann said nothing. His lips were pursed. Over his shoulder,
Grosvenor noticed that the four men from the chemistry department
were gathered in a group near the corridor door. They were talking
together in low tones. He gave them only a glance, and then said to
the geologist, "There were times in the beginning when I thought the
pressure would be too much for me. You understand, I'm not talk-
ing only about the sleep machine. In actual quantity of training,
that was just about ten per cent of the total."

McCann was shaking his head. "Those figures almost overwhelm
me. I suppose you get your largest percentage figure from those
little films where each picture stays on but a fraction of a second."

Grosvenor nodded. "We used the tachistoscopic films about three
hours a day, but they constituted some forty-five per cent of the
training. The secret is speed and repetition."



another planet."
As Grosvenor walked along the corridor to his own bedroom, he

whistled under his breath. He'd won his first victory, and the feeling
was pleasant.



Grosvenor's mind leaped back to the way the chemist techni-
cians had acted at his lecture. He moved through the doorway,
tense with the possibilities and sick with the thought of what might
have been done to his own equipment. He used this outer room for
general purposes. It normally contained some machinery, but it was
primarily designed to channel the output from the other rooms for
purposes of group instruction. The remaining four rooms contained
his special equipment.

Through the open door that led into his film and sound-
recording studio, Grosvenor saw that it also had been taken over.
The shock of that held him silent. Ignoring the men, he went
through the outer room and into each of the four special sections in
turn. Three had been occupied by the invading chemists. That in-
cluded, in addition to the film studio, the laboratory and the tool-
room. The fourth section, with its technique devices, and an ad-
joining storeroom were not completely unscathed. Into them had
been shoved and piled the movable machinery and furniture from
the other rooms. A door led from the fourth section to a smaller
corridor. Grosvenor presumed grimly that it was henceforth to be
his entrance to the department.

And still he held in his anger, weighing the potentialities of the
situation. He would be expected to protest to Morton. Somehow,
Kent would try to turn that to his own advantage in the election.
Grosvenor couldn't see just how it would benefit the chemist in his
campaign. But Kent evidently thought it would.

Slowly, Grosvenor returned to the outer room - his auditorium.
He noticed for the first time that the vats were food-making ma-
chines. Clever. It would look as if the space were being put to good
use, something which, it could be argued, had not been true before.
The shrewdness of it challenged his own ingenuity.

There seemed little doubt as to why it had happened. Kent dis-
liked him. In setting himself verbally against Kent's election - a fact



felt quite cheerful as he entered the technique room. Now, at last,
he was confronted by a situation in which he could employ some of
the training methods he had available.

Because of the way his movable cabinets and other equipment
had been jumbled into a comparatively small space, it took him a
little time to find the hypnotic gas he wanted. He spent nearly half
an hour fitting a baffler to the spout, so that the compressed matter
inside wouldn't hiss as it poured out. When that was done, Grosve-
nor carried the container into the outer room. He unlocked a wall
cabinet that had a grated door, placed the container inside, and
released the gas. Quickly, he locked the door again.

A faint odor of perfume mingled with the chemical smell from the
vat.

Whistling softly, Grosvenor started across the room. He was
stopped by the straw boss, one of the men who had attended his
lecture the previous night.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?"
Grosvenor said mildly, "You'll hardly notice it in a minute. It's

part of my educational program for your staff."
"Who asked you for an educational program?"
"Why, Mr. Malden," said Grosvenor in simulated astonishment.

"What else would you be doing in my department?" He broke off
with a laugh. "I'm just kidding you. It's a deodorant. I don't want
this place smelled up."

He moved off without waiting for a reply, and then stood to one
side watching the men for reactions to the gas. There were fifteen
individuals all together. He could expect five wholly favorable reac-
tions and five partially favorable. There were ways of telling how a
person had been affected.

After several minutes of careful observation, Grosvenor walked
forward, paused beside one of the men, and said in a low but firm



walked over to the man in the same casual way, and spoke the
same words that he had to the first subject-with one difference: He
made the time fifteen minutes instead of five.

In all, six men responded to the degree Grosvenor considered es-
sential to his plan. Of the remaining nine individuals, three-
including Malden - showed a milder reaction. Grosvenor left the
latter group alone. At this stage, he needed virtual certainties.
Later, he could try a different pattern for the others.

Grosvenor was waiting when the first subject of his experiment
entered the washroom. He smiled at the man, and said, "Ever seen
one of these?" He held out the tiny ear crystal, with its flanges for
fastening it inside the ear.

The man accepted the little instrument, looked at it, then shook
his head in puzzlement. "What is it?" he asked.

Grosvenor commanded, "Turn this way, and I'll fit it into your
ear." As the other obeyed without question, Grosvenor went on
firmly. "You'll notice, I'm sure, that the part facing outside is flesh
colored. In other words, it can be seen only on close examination. If
anyone does notice it, you can say it's a hearing aid."

He completed the fitting and stepped back. "After a minute or so,
you won't even know it's there. You won't feel it."

The technician seemed interested. "I can hardly feel it now. What
does it do?"

"It's a radio," Grosvenor explained. He went on slowly, empha-
sizing each word. "But you will never consciously hear what it says.
The words come through, and go directly into your unconscious.
You can hear what other people say to you. You can carry on con-
versations. In fact, you'll just go about your normal business un-
aware that anything unusual is going on. You'll forget all about it."

"Well, imagine that!" said the technician.
He went out, shaking his head. A few minutes later, the second

man came in; and then, each in turn, the remaining four who had



Nevertheless, this was far from final victory. That was probably
not obtainable except by a somewhat more direct attack on Kent
himself.

Swiftly, Grosvenor made a tape recording for an experimental
broadcast to the ear radios. He left it running steadily while he
wandered among the men and observed how they were reacting.
Four individuals seemed to be worried about something. Grosvenor
went up to one, who was shaking his head frequently.

"What's the matter?" he asked.
The man laughed unhappily. "I keep hearing a voice. Silly."
"Loud?" It was not exactly the question a solicitous inquirer

might normally be expected to ask, but Grosvenor was intent.
"No, it's far away. It keeps going away, and then-"
"It'll fade," said Grosvenor soothingly. "You know how the mind

can be overstimulated. I'll wager it's going away right now, just from
having someone talk to you and distract your attention."

The man cocked his head to one side, as if he were listening. He
shook his head wonderingly. "it is gone." He straightened, and
sighed with relief. "Had me worried for a while there."

Of the other three men, two were reassured with comparative
ease. But the remaining individual, even with additional suggestion,
continued to hear the voice. Grosvenor finally took him aside, and,
under the pretense of examining his ear, removed the tiny radio.
The man probably needed more training.

Grosvenor talked briefly with the other subjects. Then, satisfied,
he returned to the technique room and set up a series of records to
play three minutes out of every fifteen. In the outer room again, he
glanced around and saw that all was well. He decided that he could
safely leave the men to their work. He went out into the corridor
and headed for the elevators.

A few minutes later, he entered the mathematics department and
asked to see Morton. To his surprise, he was admitted at once.



though outside the galaxy proper, spun with it through space. The
sight of them reminded Grosvenor that the Space Beagle was at the
moment passing through one of the smaller clusters.

The initial greeting being over, he asked, "Any decision yet as to
whether we're going to stop at one of the suns of this cluster?"

Morton nodded. "The decision seems to be against. I agree with
that. We're heading for another galaxy, and we'll be away from
Earth long enough as it is."

The Director leaned forward to pick up a paper from his desk,
then sank back in his chair. He said abruptly, "I hear you've been
invaded."

Grosvenor smiled wryly. He could imagine the satisfaction some
of the members of the expedition would gain from the incident. He
had made the ship's company just aware enough of his presence to
cause them to feel uneasy about what Nexialism might be able to
do. Such individuals-and many of them were not yet Kent support-
ers - would be opposed to the Director's interfering in the affair.

Knowing that, he had nevertheless come to find out if Morton
understood the necessities of the situation. Tersely, Grosvenor de-
scribed what had happened. He finished by saying, "Mr. Morton, I
want you to order Kent to cease his encroachment." He had no de-
sire for such an order to be issued, but he wanted to see if Morton
also realized the danger.

The Director shook his head, and said mildly, "After all, you do
have a large space for one man. Why not share with another de-
partment?"

The answer was too noncommittal. Grosvenor had no recourse
but to press on. He said firmly, "Am I to understand that it is possi-
ble for the head of any department aboard this ship to take over
space in another department without permission from any author-
ity?"



Grosvenor, his purpose accomplished, smiled back. "I am very
happy to have your support in this matter. I can count on you,
then, not to let Kent place the matter on the agenda?"

If Morton was surprised by the swift reversal of attitude, he gave
no sign. "The agenda," he said with satisfaction, "is one thing I do
have considerable control over. My office prepares it. I present it.
The department heads can vote to place Kent's request on the
agenda for a subsequent meeting, but not for any that is in prog-
ress."

"I gather," said Grosvenor, "that Mr. Kent has already made ap-
plication to take over four rooms of my department."

Morton nodded. He put down the paper he had been holding and
picked up a chronometer. He studied it thoughtfully. "The next
meeting takes place in two days. Thereafter, every week unless I
postpone them. I think" - he sounded as if he were musing aloud- "I
should have no difficulty canceling the one scheduled for twelve
days hence." He put down the chronometer and stood up briskly.
"That will give you twenty-two days to defend yourself."

Grosvenor climbed slowly to his feet. He decided not to comment
on the time limit. At the moment, it seemed to be far more than
adequate, but it might sound egotistical if he said so. Long before
the time was up, he would either regain control of his department,
or his defeat would be established.

Aloud, he said, "There's another point I've been wanting to bring
up. I feel I should be entitled to communicate directly with the other
department heads when I am wearing a space suit."

Morton smiled. "I am sure that is merely an oversight. The mat-
ter will be rectified."

They shook hands and separated. As he headed back to the
Nexial department, it seemed to Grosvenor that, in an extremely
indirect manner, Nexialism was gaining ground.



black eyes. "That isn't what I meant," he said slowly. "But I see that
you feel justified."

Grosvenor changed his tactics. "Are you referring to the method
of instruction I am using on these men?"

He felt no qualms of conscience. Whatever the reason this man
was here, the opportunity had to be turned to his own advantage, if
possible. His hope was to set up a conflict in the psychologist's
mind, to make him neutral in this fight between Kent and himself.

Siedel said, with a thinly sardonic edge to his words, "I am. At
the request of Mr. Kent, I have examined those members of his staff
who he thought were acting in an abnormal fashion. It is now my
duty to report my diagnosis to Mr. Kent."

"Why?" said Grosvenor. He went on earnestly. "Mr. Siedel, my
department has been invaded by a man who dislikes me because I
have openly stated that I wifi not vote for him. Since he acted in
defiance of the laws of this ship, I have every right to defend myself
as best I can. I beg you, therefore, to remain neutral in this purely
private quarrel."

Siedel was frowning. "You don't understand," he said. "I am here
as a psychologist. I regard your use of hypnosis without the permis-
sion of the subject as completely unethical. I am surprised that you
expect me to associate myself with such an act."

Grosvenor said, "I assure you that my code of ethics is just as
scrupulous as your own. While I have hypnotized these men with-
out their permission, I have carefully refrained from taking advan-
tage of it to harm or embarrass them in the slightest degree. Under
the circumstances, I cannot see that you should feel obliged to take
Kent's side."

Siedel frowned. "This is a quarrel between you and Kent - is that
right?"



"Did you enter the technique room?" Siedel nodded, but said
nothing.

"You saw the records?" Grosvenor persisted.
"Yes."
"You noticed what they dealt with?"
"Information on chemistry."
"That's all I'm giving them," said Grosvenor. "That's all I intend to

give them. I regard my department as an educational center. People
who force themselves in here receive an education whether they like
it or not."

"I confess," said Siedel, "I don't see how that will help you get rid
of them. However, I shall be happy to tell Mr. Kent what you are
doing. He shouldn't have any objection to his men learning more
chemistry."

Grosvenor did not answer. He had his own opinion as to how
much Kent would like having a group of his underlings know, as
they shortly would, as much as he did about his own specialty.

He watched gloomily as Siedel disappeared into the corridor. The
man would undoubtedly give Kent a full report, which meant a new
plan would have to be worked out. Standing there, Grosvenor de-
cided that it was too soon for drastic defense measures. It was hard
to be certain that any sustained, positive action would not produce
on board the ship the very situation he was supposed to prevent.
Despite his own reservations about cyclic history, it was well to re-
member that civilizations did seem to be born, grow older, and die
of old age. Before he did anything more, he'd better have a talk with
Korita and find out what pitfalls he might inadvertently be heading
towards.

He located the Japanese scientist at Library B, which was on the
far side of the ship, on the same floor as the Nexial department.
Korita was leaving as he came up, and Grosvenor fell in step beside
him. Without preamble, he outlined his problem.



while, then said, "The outstanding common denominator of the
'winter' periods of civilizations is the growing comprehension on the
part of millions of individuals of how things work People become
impatient with superstitious or supernatural explanations of what
goes on in their minds and bodies, and in the world around them.
With the gradual accumulation of knowledge, even the simplest
minds for the first time 'see through' and consciously reject the
claims of a minority to hereditary superiority. And the grim battle
for equality is on."

Korita paused for a moment, then continued. "It is his wide-
spread struggle for personal aggrandizement that constitutes the
most significant parallel between all the 'winter' periods in the civili-
zations of recorded history. For better or worse, the fight usually
takes place within the framework of a legal system that tends to
protect the entrenched minority. The late-corner to the field, not
understanding his motivations, plunges blindly into the battle for
power. The result is a veritable melee of undisciplined intelligence.
In their resentment and lust, men follow leaders as confused as
themselves. Repeatedly, the resulting disorder has led by well-
defined steps to the final static fellahin state.

"Sooner or later, one group gains the ascendancy. Once in office,
the leaders restore 'order' in so savage a bloodletting that the mil-
lions are cowed. Swiftly, the power group begins to restrict activi-
ties. The licensing systems and other regulative measures necessary
to any organized society become tools of suppression and monopoly.
It becomes difficult, then impossible, for the individual to engage in
new enterprise. And so we progress by swift stages to the familiar
caste system of ancient India, and to other, less well-known but
equally inflexible societies, such as that of Rome after about A.D.
300. The individual is born into his station in life and cannot rise
above it.

There, does that brief summary help you?"





the five thousand-odd suns of the system were still visible. He
parted his lips to say, "I'd like to talk with you again, Mr. Korita,
when you have time."

He didn't say it. A slightly blurred double image of a woman
wearing a feathered hat was taking form in the glass directly in
front of him. The image flickered and shimmered. Grosvenor felt an
unnormal tensing of the muscles of his eyes. For a moment, his
mind went blank. That was followed rapidly by sounds, flashes of
light, a sharp sensation of pain. Hypnotic hallucinations! The
awareness was like an electric shock.

The recognition saved him. His own conditioning enabled him in-
stantly to reject the mechanical suggestion of the light pattern. He
whirled and shouted into the nearest communicator, "Don't look at
the images! They're hypnotic. We're being attacked!"

As he turned away, he stumbled over Korita's unconscious body.
He stopped and knelt.

"Korita!" he said in a piercing tone, "you can hear me?"
"Yes."
"Only my instructions influence you. Understand?"
"Yes."
"You're beginning to relax, to forget. Your mind is calm. The ef-

fect of the images is fading. Now it's gone. Gone completely. Do you
understand? Gone completely."

"I understand."
"They cannot affect you again. In fact, every time you see an im-

age, you're reminded of some pleasant scene from home. Is that
clear?"

"Very."
"Now you're beginning to wake up. I'm going to count to three.

When I say 'three,' you're wide awake. One . . . two . . . three- wake
up!"



"Then listen. The light images have no further effect 'On you.
Now get up. You're wide awake."

The man climbed to his feet and lunged at him, swinging wildly.
Grosvenor ducked, and his assailant staggered past him blindly.

Grosvenor ordered him to halt, but he kept on going without a
backward glance. Grosvenor grabbed Korita's arm. "I seem to have
got to him too late."

Korita shook his head dazedly. His eyes turned toward the wall,
and it was clear from his next words that Grosvenor's suggestion
had not taken full effect, or else was already being undermined.
"But what are they?" he asked.

"Don't look at them!"
It was incredibly hard not to. Grosvenor had to keep blinking to

break the pattern of light flashes that came at his eyes from other
images on the walls. At first it seemed to him that the images were
everywhere. Then he noticed that the womanish shapes-some oddly
double, some single-occupied transparent or translucent wall sec-
tions. There were hundreds of such reflecting wall areas, but at
least it was a limitation.

They saw more men. The victims lay at uneven intervals along
the corridors. Twice they came upon conscious men. One stood in
their path with unseeing eyes, and did not move or turn as Grosve-
nor and Korita hurried by. The other man let out a yell, grabbed his
vibrator, and fired it. The tracer beam flashed on the wall beside
Grosvenor. And then he had tackled the other and knocked him
down. The man - a Kent supporter-glared at him malignantly. "You
damned spy!" he said harshly. "We'll get you yet."

Grosvenor didn't pause to discover the reason for the man's as-
tounding behavior. But he grew tense as he guided Korita to the
door of the Nexial department. If one chemist could so quickly be
stimulated to open hatred of him, then what about the fifteen who
had taken over his rooms?



minds, nullifying any words he might use. The possibility was that
they might awaken spontaneously after a while and turn on him.

With Korita's help, he dragged them into the washroom, and
then locked the door. One fact was already evident. This was me-
chanical-visual hypnosis of such power that he had saved himself
only by prompt action. But what had happened was not limited to
vision. The image had tried to control him by stimulating his brain
through his eyes. He was up to date on most of the work that men
had done in that field. And so he knew-though the attackers appar-
ently did not-that control by an alien of a human nervous system
was not possible except with an encephalo-adjuster or its equiva-
lent.

He could only guess, from what had almost happened to him,
that the other men had been precipitated into deep trance sleeps, or
else they were confused by hallucinations and were not responsible
for their actions.

His job was to get to the control room and turn on the ship's en-
ergy screen. No matter where the attack was coming from-whether
from another ship or actually from a planet - that should effectively
cut off any carrier beams the enemy might be sending.

With frantic fingers, Grosvenor worked to set up a mobile unit of
lights. He needed something that would interfere with the images on
his way to the control room. He was making the final connection
when he felt an unmistakable sensation - a slight giddy feeling-that
passed almost instantly. It was a feeling that usually occurred dur-
ing a considerable change of course, a result of readjustment of the
anti-accelerators.

Had the course actually been changed? It was something he'd
have to check - later.

He said to Korita, "I intend to make an experiment. Please re-
main here."



not affected by Grosvenor's arrangement of lights. Whatever world
of hallucination they were in, it had taken profoundly.

Grosvenor whirled his machine into the nearest elevator and
started down. He was beginning to let himself hope that he might
find the control room deserted.

The hope died as he came to the main corridor. It swanned with
men. Barricades had been flung up, and there was an unmistakable
odor of ozone. Vibrators fumed and fussed. Grosvenor peered cau-
tiously out of the elevator, trying to size up the situation. It was
visibly bad. The two approaches to the control room were blocked
by scores of overturned loading mules. Behind them crouched men
in military uniform. Grosvenor caught a glimpse of Captain Leeth
among the defenders and, on the far side, he saw Director Morton
behind the barricade of one of the attacking groups.

That clarified the picture. Suppressed hostility had been stimu-
lated by the images. The scientists were fighting the military, whom
they had always unconsciously hated. The military, in turn, was
suddenly freed to vent its contempt and fury upon the despised
scientists.

It was, Grosvenor knew, not a true picture of their feeling for
each other. The human mind normally balanced innumerable op-
posing impulses so that the average individual might live his life
span without letting one feeling gain important ascendance over the
others. That intricate balance had now been upset. The result
threatened disaster to an entire expedition of human beings, and
promised victory to an enemy whose purpose could only be conjec-
tured.

Whatever the reason, the way to the control room was blocked.
Reluctantly, Grosvenor retreated again to his own department.

Korita met him at the door. "Look!" he said. He motioned to a
wall-communicator plate, which was tuned to the finely balanced
steering devices in the fore part of the Space Beagle. The sending



light-year every five hours. Since it was still accelerating, that would
increase on a calculable curve. He estimated roughly that the vessel
would reach the vicinity of the sun in approximately eleven hours.

With a jerky movement, Grosvenor shut off the communicator.
He stood there, shocked but not incredulous. Destruction could be
the purpose of the deluded person who had altered the ship's
course. If so, there were just ten hours in which to prevent catas-
trophe.

Even at that moment, when he had no clear plan, it seemed to
Grosvenor that only an attack on the enemy, using hypnotic tech-
niques, would effectively do the job. Meanwhile. .

He stood up decisively. It was time for a second attempt to get
into the control room.

He needed something that would directly stimulate brain cells.
There were several devices that could do that. Most of them were
usable for medical purposes only. The exception was the encephalo-
adjuster, an instrument that could be used to transmit impulses
from one mind to another.

Even with Korita's help, it took Grosvenor several minutes to set
up one of his adjusters. Testing it consumed still more time; and,
because it was such a delicate machine, he had to fasten it to his
loading vehicle with a cushion of springs around it. All together, the
preparation required thirty-seven minutes.

He had a brief, though rather sharp, argument then with the ar-
chaeologist, who wanted to accompany him. In the end, however,
Korita agreed to remain behind and guard their base of operations.

Carrying the encephalo-adjuster made it necessary for him to
keep down the speed of his vehicle as he headed for the control
room. The enforced slowdown irked him, but it also gave him an
opportunity to observe the changes that had taken place since the
first moment of attack.



For the mind could be tangled without the individual's knowing it. It
could be tangled by bad environmental association, or by the attack
that was now being made against a shipload of men. In either case,
each person carried on as if his new beliefs were as soundly based
as his old ones.

Grosvenor opened the elevator door on the control-room level,
and then drew back hastily. A heat projector was pouring flame
along the corridor. The metal walls burned with a harsh, sizzling
sound. Within his narrow field of vision, three men lay dead. As he
waited, there was a thunderous explosion. Instantly, the flames
stopped. A blue smoke hazed the air, and there was a sense of suf-
focating heat. Within seconds, both the haze and the heat were
gone. It was obvious that at least the ventilating system was still
working.

He peered out cautiously. At first sight, the corridor seemed de-
serted. Then he saw Morton, half hidden in a protective alcove less
than a score of feet away. At almost the same moment, the Director
saw him and beckoned him over. Grosvenor hesitated, then realized
he had to take the risk. He pushed his vehicle through the elevator
doorway and darted across the intervening space. The Director
greeted him eagerly as he came up.

"You're just the man I want to see," he said. "We've got to get
control of the ship away from Captain Leeth before Kent and his
group organize their attack."

Morton's gaze was calm and intelligent. He had the look of a man
fighting for the right. Nor did it seem to occur to him that an expla-
nation for his statement was required. The Director went on. "We'll
need your help particularly against Kent. They're bringing up some
chemical stuff I've never seen before. So far, our fans have blown it
right back at them, but they're setting up fans of their own. Our big
problem is, will we have time to defeat Leeth before Kent can bring
his forces to bear?"



strument, though without the initial advantage of surprise. He said
in a voice that was taut in spite of himself, "That's it. It's this ma-
chine I want to use."

Morton hesitated, then said, "I gather from the thoughts coming
into my mind that you're broadcasting-" He stopped. Interest quick-
ened his face. "Say," he said presently, "that's good. If you can put
over the notion that we're being attacked by aliens-"

He broke off. His lips pursed. His eyes narrowed with calculation.
He said, "Captain Leeth has twice tried to make a deal with me. Now
we'll pretend to agree, and you go over with your machine. We'll
attack the moment you signal us." He explained with dignity. "You
understand, I would not consider dealing with either Kent or Cap-
tain Leeth except as a means to victory. You appreciate that, I
hope?"

Grosvenor found Captain Leeth in the control room. The com-
mander greeted him with stiff-backed friendliness. "This fight
among the scientists," he said earnestly, "has placed the military in
an awkward position. We've got to defend the control room and the
engine room and so perform our minimum duty to the expedition as
a whole." He shook his head gravely. "It's out of the question, of
course, that either of them be allowed to win. In the final issue, we
of the military are prepared to sacrifice ourselves to prevent the
victory of either group."

The explanation startled Grosvenor out of his own purpose. He
had. been wondering if Captain Leeth was responsible for aiming
the ship directly at a sun. Here was at least partial confirmation.
The commander's motivation seemed to be that victory for any
group but the military was unthinkable. With that beginning, it was
probably only a tiny step to the concept that the whole expedition
must be sacrificed.

Casually, Grosvenor pointed the directional sender of the ad-
juster at Captain Leeth.



of that first device. It manufactured artificial brain waves of any
desired pattern. Using it, a skillful operator could stimulate any
part of the brain, and so cause thoughts, emotions, and dreams,
and bring up memories from the individual's past. It was not in it-
self a controlling instrument. The subject maintained his own ego.
However, it could transmit the mind impulses of one person to a
second person. Since the impulses varied according to the sender's
thoughts, the recipient was stimulated in a highly flexible fashion.

Unaware of the presence of the adjuster, Captain Leeth did not
realize that his thoughts were no longer quite his own. He said, "The
attack being made on the ship by the images makes the quarrel of
the scientists traitorous and unforgivable." He paused, then said
thoughtfully, "Here's my plan."

The plan involved heat projectors, muscle-straining acceleration,
and partial extermination of both groups of scientists. Captain
Leeth failed even to mention the aliens, nor did it seem to occur to
him that he was describing his intentions to an emissary of what he
regarded as the enemy. He finished by saying, "Where your services
will be important, Mr. Grosvenor, is in the science department. As a
Nexialist, with a co-ordinative knowledge of many sciences, you can
play a decisive role against the other scientists . .

Weary and disheartened, Grosvenor gave up. The chaos was too
great for one man to overcome. Everywhere he looked were armed
men. Altogether, he had seen a score or more dead bodies. And at
any moment the uneasy truce between Captain Leeth and Director
Morton would end in a burst of projector fire. Even now he could
hear the roaring of the fans where Morton was holding off Kent's
attack.

He sighed as he turned back to the captain. "I'll need some
equipment from my own department," he said. "Can you pass me
through to the rear elevators? I can be back here in five minutes."





about the enemy.
It was not sufficient that he had a theory about how they were

operating. The great mystery was an enemy who had curiously
womanlike bodies and faces, some partly doubled, some single. He
needed a reasonable philosophic basis for action. He needed that
balance for his plan which only knowledge could give him.

He turned to Korita, and asked, "In terms of cyclic history, what
stage of culture could these beings be in?"

The archeologist sat down in a chair, pursed his lips, and said,
"Tell me your plan."

The Japanese grew pale as Grosvenor described it. He said fi-
nally, almost irrelevantly, "How is it you were able to save me, and
not the others?"

"I got to you right away. The human nervous system learns by
repetition. For you, their light pattern hadn't repeated as often as
for the others."

"Is there any way we could have avoided this disaster?" he asked
grimly.

Grosvenor smiled a wan smile. "Nexial training could have done
it, since that includes hypnotic conditioning. There's only one sure
protection against hypnosis, and that is to be trained in it in exactly
the right way."

He broke off. "Mr. Korita, please answer my question. Cyclic
history?"

A thin, wet line of moisture formed on the archeologist's brow.
"My friend," he said, "surely you can't expect a generalization at this
stage. What do we know about these beings?"

Grosvenor groaned inwardly. He recognized the need for discus-
sion, but vital time was passing. He said indecisively, "Beings who
can use hypnosis over a distance, as these can, would probably be
able to stimulate each other's minds, and so would have naturally



Such beings would flash through the early periods of their culture,
and arrive at the fellah period in the swiftest possible time."

Alertly, while Grosvenor sat frowning, he described how various
civilizations of Earth and galactic history had exhausted them-
selves, and then stagnated into fellahdom. Fellah people resented
newness and change. They were not particularly cruel as a group,
but because of their poverty they all too frequently developed an
indifference toward the suffering of individuals.

When Korita had finished, Grosvenor said, "Perhaps their re-
sentment of change is responsible for the attack on the ship?"

The archeologist was cautious. "Perhaps."
There was silence. It seemed to Grosvenor that he had to act as if

Korita's total analysis was correct. He had no other hypothesis.
With such a theory as a starting point, he could try to obtain verifi-
cation from one of the images.

A glance at the chronometer tensed him. He had less than seven
hours to save the ship.

Hastily, he focused a beam of light through the encephalo-
adjuster. With quick movements, he set a screen in front of the
light, so that a small area of glass was thrown into shadow except
for the intermittent light that played on it from the adjuster.

Instantly, an image appeared. It was one of the partially doubled
ones, and because of the encephalo-adjuster, he was able to study
it in safety. That first clear look astounded him. It was only vaguely
humanoid. And yet it was understandable how his mind had leaped
to the woman identification earlier. Its overlapping double face was
crowned with a neat bun of golden feathers. But its head, though
now unmistakably birdlike, did have a human appearance. There
were no feathers on its face, which was covered with a lacework of
what seemed to be veins. The human appearance resulted from the
way those markings had formed into groups, to give the effect of
cheeks and nose.



The image in the wall before him showed vestigial wings. Tufts of
feathers were visible at the "wrists." It wore a bright-blue tunic over
an astonishingly straight and superficially humanlike body. If there
were other vestiges of a feathery past, they were hidden by the
clothing. What was clear was that this bird didn't, and couldn't, fly
under its own power.

Korita spoke first, in a helpless tone. "How are you going to let it
know you're willing to be hypnotized in exchange for information?"

Grosvenor did not answer in words. He stood up and tentatively
drew a picture of the image and of himself on a blackboard. Forty-
seven minutes and scores of drawings later, the bird image sud-
denly faded from the wall, and a city scene appeared in its place.

It was not a large community, and his first view of it was from a
high vantage point. He had an impression of very tall, very narrow
buildings, clustered so close together that all the lower reaches
must be lost in gloom for most of each day. Grosvenor wondered, in
passing, if that might possibly reflect nocturnal habits in some pri-
meval past. His mind leaped on. He ignored individual buildings in
his desire to obtain a whole picture. Above everything else, he
wanted to find out the extent of their machine culture, how they
communicated, and if this was the city from which the attadk on
the ship was being launched.

He could see no machines, no aircraft, no cars. Nor was there
anything corresponding to the interstellar-communication equip-
ment used by human beings, which, on Earth, required stations
spaced over many square miles of land. It seemed likely, therefore,
that the origin of the attack was nothing like that.

Even as he made his negative discovery, the view changed. He
was no longer on a hill but in a building near the center of the city.
Whatever was taking that perfect color picture moved forward, and
he looked down over the edge. His primary concern was with the
whole scene. Yet he found himself wondering how they were show-



Directly below Grosvenor, two individuals strode towards each
other along the same narrow walk. They seemed unconcerned by
the fact that it was a hundred feet or more to the ground. They
passed casually, easily. Each swung his outside leg wide around the
other, caught the walk, bent his inside leg wide out, and then they
were by, without having broken pace. There were other people on
other levels going through the same intricate maneuvers in the
same nonchalant manner. Watching them, Grosvenor guessed that
their bones were thin and hollow, and that they were lightly built.

The scene changed again, and then again. It moved from one
section of the street to another. He saw, it seemed to him, every
possible variation of the reproductive condition. Some were so far
advanced that the legs and arms and most of the body were free.
Others were as he had already seen them. In every instance, the
parent seemed unaffected by the weight of the new body.

Grosvenor was trying to get a glimpse inside one of the dim inte-
nors of a building when the picture began to fade from the wall. In a
moment, the city had disappeared completely. In its place grew the
double image. The image fingers pointed at the encephalo-adjuster.
Its motion was unmistakable. It had fulfilled its part of the bargain.
It was time for him to fulfill his.

It was naïve of it to expect that he would do so. The trouble was,
he had to. He had no alternative but to carry out his obligation.



hear the message. But it would be there. Its patterns would impress
ever more firmly on his mind. Still listening, he examined the ad-
juster for the last time. It was all as he wanted it.

To Korita, he explained, "I'm setting the automatic cutoff for five
hours. If you pull this switch"-he indicated a red lever-"you can
break me free before then. But only do so in an emergency."

"How do you define emergency?"
"If we're attacked here." Grosvenor hesitated. He would have

liked a series of breaks. But what he was about to do was not
merely a scientific experiment. It was a life-and-death gamble.
Ready for action, he put his hand on the control dial. And there he
paused.

For this was the moment. Within a few seconds, the group mind
of countless individual bird folk would be in possession of parts of
his nervous system. They would undoubtedly try to control him as
they were controlling the other men on the ship.

He was fairly positive that he would be up against a group of
minds working together. He had seen no machines, not even a
wheeled vehicle, that most primitive of mechanical devices. For a
short time, he had taken it for granted that they were using televi-
sion-type cameras. Now he guessed that he had seen the city
through the eyes of individuals. With these beings, telepathy was a
sensory process as sharp as vision itself. The enmassed mind power
of millions of bird people could hurdle light-years of distance. They
didn't need machines.

He couldn't hope to foresee the result of his attempt to become a
part of their collective mind.

Still listening to the recorder, Grosvenor manipulated the dial of
the encephalo-adjuster and slightly modified the rhythm of his own
thoughts. It had to be slight. Even if he had wanted to, he could not
offer the aliens complete attunement. In those rhythmic pulsations
lay every variation of sanity, unsanity, and insanity. He had to re-



It was hard for him to concentrate on the image, but he per-
sisted. The encephalo-adjuster began to interfere markedly with his
vision. And still he stared steadily at the image.

"I am calm and relaxed. My thoughts are clear. .
One instant the words were loud in his ears. The next, they were

gone. And in their stead was a roaring sound as of distant thunder.
The noise faded slowly. It became a steady throbbing like the

murmur in a large sea shell. Grosvenor was aware of a faint light. It
was far away and had the hazy dimness of a lamp seen through
thick fog.

"I'm still in control," he assured himself. "I'm getting sense im-
pressions through its nervous system. It's getting impressions
through mine."

He could wait. He could sit here and wait until the darkness
cleared, until his brain started to make some kind of interpretation
of the sense phenomena that were being telegraphed from that
other nervous system. He could sit here and- He stopped. Sit! he
thought. Was that what it was doing? He poised intent and alert. He
heard a distant voice say, "Whether what I actually see and hear
makes sense or nonsense, I remain calm. . ."

His nose began to itch. He thought, They don't have noses; at
least I didn't see any. Therefore, it's either my own nose, or a ran-
dom stimulation. He started to reach up to scratch it, and felt a
sharp pain in his stomach. He would have doubled up with the hurt
of it if he had been able. He couldn't. He couldn't scratch his nose.
He couldn't put his hands on his abdomen.

He realized then that the itch and the pain stimuli did not derive
from his own body. Nor did they necessarily have any corresponding
meaning in the other's nervous system. Two highly developed life
forms were sending signals to each other-he hoped that he was
sending signals to it also-which neither could interpret. His advan-
tage was that he had expected it. The alien, if it was fellah, and if



into nothingness. These were all illusions. No such things were
happening anywhere, not in his body, not in that of the bird being.
His brain was receiving a pattern of impulses through his eyes, and
was misinterpreting them. In such a relationship, pleasure could
become pain, any stimulus could produce any feeling. He hadn't
counted on the misinterpretations being so violent.

He forgot that as his lips were caressed by something soft and
squishy. A voice said, "I am loved-" Grosvenor rejected the meaning.
No, not "loved." It was, he believed, his own brain again trying to
interpret sense phenomena from a nervous system that was experi-
encing a reaction different from any comparable human emotion.
Consciously, he substituted the words, "I am stimulated by-" and
then let the feeling run its course. In the end, he still didn't know
what it was that he had felt. The stimulation was not unpleasant.
His taste buds were titillated by a sense of sweetness. His eyes wa-
tered, a relaxing process. A picture of a flower came into his mind.
It was a lovely, red, Earth carnation and thus could have no con-
nection with the flora of the Rum world.

Rum! he thought. His mind poised in tense fascination. Had that
come to him across the gulf of space? In some irrational way, the
name seemed to fit. Yet no matter what came through, a doubt
would remain in his mind. He could not be sure.

The final series of sensations had all been pleasant. Neverthe-
less, he waited anxiously for the next manifestation. The light re-
mained dim and hazy. Then once more his eyes seemed to water.
His feet suddenly itched intensely. The sensation passed, leaving
him unaccountably hot and weighted by a suffocating lack of air.

"False!" he told himself. "Nothing like this is happening."
The stimulations ceased. Again there was only the steady throb-

bing sound, and the all-pervasive blur of light. It began to worry
him. It was possible that his method was right and that, given time,
he would eventually be able to exercise some control over a mem-



cation of stimulation areas differed slightly for each individual, but
the general structure, among humans, was always the same.

The normal human eye was a fairly objective mechanism. The
lens focused a real image on the retina. To judge by the pictures of
their city, as transmitted by the Rim folk, they, also, possessed ob-
jectively accurate eyes. If he could co-ordinate his visual centers
with their eyes, he would receive dependable pictures.

More minutes went by. He thought, in sudden despair, Is it pos-
sible that I'm going to sit here the full five hours without even
making a useful contact? For the first time, he questioned his good
sense in committing himself so completely to this situation. When
he tried to move his hand over to the control lever of the encephalo-
adjuster, nothing seemed to happen. A number of vagrant sensa-
tions came, among them the unmistakable odor of burning rubber.

For the third time, his eyes watered. And then, sharp and clear,
a picture came. It flashed off as swiftly as it had flashed on. But to
Grosvenor, who had been trained by advanced tachistoscopic tech-
niques, the afterimage remained as vivid in his mind as if he had
had a leisurely look.

It seemed as if he were in one of the tall, narrow buildings. The
interior was dimly lighted by the reflections from the sunlight that
came through the open doors. There were no windows. Instead of
floors, the residence was fitted with catwalks. A few bird people
were sitting on these walks. The walls were lined with doors, indi-
cating the existence of cabinets and storage areas.

The visualization both excited and disturbed him. Suppose he
did establish a relationship with this creature whereby he was af-
fected by its nervous system, and it by his. Suppose he reached the
point where he could hear with its ears, see with its eyes, and feel to
some degree what it felt. These were sensory impressions only.

Could he hope to bridge the gap and induce motor responses in
the creature's muscles? Would he be able to force it to walk, turn its



But that did not apply to the sounds that came through another
hole on a side wall, or the sensations that came to him through still
other holes in the ceiling and floor.

Human beings could hear frequencies up to twenty thousand vi-
brations a second. That was where some races started to hear. Un-
der hypnosis, men could be conditioned to laugh uproariously when
they were being tortured, and shriek with pain when tickled.
Stimulation that meant pain to one life form could mean nothing at
all to another.

Mentally, Grosvenor let the tensions seep out of him. There was
nothing for him to do but to relax and wait.

He waited.
It occurred to him presently that there might be a connection

between his own thoughts and the sensations he received, That
picture of the inside of the building-what had he thought just before
it came? Principally, he recalled, he had visualized the structure of
the eye.

The connection was so obvious that his mind trembled with ex-
citement. There was another thing, also. Until now, he had concen-
trated on the notion of seeing and feeling with the nervous system
of the individual. Yet the realization of his hopes depended on his
establishing contact with, and control of, the group of minds that
had attacked the ship.

He saw his problem, suddenly, as one that would require control
of his own brain. Certain areas would have to be virtually blacked
out, kept at minimum-performance levels. Others must be made
extremely sensitive, so that all incoming sensations found it easier
to seek expression through them. As a highly trained autohypnotic
subject, he could accomplish both objectives by suggestion.

Vision came first, of course. Then muscular control of the indi-
vidual through whom the group was working against him.



the raising of one finger. He thought now in terms of a whole limb.
Nothing happened. Shocked but determined, Grosvenor tried sym-
bol hypnosis, using a single cue word to cover the entire complex
process.

Slowly, one of the attenuated arms came up. Another cue, and
his control stood up cautiously. Then he made it turn its head. The
act of looking reminded the bird being that that drawer and that
cabinet and that closet were "mine." The memory barely touched the
conscious level. The creature knew its own possessions and ac-
cepted the fact without concern.

Grosvenor had a hard time fighting down his excitement. With
tense patience, he had the bird being get up from a sitting position,
raise its arms, lower them, and walk back and forth along the roost,
Finally, he made it sit down again.

He must have been keyed up, his brain responsive to the slight-
est suggestion, because he had barely started to concentrate again
when his whole being was flooded by a message that seemed to af-
fect every level of his thought and feeling. More or less automati-
cally, Grosvenor translated the anguished thoughts into familiar
verbalisms.

"The cells are calling, calling. The cells are afraid. Oh, the cells
know pain! There is darkness in the Rum world. Withdraw from the
being - far from Rum... Shadows, darkness, turmoil... The cells
must reject him ... But they cannot. They were right to try to be
friendly to the being who came out of the great dark, since they did
not know he was an enemy ... The night deepens. All cells withdraw
... But they cannot..

Grosvenor thought blankly, Friendly!
It fitted, also. He could see how, in a nightmarish fashion, eve-

rything that had happened so far could be explained as easily one
way as the other. Dismayed, he realized the seriousness of the
situation. If the catastrophe that had already occurred aboard the





might. He moved the smaller, duplicate fingers. He arched the frag-
ile shoulders. Then he oriented himself again to the parent Rum.
The experiment was so completely satisfactory that he felt ready for
the bigger jump that would take him into association with the nerv-
ous system of a more distant alien.

And that, also, proved to be a matter of stimulating the proper
brain centers. Grosvenor came to awareness standing in a wilder-
ness of brush and hill. Directly in front of him was a narrow stream.
Beyond it, an orange sun rode low in a dark purple sky that was
spotted with fleecy clouds. Grosvenor made his new control turn
completely around. He saw that a small roost building nestled
among the trees farther along the stream. It was the only habitation
in sight. He walked over to it and looked inside. In the dim interior
he made out several roosts, one with two birds sitting on it. Both
sat with eyes closed.

It was quite possible, he decided, that they were participating in
the group assault on the Space Beagle.

From there, by a variation of the stimulus, he transferred his
control to an individual on a part of the planet where it was night.
The transition this time was even faster. He was in a lightless city,
with ghostly buildings and catwalks. Swiftly, Grosvenor moved on to
association with other nervous systems. He had no clear idea why
the rapport was established with one Rum, and not with another
who fitted the same general requirement. It could be that the
stimulation affected some individuals slightly faster than it affected
others. It was even possible that they were descendants or body
relatives of his original parent control. When he had been associ-
ated with more than two dozen Rim all over the planet, it seemed to
Grosvenor that he had a good over-all impression.

It was a world of brick and stone and wood, and of a neurological
community relationship that would probably never be surpassed.
And so a race had by-passed the entire machine age of man, with



powerfully that they would have to withdraw from the Space Beagle
and have no choice but to stay away from it.

He had proved that he could receive their thoughts and that they
could receive his. His association with one nervous system after
another would not have been possible unless that were so. And so
now he was ready. He projected his thoughts into the darkness.
"You live in a universe; and within you, you form pictures of the
universe as it seems to you. And of that universe you know nothing
and can know nothing except for the pictures. But the pictures
within you of the universe are not the universe. .

How could you influence another's mind? By changing his as-
sumptions. How could you alter another's actions? By changing his
basic beliefs, his emotional certainties.

Carefully, Grosvenor went on, "And the pictures within you do
not show all about the universe, for there are many things which
you cannot know directly, not having senses to know. Within the
universe there is an order. And if the order of the pictures within
you is not as the order of the universe, then you are deceived..

In the history of life, few thinking beings had done anything il-
logical-within their frame of reference. If the frame was falsely
based, if the assumptions were untrue to reality, then the individ-
ual's automatic logic could lead him to disastrous conclusions.

The assumptions had to be changed. Grosvenor changed them,
deliberately, coolly, honestly. His own basic hypothesis behind what
he was doing was that the Rum had no defense. These were the first
new ideas they had had in countless generations. He did not doubt
that the impact would be colossal. This was a fellah civilization,
rooted in certainties that had never before been challenged. There
was ample historical evidence that a tiny intruder could influence
decisively the future of entire fellahin races.

Huge old India had crumbled before a few thousand Englishmen.
Similarly, all the fellah peoples of ancient Earth were taken over



draw it.... Your friendly action caused the ship great harm. We are
friendly to you also, but your method of expressing friendship hurt
us."

He had only a vague notion as to how long he actually poured his
commands into that tremendous neural circuit. He guessed about
two hours. Whatever the time involved, it ended as the relay switch
on the encephalo-adjuster automatically broke the connection be-
tween himself and the image in the wall of his department.

Abruptly, he was aware of the familiar surroundings. He glanced
at where the image had been. It was gone. He sent a quick look to-
ward Korita. The archeologist was crumpled in his chair fast asleep.

Grosvenor sat up jerkily, remembering the instruction he had
given - to relax and sleep. This was the result. All over the ship,
men would be sleeping.

Pausing only to awaken Korita, Grosvenor headed out into the
corridor. As he raced along, he saw that unconscious men lay eve-
rywhere but that the walls were bright and clear. Not once on his
journey to the control room did he see an image.

Inside the control room, he stepped gingerly over the sleeping
form of Captain Leeth, who lay on the floor near the control panel.
With a sigh of relief, he threw the switch that energized the outer
screen of the ship.

Seconds later, Elliott Grosvenor was in the control chair, altering
the course of the Space Beagle.

Before leaving the control room, he put a time lock on the steer-
ing gear and set it for ten hours. Thus protected against the possi-
bility that one of the men might wake up in a suicidal mood, he
hurried out to the corridor and began to give medical aid to injured
men.

His patients were, without exception, unconscious, and so he
had to guess at their condition. He played safe. Where labored res-



technician glanced in puzzlement from Korita to Grosvenor; finally
he said, "May I help?"

Soon a dozen men were helping, with a strained concentration
and an occasional word that showed awareness of the temporary
insanity that had caused such a nightmare of death and destruc-
tion.

Grosvenor was not aware that Captain Leeth and Director Mor-
ton had arrived until he saw them talking to Korita. Presently, Ko-
rita walked off, and the two leaders came over to Grosvenor and
invited him to a meeting in the control room. Silently, Morton
clapped him on the back. Grosvenor had been wondering if they
would remember. Spontaneous amnesia was a common hypnotic
phenomenon.

Without their own recollections, it would be extremely hard to
explain convincingly what had happened.

He was relieved when Captain Leeth said, "Mr. Grosvenor, in
looking back over the disaster, Mr. Morton and I were both struck
by the attempt you made to make us aware that we were the victims
of an outside attack. Mr. Korita has now told us what he saw of
your actions. I want you to tell the departmental executives in the
control room exactly what took place."

It required over an hour to give an orderly account. When Gros-
venor had finished, a man said, "Am I to understand that this was
actually an attempt at friendly communications?"

Grosvenor nodded. "I'm afraid it was."
"You mean we can't go over there and bomb hell out of them?" he

said harshly.
"It would serve no useful purpose." Grosvenor spoke steadily.

"We could drop in on them and make a more direct contact."
Captain Leeth said quickly, "It would take too long. We've got

distance to cover." He added in a sour voice, "It seems to be a par-
ticularly drab civilization."



Grosvenor was cool. "It is unwise for birds - or men - to live too
specialized an existence. I broke down their resistance to new ideas,
something which I have not yet been able to do aboard this ship."

Several men laughed wryly, and the meeting began to break up.
Afterwards, Grosvenor saw Morton speak to Yemens, the only man
present from the chemistry department. The chemist - second only
to Kent now - frowned, and shook his head several times. Finally,
he spoke at some length, and he and Morton shook hands.

Morton came over to Grosvenor, and said in a low tone, "The
chemistry department will move its equipment out of your rooms
within twenty-four hours, on condition that no further reference is
made to the incident. Mr. Yemens-"

Grosvenor said quickly, "What does Kent think of this?"
Morton hesitated. "He got a whiff of gas," he said finally, "and will

be on his back in bed for several months."
"But," said Grosvenor, "that will take us past the date of the

election."
Once more Morton hesitated, then said, "Yes, it will. It means I

win the election without opposition, since no one but Kent filed
against me."

Grosvenor was silent, thinking of the potentialities. It was good
to know that Morton would continue in office. But what about all
the discontented men who had supported Kent?

Before he could speak, Morton went on. "I want to ask this as a
personal favor, Mr. Grosvenor. I persuaded Mr. Yemens that it
would be unwise to continue Kent's attack on you. For the sake of
peace, I'd like you to keep silent. Make no attempt to exploit your
victory. Admit freely that it was a result of the accident, if you are
asked, but do not bring up the matter yourself. Will you promise
me?"

Grosvenor promised, then said hesitantly, "I wonder if I could
make a suggestion."



whom I would rather see director, but for the sake of peace, I'll fol-
low your suggestion."

They parted, Grosvenor with feelings more mixed than he had
indicated. It was an unsatisfactory conclusion to Kent's attack.
Grosvenor had the feeling that, in getting the chemistry department
out of his rooms, he had won a skirmish and not a battle. Never-
theless, from his own point of view, it was the best solution to what
might have been a bitterly fought engagement.



He lived; that was his personal catastrophe. Having survived the
cataclysm, his almost unkillable body maintained itself in a gradu-
ally weakening state on the light energy that permeated all space
and time. His brain pulsed on and on in the same old, old cycle of
thought-thinking: one chance in decillions that he would ever again
find himself in a galactic system. And then an even more infinitesi-
mal chance that he fall on a planet and find a precious guul.

A billion billion times that thought had pounded to its unvarying
conclusion. It was a part of him now. It was like an endless picture
unrolling before his mind's eye. Together with those remote wisps of
shiningness out there in that gulf of blackness, it made up the
world in which he had his existence. He had almost forgotten the
far-flung field of sensitivity his body maintained. In past ages that
field had been truly vast, but now that his powers were waning, no
signals came to him beyond the range of a few light-years.

He expected nothing, and so the first stimulus from the ship
scarcely more than touched him. Energy, hardness - matter! The
vague sense perception fumbled into his dulled brain. It brought a
living pain, like a disused muscle briefly, agonizingly, forced into
action.

The pain went away. The thought faded. His brain slid back into
its sleep of ages. He lived again in the old world of hopelessness and
shining light splotches in a black space. The very idea of energy and
matter became a dream that receded. A remote corner of his mind,
somehow more alert, watched it go, watched the shadows of forget-
fulness reach out with their enveloping folds of mist, striving to en-
gulf the dim consciousness that had flashed into such an anguish
of ephemeral existence.

And then once more, stronger, sharper, the message flashed
from .a remote frontier of his field. His elongated body convulsed in
senseless movement. His four arms lashed out, his four legs jack-



where he could sense it, and that he would lose contact forever be-
fore he could do anything.

He let the field spread out slightly, and felt the shock of impact
as once more he received the unmistakable excitation of alien mat-
ter and energy. This time he clung to it. What had been his field
became a beam of all the energy his weakened body could concen-
trate.

Along that tightly held beam, he drew tremendous bolts of power
from the ship. There was more energy - by many millions of times -
than he could handle. He had to deflect it from himself, had to dis-
charge it into the darkness and the distance. But, like some mon-
strous leech, he reached out four, five, ten light-years, and drained
that great ship of its drive power.

After countless eons of eking out his existence on fragile darts of
light energy, he did not even dare to try to handle the colossal
power. The vastness of space absorbed the flow as if it had never
been. What he did let himself receive shocked the life back into his
body. With a savage intensity, he realized the extent of the opportu-
nity. Frantically, he adjusted his atomic structure and drove himself
along the beam.

In the far distance, the ship - its drive off but its momentum car-
rying it forward - coasted past him and began to draw farther away.
It receded an entire light-year, then two, and then three. In a black
despair, Ixtl realized it was going to escape in spite of all his efforts.
And then...

The ship stopped. In mid-flight. One instant, it was coasting
along at a velocity of many light-years a day. The next, it was poised
in space, all its forward momentum inhibited and transformed. It
was still a tremendous distance away, but it was no longer receding.

Ixtl could guess what had happened. Those aboard the vessel
had become aware of his interference and were deliberately stopping
to find out what had happened, and what had caused it. Their



The concentration of so much energy set off the automatic relays he
had established in his body. That stopped him a fraction of a micro-
second before he had intended to. In terms of distance, that came to
just over thirty miles.

He could see the ship as a point of light in the blackness ahead.
Its screen was still up, which meant, in all probability, that those
inside could not detect him and that he could no longer hope to get
to the ship itself. He assumed that delicate instruments aboard had
sensed his approach, identified him as a projectile, and raised the
screen as a defense.

Ixtl flashed to within yards of the almost invisible barrier. And
there, separated from the realization of his hopes, he gazed hungrily
at the ship. It was less than fifty yards away, a round, dark-bodied
metal monster, studded with row on row of glaring lights, like dia-
monds. The space ship floated in the velvet-black darkness, glowing
like an immense jewel, quiescent but alive, enormously, vitally alive.
It brought nostalgic and vivid suggestion of a thousand far-flung
planets and of an indomitable, boisterous life that had reached for
the stars, and grasped them. And-in spite of present frustration-it
brought hope.

Till this instant there had been so many physical things to do
that he had only dimly comprehended what it might mean to him if
he could get aboard. His mind, grooved through the uncounted ages
to ultimate despair, soared up insanely. His legs and arms glistened
like tongues of living fire as they writhed and twisted in the light
that blazed from the portholes. His mouth, a gash in his caricature
of a human head, slavered a white frost that floated away in little
frozen globules. His hope grew so big that the thought of it kept
dissolving in his mind, and his vision blurred. Through that blur,
he saw a thick vein of light form a circular bulge in the metaffic
surface of the ship. The bulge became a huge door that rotated open
and tilted to one side. A flood of brilliance spilled out of the opening.



He had sensed that at a distance. Now he faced the reality of it.
The work - Ixtl saw they had removed a thick section of the outer

wall and replaced it with new material - was finished almost as
quickly as it had begun. The incandescent glare of the welders died
spluttering into darkness. Machines were unclamped, floated to-
ward tile opening, down into it, and out of sight. The two-legged
beings scrambled after them. The large, curved plain of metal was
suddenly as deserted and lifeless as space itself.

The shock of that nearly unseated Ixtl's reason. He couldn't let
them escape him now, when the whole universe was in his grasp- a
few short yards away. His arms reached out, as if he would hold the
ship by his need alone. His body ached with a slow, rhythmical
hurt. His mind spun toward a black, bottomless pit of despair, but
poised just before the final plunge.

The great door was slowing in its swift rotation. A solitary being
squeezed through the ring of light and ran to the area that had been
repaired. He picked up something and started back towards the
open air lock. He was still some distance from it when he saw Ixtl.

He stopped as if he had been struck. Stopped, that is, in a physi-
cally unbalanced fashion. In the glow from the portholes, his face
was plainly visible through his transparent space suit. His eyes
were wide, his mouth open. He seemed to catch himself. His lips
began to move rapidly. A minute later, the door was rotating again,
outward. It swung open, and a group of the beings came out and
looked at Ixtl. A discussion must have followed, for their lips moved
at uneven intervals, first one individual's, then another's.

Presently, a large metal-barred cage was floated up out of the air
lock. There were two men sitting on it, and they seemed to be
steering it under its own power. Ixtl guessed that he was to be
captured.

Curiously, he had no sense of lift. It was as if a drug was affect-
ing him, dragging him down into an abyss of fatigue. Appalled, he





Almost for the first time since the voyage had begun, the immen-
sity of that darkness struck home to Grosvenor. He had looked at it
so often from inside the ship that he had become indifferent. But
now he was suddenly aware that man's farthest stellar frontiers
were but a pin point in this blackness that reached billions of light-
years in every direction.

The voice of Director Morton broke through the scared silence.
"Calling Gunlie Lester inside the ship... Gunlie Lester..."

There was a pause; then, "Yes, Director?"
Grosvenor recognized the voice of the head of the astronomy de-

partment.
"Gunlie," Morton went on, "here's something for your astro-

mathematical brain. Will you please give us the ratio of chance that
blew out the drivers of the Beagle at the exact point in space where
that thing was floating? Take a few hours to work it out."

The words brought the whole scene into even sharper focus. It
was typical of mathematician Morton that he let another man have
the limelight in a field in which he himself was a master.

The astronomer laughed, then said in an earnest tone, "I don't
have to do any figuring. One would need a new system of notation
to express the chance arithmetically. What you've got out there
can't happen, mathematically speaking. Here we are, a shipload of
human beings, stopping for repairs halfway between two galaxies-
the first time we've ever sent an expedition outside our own island
universe. Here we are, I say, a tiny point intersecting without pre-
arrangement exactly the path of another, tinier point. It's impossi-
ble, unless space is saturated with such creatures."

It seemed to Grosvenor that there was a more likely explanation.
The two events could conceivably be in the simple relationship of
cause and effect. A huge hole had been burned in the engine-room
wall. Torrents of energy had poured out into space. Now they had
stopped to repair the damage. He parted his lips to say as much,



The shudder in his voice stirred a like emotion in Grosvenor. The
reaction must have run along the communicators, because, when
Director Morton spoke, his tone indicated he was trying to throw off
the chill of the other man's words. Morton said, "A regular blood-red
devil spewed out of a nightmare, ugly as sin - and possibly as
harmless as our beautiful pussy a few months ago was deadly.
Smith, what do you think?"

The gangling biologist was coldly logical. "This thing, as far as I
can make it out from here, has arms and legs, a development of
purely planetary evolution. If it is intelligent, it will begin to react to
the changing environment the moment it is inside the cage. It may
be a venerable old sage, meditating in the silence of space where
there are no distractions. Or it may be a young murderer, con-
demned to exile, consumed with desire to get back home and re-
sume life in his own civilization."

"I wish Korita had come out with us," said Pennons, the chief en-
gineer, in his quiet, practical fashion. "His analysis of pussy on the
cat planet gave us an advance idea of what we had to face and-"

"Korita speaking, Mr. Pennons." As usual, the Japanese arche-
ologist's voice came over the communicators with meticulous clar-
ity. "Like many of the others, I have been listening to what is hap-
pening, and I must admit I am impressed by the image I can see of
this creature on the vision plate before me. But I'm afraid analysis
on the basis of cyclic history would be dangerous at this factless
stage. In the case of pussy, we had the barren, almost foodless
planet on which he lived, and the architectural realities of the
crumbled city: But here we have a being living in space a quarter of
a million light-years from the nearest planet, existing apparently
without food, and without means of spatial locomotion. I suggest
the following: Keep the screen up, except for an opening for the cage
to be taken out. When you have your creature actually in the cage,
study him - every action, every reaction. Take pictures of his inter-



possible," Morton was saying, "and drop it over him. Don't let his
hands grab the bars."

Grosvenor thought, It's now or never. If I have any objections,
I've got to offer them.

There seemed nothing to say. He could outline his vague doubts.
He could carry Gunlie Lester's comment to its logical conclusion
and say that what had happened could not be an accident. He
might even suggest that a shipload of the red, devil-like beings was
possibly waiting in the distance for their fellow to be picked up.

But the fact was that all the precautions against such eventuali-
ties had been taken. If there were a ship, then by opening the pro-
tective screen only enough to admit the cage, they were offering a
minimum target. The outer skin might be seared, the men on it
killed. But the vessel itself would surely be safe.

The enemy would find that his action had served no useful pur-
pose. He would find arrayed against him a formidable armed and
armored vessel, manned by members of a race that could pursue a
battle to a remorseless conclusion.

Grosvenor reached that point in his speculation, and decided to
make no comment. He would hold his doubts in reserve.

Morton was speaking again. "Any final remarks from anyone?"
"Yes." The new voice belonged to von Grossen. "I'm in favor of

making a thorough examination of this thing. To me, thorough
means a week, a month."

"You mean," said Morton, "we sit here in space while our techni-
cal experts study the monster?"

"Of course," said the physicist.
Morton was silent for several seconds, then he said slowly, "I'll

have to put that up to the others, von Grossen. This is an explora-
tory expedition. We are equipped to take back specimens by the
thousand. As scientists, all is grist for our mill. Everything must be
investigated. Yet I feel sure that the objection will be made that if we





longed creative production.
He watched as the cage was unerringly driven towards him. It

passed successfully through an opening in the screen, which closed
instantly behind it. The transition was smoothly made. Even had he
wanted to, he could not have taken advantage of the opening in the
screen during the brief moment it existed. He had no desire to do
so. He must be careful not to make a single hostile move until he
was inside the ship. Slowly, the metal-barred construction floated
towards him. Its two operators were wary and alert. One held a
weapon of some kind. Ixtl sensed that it discharged an atomic mis-
sile. It made him respectful, but he also recognized its limitations. It
could be used against him out here, but they would not dare em-
ploy such a violent energy within the confines of the ship.

More sharply, more clearly, that focused his purpose. Get aboard
the ship! Get inside!

Even as the determination struck deeper, the gaping mouth of
the cage closed over him. The metal door snapped noiselessly shut
behind him. Ixtl reached for the nearest bar, caught it, and held on
grimly. He clung there, dizzy from reaction. For he was safe! His
mind expanded with the force of that reality. There was a physical
as well as a mental effect. Free electrons discharged in swarms from
the chaos of spinning atom systems inside his body, arid frantically
sought union with other systems. He was safe after quadrillions of
years of despair. Safe on a material body. No matter what else hap-
pened, control of the energy source of this power-driven cage forever
freed him from his past inability to direct his movements. He would
never again be subject only to the pull and equally feeble counter-
pull of remote galaxies. Henceforth, he could travel in any direction
he desired. And that much he had gained from the cage alone.

As he clung to the bars, his prison started to move toward the
surface of the ship. The protective screen parted as they came to it,
and closed again behind them. Close up, the men looked puny.



ons. The instruments were attached to holsters, which were fitted in
with the hand-arm mechanisms of each space suit. One of the
weapons was the atomic-missile type with which he had already
been threatened. The other had a sparkling, translucent handle. He
analyzed it as a vibration gun. The men on the cage were also
armed with the latter type of Weapon.

As the cage settled into the hastily arranged laboratory, a camera
was pushed towards the narrow opening between two of the bars.
That was Ixtl's cue. With effortless ease, he jerked himself to the
ceiling of the cage. His vision intensified, and became sensitive to
very short frequencies. Instantly, he could see the power source of
the vibrator as a bright spot well within his reach.

One arm, with its eight wirelike fingers, lashed out with inde-
scribable swiftness at the metal, through it; and then he had the
vibrator from the holster of one of the men on the cage.

He did not attempt to readjust its atomic structure as he had
adjusted his arm. It was important that they should not be able to
guess who had fired the weapon. Straining to maintain his awkward
position, he aimed the weapon at the camera and at the group of
men behind it. He pressed the trigger.

In one continuous movement, Ixtl released the vibrator, withdrew
his hand, and, by the act, pushed himself to the floor. His immedi-
ate fear was gone. The purely molecular energy had resonated
through the camera and had affected to some extent most of the
equipment in the makeshift laboratory. The sensitive film would be
useless; meters would have to be reset, gauges examined, and each
machine tested. Possibly the entire lot of paraphernalia would have
to be replaced. And best of all, by its very nature, what had hap-
pened would have to be regarded as an accident.

Grosvenor heard curses in his communicator, and he guessed,
with relief, that the others were fighting, as he was, the stinging
vibration that had been only partly stopped by the material of their



"Maybe I knocked against it, sir, without noticing," volunteered
the man whose weapon had caused the turmoil.

There was a spluttering sound from Smith. The biologist mut-
tered something that sounded like "That erysipelatous, strabismic,
steatopygian ..." Grosvenor didn't catch the rest, but he guessed
that it was a biologist's private curse. Slowly, Smith straightened.
"Just a minute," he mumbled, "and I'll try to remember what I saw.
I was right here in the line of fire - ah, there, my body has stopped
throbbing." His voice became sharp as he went on. "I can't swear to
this, but just before that vibrator shocked me, the creature moved. I
have an idea he jumped to the ceiling. I admit it was too black to
see more than a blur, but..." He left the sentence unfinished.

Morton said, "Crane, turn the cage light on, and let's see what
we've got here."

With the others, Grosvenor faced about as a blaze of light show-
ered down upon Ixtl crouching at the bottom of the cage. And then
he stood silent, shocked in spite of himself. The almost metallic red
sheen of the creature's cylindrical body, the eyes like coals of fire,
the wirelike fingers and toes, and the overall scarlet hideousness of
it startled him.

Through the communicator, Siedel said breathlessly, "He's
probably very handsome - to himself!"

The halfhearted attempt at humor broke the spell of horror. A
man said stiffly, "If life is evolution, and nothing evolves except for
use, how can a creature living in space have highly developed legs
and arms? Its insides should be interesting. But now - the camera's
useless. That vibration would have the effect of distorting the lens,
and of course the film has been ruined. Shall I have another sent
up?"

"No-o-o!" Morton sounded doubtful, but he continued in a firmer
tone. "We've been wasting a lot of time; and, after all, we can recre-



added, "Smith?"
Smith said, "Obviously, we're going to take him aboard sooner or

later. We mustn't forget that a creature existing in space is the most
extraordinary thing we've run across. Even pussy, who was equally
at home with oxygen and chlorine, needed warmth of a kind, and
would have found the cold and lack of pressure in space deadly. If,
as we suspect, this creature's natural habitat is not space, then we
must find out why and how he came to be where he is."

Morton was frowning. "I can see we'll have to vote on this. We
could enclose the cage in metal that will take a limited amount of
the energy that makes up the ship's outer screen. Would that sat-
isfy you, von Grossen?"

Von Grossen said, "Now we are talking sensibly. But we shall
have more arguments before the energy screen is taken down."

Morton laughed. "Once we're on our way again, you and the oth-
ers can discuss the pro and con of that from now till the end of the
voyage." He broke off. "Any other objections? Grosvenor?"

Grosvenor shook his head. "The screen sounds effective to me,
sir." Morton said, "All those against, speak up." When no one spoke,
he directed a command to the men on the cage. "Move that thing
over here, so we can start preparing it for energization."

Ixtl felt the faint throb in the metal as the motors started. He saw
the bars move. Then he grew conscious of a sharp, pleasant, tin-
gling sensation. It was a physical activity inside his body, and while
it was in progress it hampered the working of his mind. When he
could think again, the cage floor was rising above him - and he was
lying on the hard surface of the space ship's outer shell.

With a snarl, he scrambled to his feet as he realized the truth.
He had forgotten to readjust the atoms in his body after firing the
vibrator. And now he had passed through the metal floor of the
cage.





gated in the adjoining corridors.
A bell clanged. The babble of conversation began to fade. The bell

clanged again. All conversation ceased. Captain Leeth came for-
ward.

"Gentlemen," he said, "these problems keep arising, do they not?
I am beginning to feel that we military men have not properly ap-
preciated scientists in the past. I thought they lived out their lives
in laboratories, far from danger. But it's beginning to dawn on me
that scientists can find trouble where it never existed before."

He hesitated briefly, then went on in the same dryly humorous
tone. "Director Morton and I have agreed that this is not a problem
for military forces alone. So long as the creature is at large, every
man must be his own policeman. Go armed, go in pairs or groups-
the more the better."

Once more he surveyed his audience, and his manner was
grimmer when he continued. "It would be foolish for you to believe
that this situation will not involve danger or death for some among
us. It may be me. It may be you. Nerve yourself for it. Accept the
possibility.

But if it is your destiny to make contact with this immensely
dangerous creature, defend yourself to the death. Try to take him
with you. Do not suffer, or die, in vain.

"And now" - he turned to Morton - "the Director will guide a dis-
cussion regarding the utilization against our enemy of the very con-
siderable scientific knowledge which is aboard this ship. Mr. Mor-
ton."

Morton walked slowly forward. His large and powerful body was
dwarfed by the gigantic instrument board behind him, but never-
theless he looked imposing. The Director's gray eyes flicked ques-
tioningly along the line of faces, pausing at none, apparently simply
assessing the collective mood of the men. He began by praising
Captain Leeth's attitude, and then he said, "I have examined my



eyes were fixed on him. "Mr. Grosvenor," said Morton, "did the sci-
ence of Nexialism enable you to predict that this creature could dis-
solve his body through a wall?"

In a clear voice, Grosvenor said, "It did not."
"Thank you," said Morton.
He seemed satisfied, for he did not ask anyone else. Grosvenor

had already guessed that the Director was trying to justify his own
position. It was a sad commentary on the ship's politics that he
should have felt it necessary. But what particularly interested Gros-
venor was that he had appealed to Nexialism as a sort of final
authority.

Morton was speaking again. "Siedel," he said, "give us a psycho-
logically sound picture of what has happened."

The chief psychologist said, "In setting about to capture this
creature, we must first of all straighten our minds about him. He
has arms and legs, yet floats in space and remains alive. He allows
himself to be caught in a cage, but knows all the time that the cage
cannot hold him. Then he slips through the bottom of the cage,
which is very silly of him if he does not want us to know he can do
it. There is a reason why intelligent beings make mistakes, a fun-
damental reason that should make it easy for us to do some shrewd
guessing as to where he came from, and, of course, to analyze why
he is here. Smith, dissect his biological make-up!"

Smith stood up, lank and grim. "We've already discussed the ob-
vious planetary origin of his hands and feet. The ability to live in
space, if evolutionary at all, is certainly a remarkable attribute. I
suggest that here is a member of a race that has solved the final
secrets of biology; and if I knew how we should even begin to start
looking for a creature that can escape from us through the nearest
wall, my advice would be: Hunt him down, and kill him on sight."

"Ah..." Kellie, the sociologist, said. He was a bald-headed man,
fortyish, with large, intelligent eyes. "Ah - any being who could fit



"It is a contradiction," acknowledged Morton, "and would seem to
prove that the creature is not a superior being. Korita, what is this
thing's history?"

The Japanese scientist shrugged, but he stood up and said, "I'm
afraid I can be of only slight assistance on present evidence. You
know the prevailing theory: that life proceeds upward - whatever we
mean by upward - by a series of cycles. Each cycle begins with the
peasant, who is rooted to his bit of soil. The peasant comes to mar-
ket; and slowly the market place transforms into a town, with ever
less 'inward' connection to the earth. Then we have cities and na-
tions, finally the soulless world cities and a devastating struggle for
power, a series of frightful wars which sweep men to fellahdom, and
so to primitiveness, and on to a new peasanthood. The question is:
Is this creature in the peasant part of his particular cycle, or in the
big-city, megalopolitan era? Or where?"

He stopped. It seemed to Grosvenor that some very sharp pic-
tures had been presented. Civilizations did appear to operate in
cycles. Each period of the cycle must in a very rough fashion have
its own psychological background. There were many possible expla-
nations for the phenomenon, of which the old Spenglerian notion of
cycles was only one. It was even possible that Korita could foresee
the alien's actions on the basis of the cyclic theory. He had proved
in the past that the system was workable and had considerable
predictability. At the moment, it had the advantage that it was the
only historical approach with techniques that could be applied to a
given situation.

Morton's voice broke the silence. "Korita, in view of our limited
knowledge of this creature, what basic traits should we look for,
supposing him to be in the big-city stage of his culture?"

"He would be a virtually invincible intellect, formidable to the ul-
timate possible degree. At his own game, he would make no errors
of any kind, and he would be defeatable only through circum-



He finished quietly, "And that's all I will say, on available evi-
dence." He sat down.

Morton stood stiffly on the tier of the instrument board and
looked over his audience of experts. His gaze paused at Grosvenor.
He said, "Recently, I have personally come to feel that the science of
Nexialism may have a new approach to offer to the solution of
problems. Since it is the whole-istic approach to life, carried to the
nth degree, it may help us to a quick decision at a time when a
quick decision is important. Grosvenor, please give us your views
on this alien being."

Grosvenor stood up briskly. He said, "I can give you a conclusion
based on my observations. I could go into a little theory of my own
as to how we made contact with this creature - the way the pile was
drained of energy, with the result that we had to repair the outer
wall of the engine room - and there were a number of significant
time intervals - but rather than develop on such backgrounds, I'd
like to tell you in the next few minutes how we should kill -"

There was an interruption. Half a dozen men were pushing their
way through the group that crowded the doorway. Grosvenor
paused, and glanced questioningly at Morton. The Director had
turned and was watching Captain Leeth. The captain moved to-
wards the new arrivals, and Grosvenor saw that Pennons, chief en-
gineer of the ship, was one of them.

Captain Leeth said, "Finished, Mr. Pennons?"
The chief engineer nodded. "Yes, sir." He added in a warning

tone, "It is essential that every man be dressed in a rubberite suit
and wear rubberite gloves and shoes."

Captain Leeth explained. "We've energized the walls around the
bedrooms. There may be some delay in catching this creature, and
we are taking no chances of being murdered in our beds. We-" He
broke off, asking sharply, "What is it, Mr. Pennons?"





balanced flexibility of his structure nearly collapsed. What saved
him was that even this dangerous eventuality had been anticipated
by the collective genius of his race. In forcing artificial evolution
upon his body - and their own - they had taken into account the
possibility of a chance encounter with violent radiation. Like light-
ning, his body adjusted and readjusted, each new-built structure
carrying the intolerable load for a fraction of a microsecond. And
then he had jerked back from the wall, and was safe.

He concentrated his mind on the immediate potentialities. The
defensive wall of force would have an alarm system connected to it.
That meant the men would be bearing down on all the adjacent cor-
ridors in an organized attempt to corner him. Ixtl's eyes were glow-
ing pools of fire as he realized the opportunity. They would be scat-
tered, and he would be able to catch one of them, investigate him
for his guul properties, and use him for his first guul.

There was no time to waste. He darted into the nearest unener-
gized wall, a tall, gaudy, ungraceful shape. Without pausing, he
sped through room after room, keeping roughly parallel to a main
corridor. His sensitive eyes followed the blurred figures of the men
as they raced by. One, two, three, four, five in this corridor. The
fifth man was some distance behind the others. Comparatively, it
was a slight advantage, but it was all Ixtl needed.

Like a wraith he glided through the wall just ahead of the last
man and pounced forth in an irresistible charge. He was a rearing,
frightful monstrosity with glaring eyes and ghastly mouth. He
reached out with his four fire-colored arms, and with his immense
strength clutched the human being. The man squirmed and jerked
in one contorted effort; and then he was overwhelmed, and flung to
the floor.

He lay on his back, and Ixtl saw that his mouth opened and shut
in an uneven series of movements. Every time it opened, Ixtl felt a
sharp tingling in his feet. The sensation was not hard to identify. It



needed living flesh.
Hurry, hurry! His feet registered the vibrations of approaching

footsteps. They came from one direction only, but they came swiftly.
In his anxiety, Ixtl made the mistake of actually speeding up his

investigation. He hardened his searching fingers momentarily into a
state of semisolidity. In that moment, he touched the heart. The
man heaved convulsively, shuddered, and slumped into death.

An instant later, Ixtl's probing fingers discovered the stomach
and the intestines. He drew back in a violence of self-criticism. Here
was what he wanted; and he had rendered it useless. He straight-
ened slowly, his anger and dismay fading. For he had not antici-
pated that these intelligent beings could die so easily. It changed
and simplified everything. They were at his mercy, not he at theirs.
No need for him to be more than casually cautious in dealing with
them.

Two men with drawn vibrators whipped around the nearest cor-
ner and slid to a halt at the sight of the apparition that snarled at
them across the dead body of their companion. Then, as they came
out of their momentary paralysis, Ixtl stepped into the nearest wall.
One instant he was a blur of scarlet in that brightly lighted corridor,
the next he was gone as if he had never been. He felt the transmit-
ted vibration from the weapons as the energy tore futilely at the
walls behind him.

His plan was quite clear now. He would capture half a dozen
men and make guuls of them. Then he could kill all the others,
since they would not be necessary to him. That done, he could pro-
ceed on to the galaxy towards which the ship was evidently heeding
and there take control of the first inhabited planet. After that,
domination of the entire reachable universe would be a matter of a
short time only.



"Well, Doctor?"
Dr. Eggert rose up from his kneeling position beside the body

and turned to Morton. The action brought him to face the sending
plate. Grosvenor saw that he was frowning.

"Heart failure," he said.
"Heart failure?"
"All right, all right." The doctor put up his hands as if to defend

himself. "I know his teeth look as if they've been smashed back into
his brain. And, having examined him many times, I know his heart
was perfect. Nevertheless, heart failure is what it looks like to me."

"I can believe it," a man said sourly. "When I came around that
corner and saw that beast, I nearly had heart failure myself."

"We're wasting time." Grosvenor recognized the voice of von
Grossen before he saw the physicist standing between two men on
the other side of Morton. The scientist continued. "We can beat this
fellow, but not by talking about him and feeling sick every time he
makes a move. If I'm next on his list of victims, I want to know that
the best damned bunch of scientists in the system are not crying
over my fate but instead are putting their brains to the job of
avenging my death."

"You're right." That was Smith. "The trouble with us is we've
been feeling inferior. He's been on the ship less than an hour, but I
can see clearly that some of us are going to get killed. I accept my
chance. But let's get organized for combat."

Morton said slowly, "Mr. Pennons, here's a problem. We've got
about two square miles of floor space in our thirty levels. How long
will it take to energize every inch of it?"

Grosvenor could not see the chief engineer. He was not within
range of the plate's curving lens. But the expression on the officer's
face must have been something to witness. His voice, when he re-
sponded to Morton, sounded aghast. He said, "I could sweep the
ship, and probably wreck it completely within an hour. I won't go



Grosvenor saw that there was consternation in the faces of the
men whose images were being transmitted. Korita's voice cut across
the pregnant silence. He said, "Director, I am watching you on a
communicator in the control room. To the suggestion that we are
dealing with a super-being, I want to say this: Let us not forget that
he did blunder into the wall of force, and that he recoiled in dismay
without penetrating into the sleeping quarters. I use the word
'blunder' deliberately. His action proves once again that he does
make mistakes."

Morton said, "That takes me back to what you said earlier about
the psychological characteristics to be expected at the various cyclic
stages. Let us suppose he's a peasant of his cycle."

Korita's reply was crisp for one who usually spoke with such
care. "The inability to understand the full power of organization. He
will think, in all likelihood, that in order to gain control of the ship
he need only fight the men who are in it. Instinctively, he would
tend to discount the fact that we are part of a great galactic civiliza-
tion. The mind of the true peasant is very individualistic, almost
anarchic. His desire to reproduce himself is a form of egoism, to
have his own blood, particularly, carried on. This creature-if he is in
the peasant stage of his development-will very possibly want to have
numbers of beings similar to himself to help him with his fight. He
likes company, but he doesn't want interference. Any organized so-
ciety can dominate a peasant community, because its members
never form anything more than a loose union against outsiders."

"A loose union of those fire-eaters ought to be enough!" a techni-
cian commented acidly. "I. . . aaa-a-a. .

His words trailed into a yell. His lower jaw sagged open. His eyes,
plainly visible to Grosvenor, took on a goggly stare. All the men who
could be seen in the plate retreated several feet.

Full into the center of the viewing plate stepped Ixtl.



the scene. Only a few of the men were within the field of the plate.
Von Grossen and two technicians stood nearest Ixtl. Morton was
just behind von Grossen, and part of the head and body of Smith
could be seen near one of the technicians. As a group, they looked
like insignificant opponents of the tall, thick, cylindrical monstrosity
that towered above them.

It was Morton who broke the silence. Deliberately, he held his
hand away from the translucent handle of his vibrator, and said in
a steady voice, "Don't try to draw on him. He can move like a flash.
And he wouldn't be here if he thought we could blast him. Besides,
we can't risk failure. This may be our only chance."

He continued swiftly, in an urgent tone. "All emergency crews
listening in on this get above and below and around this corridor.
Bring up the heaviest portables, even some of the semiportables,
and burn the walls down. Cut a clear path around this area, and
have your beams sweep that space at narrow focus. Move!"

"Good idea, Director!" Captain Leeth's face appeared for a mo-
ment on Grosvenor's communicator, superseding the image of Ixtl
and the others. "We'll be there if you can hold that hellhound three
minutes." His face withdrew as swiftly as it had come.

Grosvenor deserted his own viewing plate. He had been acutely
aware that he was too far from the scene for the kind of precise ob-
servation on which a Nexialist was supposed to base his actions. He
was not part of any emergency crew, and so his purpose was to join
Morton and the other men in the danger area.

As he ran, he passed other communicators, and realized that Ko-
rita was giving advice from a distance. "Morton, take this chance,
but do not count on success. Notice that he has appeared once
again before we have been able to prepare against him. It doesn't
matter whether he is pressing us intentionally or accidentally. The
result, whatever his motivation, is that we are on the run, scurrying



Grossen stepped forward and held the sheet out to Ixtl. The crea-
ture hesitated, then accepted it. He took one glance at it, and
stepped back with a snarl that split his face.

Morton yelled, "What the devil have you done?"
Von Grossen was grinning tensely. "I've just shown him how we

can defeat him," he said softly. "I-"
His words were cut off. Grosvenor, still to the rear, saw the entire

incident merely as a spectator. All the others in the group were in-
volved in the crisis.

Morton must have realized what was about to happen. He
stepped forward, as if instinctively trying to interpose his big body
in front of von Grossen. A hand with long, wirelike fingers knocked
the Director against the men behind him. He fell, unbalancing those
nearest him. He recovered himself, clawed for his vibrator, and then
froze with it in his hand.

As through a distorted glass, Grosvenor saw that the thing was
holding von Grossen in two fire-colored arms. The two-hundred-
and-twenty-pound physicist squirmed and twisted, vainly. The thin,
hard muscles held him as if they were so many manacles. What
prevented Grosvenor from discharging his own vibrator was the
impossibility of hitting the creature without also hitting von
Grossen. Since the vibrator could not kill a human being but could
render him unconscious, the conflict inside him was: Should he
activate the weapon in the hope that Ixtl would also be knocked
unconscious, or try in a desperate bid to get information from von
Grossen? He chose the latter.

He called to the physicist in an urgent voice, "Von Grossen, what
did you show him? How can we defeat him?"

Von Grossen heard, because he turned his head. That was all he
had time for. At that moment, a mad thing happened. The creature
took a running dive and vanished into the wall, still holding the
physicist. For an instant, it seemed to Grosvenor that his vision had



There was a delay, then the commander's head and shoulders
came into focus on the plate. "Nothing," he said succinctly. "Lieu-
tenant Clay thinks he saw a flash of scarlet disappearing through a
floor, going down. We can, for the time being, narrow our search
down to the lower half of the ship. As for the rest, we were just lin-
ing up our units when it happened. You didn't give us enough
time."

Morton said grimly, "We didn't have anything to say about it."
It seemed to the listening Grosvenor that the statement was not

strictly true. Von Grossen had hastened his own capture by show-
ing the creature a diagram of how he could be defeated. It was a
typically egotistical human action, with little survival value. More
than that, it pointed up his own argument against the specialist
who acted unilaterally and was incapable of co-operating intelli-
gently with other scientists. Behind what von Grossen had done
was an attitude centuries old. That attitude had been good enough
during the early days of scientific research. But it had a limited
value now that every new development required knowledge and co-
ordination of many sciences.

Standing there, Grosvenor questioned that von Grossen had ac-
tually evolved a technique for defeating Ixtl. He questioned that a
successful technique would be limited to the field of a single spe-
cialist. Any picture von Grossen had drawn for the creature would
probably have been limited to what a physicist would know.

His private thought ended as Morton said, "What I'd like is some
theory as to what was drawn on the sheet of paper von Grossen
showed the creature."

Grosvenor waited for someone else to reply. When no one did, he
said, "I think I have one, Director."

Morton hesitated the barest moment, then said, "Go ahead."
Grosvenor began, "The only way one could gain the attention of

an alien would be to show him a universally recognized symbol.



anything," said Smith. "Why would he show him an atom?"
Grosvenor said, "Not just any atom, of course. I'll wager that von

Grossen drew for the creature a structural representation of the
eccentric atom of the metal that makes up the outer shell of the
Beagle."

Morton said, "You've got it!"
"Just a minute." Captain Leeth spoke from the communicator

plate. "I confess I'm no physicist, but I'd like to know just what is it
that he's got."

Morton explained. "Grosvenor means that only two parts of the
ship are composed of that incredibly tough material, the outer shell
and the engine room. If you had been with us when we first cap-
tured the creature, you would have noticed that when it slipped
through the floor of the cage it was stopped short by the hard metal
of the outer shell of the ship. It seems clear that it cannot pass
through such metal. The fact that it had to run for the air lock in
order to get inside is further proof. The wonder is that we didn't all
of us think of that right away."

Captain Leeth said, "If Mr. von Grossen was showing the crea-
ture the nature of our defenses, couldn't it be that he depicted the
energy screens we put up in the walls? Isn't that just as possible as
the atom theory?"

Morton turned and glanced questioningly at Grosvenor. The
Nexialist said, "The creature had already experienced the energy
screen at that time and had survived it. Von Grossen clearly be-
lieved he had something new. Besides, the only way you can show a
field of force on paper is with an equation involving arbitrary sym-
bols."

Captain Leeth said, "This is very welcome reasoning. We have at
least one place aboard where we are safe-the engine room-and pos-
sibly somewhat lesser protection from the wall screens of our
sleeping quarters. I can see why Mr. von Grossen would feel that



In the corridor, a technician said hesitantly, "What about von
Grossen?"

Morton said harshly, "The only way we can help von Grossen is
by destroying his captor!"



and faster through the gulf of blackness that separated the spiral
galaxy, of which Earth was one tiny, spinning atom, from another
galaxy of almost equal size. That was the background to the decisive
struggle that was now taking place. The largest, most ambitious
exploratory expedition that had ever set out from the solar system
was in the gravest danger of its existence.

Grosvenor believed that firmly. This was no Coeurl, whose over-
stimulated body had survived the murderous wars of the dead race
that had performed biological experiments upon the animals of the
cat planet. Nor could the danger from the Rum folk be compared.
After their first misguided effort at communication, he had con-
trolled every subsequent action in what he had thought of as the
struggle between one man and a race.

The scarlet monster was clearly and unmistakably in a class by
himself. -

Captain Leeth climbed up a metal stairway that led to a small
balcony. A moment later Morton joined him and stood looking down
at the assembled men. He held a sheaf of notes in his hand, divided
by one interposed finger into two piles. The two men studied the
notes, then Morton said, "This is the first breathing spell we've had
since the creature came aboard less than - incredible as it may
seem - less than two hours ago. Captain Leeth and I have been
reading the recommendations given us by heads of departments.
These recommendations we have roughly divided into two catego-
ries. One category, being of a theoretical nature, we will leave tifi
later. The other category, which concerns itself with mechanical
plans for cornering our enemy, naturally takes precedence. To begin
with, I am sure that we are all anxious to know that plans are afoot
to locate and rescue Mr. von Grossen. Mr. Zeller, tell the rest of the
men what you have in mind."

Zeller came forward, a brisk young man in his late thirties. He
had succeeded to the headship of the metallurgy department after



partment. We'll be fortunate to get one suit completed in the time I
have set."

There were no more questions. Zeller disappeared into the ma-
chine shop adjoining the engine room.

Director Morton raised his hand. When the men had settled
again to silence, he said, "For myself, I feel better knowing that,
once the suit is built, the creature will have to keep moving von
Grossen in order to prevent us from discovering the body."

"How do you know he's alive?" someone asked.
"Because the damned thing could have taken the body of the

man he killed, but he didn't. He wants us alive. Smith's notes have
given us a possible clue to his purpose, but they are in category
two, and will be discussed later."

He paused, then went on, "Among the plans put forward for ac-
tually destroying the creature, I have here one offered by two tech-
nicians of the physics department, and one by Elliott Grosvenor.
Captain Leeth and I have discussed these plans with chief engineer
Pennons and other experts, and we have decided that Mr. Grosve-
nor's idea is too dangerous to human beings, and so will be held as
a last resort. We will begin immediately on the other plan unless
important objections to it are raised. Several additional suggestions
were made, and these have been incorporated. While it is customary
to let individuals expound their own ideas, I think time will be saved
if I briefly outline the plan as it has finally been approved by the
experts."

"The two physicists"-Morton glanced down at the papers in his
hand-"Lomas and Hindley, admit that their plan depends on the
creature's permitting us to make the necessary energy connections.
That appears probable on the basis of Mr. Korita's theory of cyclic
history, to the effect that a 'peasant' is so concerned with his own
blood purposes that he tends to ignore the potentialities of organ-
ized opposition. On this basis, under the modified plan of Lomas



should take precedence."
Grosvenor swallowed hard, hesitated, and then said grimly, "If

it's the amount of risk we're considering, why don't we just crowd
together here in the engine room and wait for him to develop a
method of coming in after us?" He went on earnestly, "Please don't
think I'm trying to push my own ideas. But personally"-he hesi-
tated, then took the plunge-"I consider the plan you outlined as
worthless."

Morton looked genuinely startled. Then he frowned. "Isn't that
rather a sharp judgment?"

Grosvenor said, "I understand the plan as described by you was
not the one originally put forward, but a modified version of it. What
was taken out?"

"The two physicists," said the Director, "recommended energizing
four levels-seven, eight, nine, and ten."

For the third time, Grosvenor hesitated. He had no desire to be
overcritical. At any moment, if he persisted, they would simply
cease asking his opinion. He said finally, "That's better."

From behind Morton, Captain Leeth interrupted. "Mr. Pennons,
tell the group why it would be inadvisable to energize more than two
floors."

The chief engineer stepped forward. He said with a frown, "The
principal reason is that it would take an extra three hours, and we
are all agreed that time is of the essence. If time were not a factor, it
would be much better to energize the entire ship under a controlled
system, walls as well as floors. That way, he couldn't escape us. But
it would require about fifty hours. As I stated previously, uncon-
trolled energization would be suicide. There's another factor in-
volved that we discussed purely as human beings. The reason the
creature will seek us out will be that he wants more men, so that
when he starts down, he'll have one of us with him. We want that
man, whoever he is, to have a chance for life." His voice grew harsh.



creature ever gets caught between two energized levels, that's the
end of him. We know he can't get through."

"We don't know anything of the kind," Grosvenor said firmly. "All
we know is that he got into a wall of force, and that he escaped. We
assume he didn't like it. In fact, it seems clear that he definitely
could not remain in such an energy field for any length of time. it is
our misfortune, however, that we cannot use a full force screen
against him. The walls, as Mr. Pennons pointed out, would melt. My
point is, he escaped from what we've got."

Captain Leeth looked disconcerted. "Gentlemen," he said, "why
was this point not brought out at the discussion? it is certainly a
valid objection."

Morton said, "I was in favor of inviting Grosvenor to the discus-
sion, but I was voted down on the basis of a long-standing custom,
whereby the man whose plan is under consideration is not present.
For the same reason, the two physicists were not invited."

Siedel cleared his throat. "I don't think," he said, "that Mr. Gros-
venor realizes what he has just done to us. We have all been as-
sured that the ship's energy screen is one of man's greatest scien-
tific achievements. This has given me personally a sense of well-
being and security. Now he tells us this being can penetrate it."

Grosvenor said, "I didn't say the ship's screen was vulnerable,
Mr. Siedel. In fact, there is reason to believe the enemy could not
and cannot get through it. The reason is that he waited beyond it
till we brought him inside it. The floor energization, now being dis-
cussed, is a considerably weaker version."

"Still," said the psychologist, "don't you think the experts uncon-
sciously assumed a similarity between the two forms? The rationale
would be: If this energization is ineffective, then we are lost. There-
fore, it must be effective."



it died away, Morton went on as if there had been no interruption.
"We have forty-one such projectors at the moment. If we ac-

cepted Mr. Grosvenor's plan, each one would be manned by a nu-
cleus of military personnel, with the rest of us spread out as bait
within sight of one of the projectors. Those manning the projector
would be under orders to activate it even if one or more of us is in
the line of fire."

Morton shook his head slightly, and went on. "It is possibly the
most effective suggestion that has been put forward. However, the
ruthlessness of it shocked us all. The idea of firing at one's own
people, while not new, strikes much deeper than Mr. Grosvenor - I
think - realizes. In fairness, though, I must add that there was one
other factor that decided the scientists against it. Captain Leeth
stipulated that those who acted as bait must be unarmed. To most
of us, that was carrying the thing too far. Every man should be en-
titled to defend himself." The Director shrugged. "Since there was an
alternative plan, we voted for it. I am now personally in favor of Mr.
Grosvenor's idea, but I still object to Captain Leeth's stipulation."

At the first mention of the commander's suggestion, Grosvenor
had swung around and stared at the officer. Captain Leeth looked
back steadily, almost grimly. After a moment, Grosvenor said aloud
in a deliberate tone, "I think you ought to take the risk, Captain."

The commander acknowledged the words with a slight, formal
bow. "Very well," he said, "I withdraw my stipulation."

Grosvenor saw that Morton was puzzled by the brief interchange.
The Director glanced at him, then at the captain, then back again to
Grosvenor. Then a startled look flashed into his heavy-set face. He
came down the narrow metal steps and over to Grosvenor. He said
in a low tone, "To think that I never realized what he was getting at.
He obviously believes that in a crisis . . ." He stopped, and turned to
stare up at Captain Leeth.



dred hands came up. Morton hesitated, then said, "All against, raise
theirs."

This time, just over a dozen hands were raised.
Morton pointed at a man in the front line. "You didn't put yours

up either time. What seems to be the trouble?"
The man shrugged. "I'm neutral. I don't know whether I'm for it

or against it. I don't know enough."
"And you?" Morton indicated another individual.
The man said, "What about secondary radiation?"
Captain Leeth answered that. "We'll block it off. We'll seal the

entire area." He broke off. "Director," he said, "I don't understand
why this delay. The vote was fifty-nine to fourteen in favor of the
Grosvenor plan. While my jurisdiction over scientists is limited even
during a crisis, I regard that as a decisive vote."

Morton seemed taken aback. "But," he protested, "nearly eight
hundred men abstained."

Captain Leeth's tone was formal. "That was their privilege. It is
expected that grown men know their own minds. The whole idea of
democracy is based on that supposition. Accordingly, I order that
we act at once."

Morton hesitated, then said slowly, "Well, gentlemen, I am com-
pelled to agree. I think we'd better get about our business. It'll take
time to set up the atomic projectors, so let's start energizing levels
seven and nine while we're waiting. As I see it, we might as well
combine the two plans, and abandon one or the other depending on
the developing situation."

"Now that," said a man, with evident relief, "makes sense."
The suggestion seemed to make sense to a lot of the men. Re-

sentful faces relaxed. Somebody cheered, and presently the great
human mass was flowing out of the huge chamber. Grosvenor
turned to Morton.



roll out the atomic cannon?"
"About an hour, perhaps a little longer. Meanwhile, we'll have the

big vibrators to protect us . .

The reappearance of the men brought Ixtl up to the seventh level
with a rush. For many minutes, he was an abnormal shape that
flitted through the wilderness of walls and floors. Twice he was
seen, and projectors flashed at him. They were vibrators as different
from the hand weapons he had faced so far as life from death. They
shattered the walls through which he jumped to escape them. Once,
the beam touched one of his feet. The hot shock from the molecular
violence of the vibration made him stumble. The foot came back to
normal in less than a second, but he had his picture of the limita-
tions of his body against these powerful mobile units.

And still he was not alarmed. Speed, cunning, careful timing and
placing of any appearance he made-such precautions would offset
the effectiveness of the new weapons. The important thing was:

What were the men doing? Obviously, when they had shut them-
selves up in the engine room, they had conceived a plan, and they
were carrying it out with determination. With glittering, unwinking
eyes, Ixtl watched the plan take form.

In every corridor, men slaved over furnaces, squat things of
dead-black metal. From a hole in the top of each furnace, a white
glare spewed up, blazing forth furiously. Ixtl could see that the men
were half blinded by the white dazzle of the fire. They wore space
armor, but the ordinarily transparent glassite of which it was made
was electrically darkened. Yet no light-metal armor could ward off
the full effect of that glare. Out of the furnaces rolled long, dully
glowing strips of material. As each strip emerged, it was snatched
by machine tools, skillfully machined to exact measurements, and
slapped onto the metal floors. Not an inch of floor, Ixtl noted, es-
caped being enclosed by the strips. And the moment the hot metal



men about and tear loose their energization connections.
Contemptuously, Ixtl dismissed the problem from his mind. The

men were only playing into his hands, making it easier for him to
get the guuls he still needed. He selected his next victim carefully.
He had discovered in the man he had unintentionally killed that the
stomach and intestinal tract were suitable for his purposes. Auto-
matically, the men with the largest stomachs were on his list.

He made his preliminary survey, and then launched himself.
Before a single projector could be turned towards him, he was gone
with the writhing, struggling body. It was simple to adjust his
atomic structure the moment he was through a ceiling, and so
break his fall to the floor beneath. Swiftly, he let himself dissolve
through that floor also, and down to the level below. Into the vast
hold of the ship, he half fell, half lowered himself. He could have
gone faster, but he had to be careful not to damage the human
body.

The hold was familiar territory now to the sure-footed tread of his
long-toed feet. He had explored the place briefly but thoroughly af-
ter he first boarded the ship. And, in handling von Grossen, he had
learned the pattern he needed now. Unerringly, he headed across
the dim-lit interior toward the far wall. Great packing cases were
piled up to the ceiling. He went through them or around them, as it
suited him, and presently found himself in a great pipe. The inside
was big enough for him to stand up in. It was part of the miles-long
system of air conditioning.

His hiding place would have been dark by ordinary light. But to
his infrared-sensitive vision, a vague twilight glow suffused the pipe.
He saw the body of von Grossen, and laid his new victim beside it.
Carefully, then, he inserted one of his wiry hands into his own
breast, removed a precious egg, and deposited it into the stomach of
the human being.



By the time he had put a third captive through the process, the
men were working on the ninth level. Waves of heat rolled along the
corridor. It was an inferno wind. Even the refrigeration unit in each
space suit was hard put to it to handle the superheated air.

Men sweated inside their suits. Sick from the heat, stunned by
the glare, they labored almost by instinct.

Beside Grosvenor, a man said suddenly, harshly, "Here they
come now!"

Grosvenor turned in the direction indicated, and stiffened in
spite of himself. The machine that was rolling towards them under
its own power was not big. It was a globular mass with an outer
shell of wolfram carbide, and had a nozzle that protruded from the
globe. The strictly functional structure was mounted on a universal
bearing, which, in its turn, rested on a base of four rubber wheels.

All around Grosvenor, men had ceased work. Their faces pale,
they stared at the metal monstrosity. Abruptly, one of them came
over to Grosvenor and said angrily, "Damn you, Grove, you're re-
sponsible for this. If I'm due to get irradiated by one of those things,
I'd like to punch you one in the nose first."

"I'll be right here," said Grosvenor in a steady voice. "If you get
killed, so will I."

That seemed to take some of the anger out of the other. But
there was still violence in his manner and tone, as he said, "What
the hell kind of nonsense is this? Surely there must be better plans
than to make bait out of human beings."

Grosvenor said, "There is another thing we can do."
"What's that?"
"Commit suicide!" said Grosvenor. And he meant it.
The man glared at him, then turned away muttering something

about stupid jokes and moronic jokesters. Grosvenor smiled mirth-
lessly and went back to work. Almost immediately, he saw that the



Grosvenor jumped with the rest as that voice came out of the
nearest communicator. It took a long moment before he recognized
it as belonging to the commander of the ship.

Captain Leeth continued. "All projectors are now in position to
levels seven, eight, and nine. You will be glad to know that I have
been discussing the dangers involved with my officers. We make the
following recommendations: If you see the creature, don't wait, don't
look around! Throw yourself instantly to the floor. All weapon crews
-right now-adjust your nozzles to fire at 50: 11/2. That gives you all
a clearance of one and a half feet. This will not protect you from
secondary radiation, but I think we can honestly say that if you hit
the floor in time, Dr. Eggert and his staff in the engine room will
save your life.

"In conclusion"-Captain Leeth seemed more at ease, now that his
main message had been delivered-"let me assure all ranks that
there are no shirkers aboard. With the exception of the doctors and
three invalid patients, every individual is in as great danger as you.
My officers and I are divided among the various groups. Director
Morton is down on the seventh level. Mr. Grosvenor-whose plan this
is-is on level nine, and so on. Good luck, gentlemen!"

There was a moment's silence. Then the leader of the gun crew
near Grosvenor called in a friendly voice, "Hey, you fellows! We've
made the adjustments. You'll be safe if you can hit the deck in
nothing flat."

Grosvenor called, "Thanks, friend."
Just for a moment, then, the tension eased. A mathematical-

biology technician said, "Grove, butter him up some more with soft
talk."

"I always did love the military," said another man. In a hoarse
aside, he said loud enough for the gun crew to hear, "That ought to
hold 'em off for that extra second I need."



floor. He struck painfully, but came up almost immediately as he
recognized Captain Leeth's voice.

Other men were climbing ruefully to their feet. One man mut-
tered, "Dammit, that wasn't fair."

Grosvenor reached the communicator. He kept his gaze warily on
the corridor ahead of him, as he said, "Yes, Captain?"

"Will you come down to level seven at once? Central corridor.
Approach from nine o'clock."

"Yes, sir."
Grosvenor went with a sense of dread. There had been a tone in

the captain's voice. Something was wrong.
He found a nightmare. As he approached, he saw that one of the

atomic cannon was lying on its side. Beside it, dead, burned beyond
recognition, lay what had been three of the four military crew men
of the projector. On the floor beside them, unconscious but still
twitching and squirming, all too evidently from a vibrator discharge,
was the fourth crew man.

On the far side of the cannon, twenty men lay unconscious or
dead, among them Director Morton.

Stretcher-bearers, wearing protective clothing, were dashing in,
picking up a victim, and then racing off with him on a loading mule.

The rescue work had clearly been going on for several minutes,
so there were probably more unconscious men already being tended
in the engine room by Dr. Eggert and his staff.

Grosvenor stopped at a barrier that had been hastily erected at a
turn in the corridor. Captain Leeth was there. The commander was
pale but calm. In a few minutes, Grosvenor had the story.

Ixtl had appeared. A young technician-Captain Leeth did not
name him-forgot in panic that safety lay on the floor. As the muzzle
of the cannon came up inexorably, the hysterical youngster fired his
vibrator at the crew, stunning them all. Apparently, they had hesi-
tated slightly when they saw the technician in their line of fire. The



badly they were injured, but at a conservative estimate they would
all be in bed for a year. A few would die.

"We were a little slow," Captain Leeth confessed. "This apparently
happened a few seconds after I finished talking. But it was nearly a
minute before somebody who heard the crash of the cannon top-
pling grew curious and glanced around this corner." He sighed wea-
rily. "At the very worst, I never expected anything as bad as an en-
tire group being wiped out."

Grosvenor was silent. This was why, of course, Captain Leeth
had wanted the scientists unarmed. In a crisis, a man protected
himself. He couldn't help it. Like an animal, he fought blindly for
his life.

He tried not to think of Morton, who had realized that the scien-
tists would resist being disarmed and who had thought up the mo-
dus operandi that would make the use of atomic energy acceptable
to all. He said steadily, "Why did you call me?"

"My feeling is that this failure affects your plan. What do you
think?"

Grosvenor nodded reluctantly. "The surprise element is gone," he
said. "He must have come up without suspecting what was waiting
for him. Now, he'll be careful."

He could picture the scarlet monster poking his head through a
wall, surveying a corridor-then boldly coming out beside one of the
cannon and snatching one of the crew men. The only adequate pre-
caution would be to set up a second projector to cover the first one.
But that was out of the question-there were only forty-one available
for the whole ship.

Grosvenor shook his head. Then he said, "Did he get another
man?"

"No."
Once more Grosvenor was silent. Like the others, he could only

guess at the creature's reason for wanting living men. One of those



in what we call a downward direction. I suggest that, as soon as we
have energized all three levels, we go to the ninth floor and wait for
him. When he captures one of us, we wait momentarily; and then
Mr. Pennons will throw the switch that sets up the force field in the
floors. The creature will strike the eighth level, and find it energized.
If he tries to go through, he will find that seven is also energized. If
he comes up, he finds nine in the same deadly state. Either way, we
force him to make contact with two energized floors." The com-
mander paused, looked thoughtfully at Grosvenor, and then said, "I
know you considered that contact with only one level would not kill
him. You were not so positive about two." He stopped, and waited
questioningly.

Grosvenor said, after a moment of hesitation, "I'll buy that. Actu-
ally, we can only guess how it will affect him. Maybe we'll all be
pleasantly surprised."

He didn't believe that. But there was another factor in this devel-
oping situation: the convictions and hopes that men had. Only an
actual event would change the minds of some people. When their
ideas were altered by reality, then-and then only-they would be
emotionally ready for more drastic solutions.

It seemed to Grosvenor that he was learning slowly but surely
how to influence men. It was not enough to have information and
knowledge, not enough to be right, Men had to be persuaded and
convinced, Sometimes that might take more time than could safely
be spared. Sometimes it couldn't be done at all. And so civilizations
crumbled, battles were lost, and ships destroyed because the man
or group with the saving ideas would not go through the long-
drawn-out ritual of convincing others.

If he could help it, that was not going to happen here.
He said, "We can keep the atomic projectors in place till we finish

energizing the floors. Then we'll have to move them. Energization





to the men.
When the eighth level was completed, the cannon withdrawn,

and everyone on the ninth level, Grosvenor heard Captain Leeth say
curtly, "Mr. Pennons, are you ready to use power?"

"Yes, sir." The engineer's voice was a dry rasp on the communi-
cators. He finished even more harshly. "Five men gone, and one to
go. We've been lucky, but there is at least one more to go."

"Do you hear that, gentlemen? One to go. One of us will be bait
whether he likes it or not." It was a familiar voice, but one that had
long been silent. The speaker went on gravely. "This is Gregory
Kent. And I'm sorry to have to say that I am speaking to you from
the safety of the engine room. Dr. Eggert tells me it'll be another
week before I'm off the invalid list. The reason I am speaking to you
now is that Captain Leeth has turned Director Morton's papers over
to me, and so I'd like Kellie to elaborate on the note of his that I
have here. It will clear up something very important. It will give us a
sharper picture of what we're facing. We might as well all know the
worst."

"Ah..." The cracked voice of the sociologist sounded on the com-
municators. "Here's my reasoning. When we discovered the crea-
ture, it was floating a quarter of a million light-years from the near-
est star system, apparently without means of spatial locomotion.
Picture that appalling distance, and then ask yourself how long it
would require, relatively, for an object to move it by chance alone.
Lester gave me my figures, so I would like him to tell you what he
told me."

"Lester speaking!" The voice of the astronomer sounded surpris-
ingly brisk. "Most of you know the prevailing theory of the begin-
nings of the present universe. There is evidence to believe that it
came into being as a result of the breakup of an earlier universe
several million million years ago. it is believed today that a few mil-
lion million years hence, our universe will complete its cycle, and



ture is, did not populate the entire universe. The answer to that is,
logically, if his race should have controlled the universe, then it did
control it. We can see now, however, that they ruled a previous uni-
verse, not our present one. Naturally, the creature now intends that
his kind shall also dominate our universe. This at least is a plausi-
ble theory, if no more."

Kent said in a placating tone, "I'm sure that all the scientists
aboard realize that we are speculating by necessity on matters
about which little evidence is as yet available. I think it is a good
thing for us to believe that we are confronted with a survivor of the
supreme race of a universe. There may be others like him in the
same predicament. We can only hope that no other ship ever comes
near one. Biologically, this race could be billions of years ahead of
us.

Thinking thus, we can feel justified in demanding the utmost
contribution in effort and personal sacrifice from every person
aboard-"

The shrill scream of a man interrupted him. "Got me! Quick! ..
ripping me out of my suit-" The words ended in a gurgle.

Grosvenor said tensely, "That was Dack, chief assistant in the
geology department." He spoke the identification without thinking.
His recognition of voices was now as quick and automatic as that.

Another voice sounded shrilly on the communicators. "He's going
down. I saw him go down!"

"The power," said a third, calmer voice, "is on." That was Pen-
nons. Grosvenor found himself staring curiously at his feet. Spar-
kling, brilliant, beautiful blue fire shimmered there. Little tendrils of
the pretty flame reared up hungrily a few inches from his rubberite
suit, as if baffled by some invisible force protecting the suit. Now
there was no sound. With almost blank mind, he gazed along a cor-
ridor that was alive with the unearthly blue fire. Just for a moment,



The men ahead of Grosvenor stopped short at the second corner
from the elevators on the seventh level. Grosvenor was among those
who went forward and stood staring down at the human body that
sprawled on the floor. It was seemingly held to the metal by brilliant
fingers of blue fire. Captain Leeth broke the silence.

"Pull him loose!"
Two men stepped gingerly forward and touched the body. The

blue flame leaped at them, as if trying to fight them off. The men
jerked, and the unholy bonds yielded. They carried the body up in
an elevator to the unenergized tenth level. Grosvenor followed with
the others, and stood silently by as the body was laid on the floor.
The lifeless thing continued to kick for several minutes, discharging
torrents of energy, then gradually took on the quietness of death.

"I'm waiting for reports!" Captain Leeth spoke stiffly.
Pennons said after a second's silence, "The men are spread out

over the three levels, according to plan. They're taking continuous
pictures with fluorite cameras. If he's anywhere around, he'll be
seen. It will take at least thirty more minutes."

Finally the report came. "Nothing!" Pennons' tone reflected his
dismay. "Commander, he must have got through safely."

Somewhere a voice sounded plaintively on the momentarily open
circuit of the communicators, "Now what are we going to do?"

It seemed to Grosvenor that the words probably expressed the
doubt and anxiety of every person on the Space Beagle.



that he does not care for the experience, but that his recuperation
is so swift that what he feels in one floor has no effect on him by the
time he falls through the air to the next one."

Captain Leeth said, "I should like to hear from Mr. Zeller. Where
are you now, sir?"

"Zeller speaking!" The brisk voice of the metallurgist sounded on
the communicators. "I've finished the resistance suit, Captain. And
I've started my search at the bottom of the ship."

"How long would it take to build resistance suits for everybody
on the ship?"

Zeller's reply was slow in coming. "We'd have to set up a produc-
tion unit," he said finally. "First we'd have to make the tools to
make the tools that would make such suits in quantity from any
metal. Simultaneously, we would start one of the hot piles to the
task of making resistance metal. As you probably know, it comes
out radioactive with a half life of five hours, which is a long time. My
guess is that the first suit would roll off the assembly line about two
hundred hours from now."

To Grosvenor, it sounded like a conservative estimate. The diffi-
culty of machining resistance metal could hardly be overstated.
Captain Leeth seemed to have been struck into silence by the met-
allurgist's words. It was Smith who spoke.

"Then that's out!" The biologist sounded uncertain. "And since
the complete energization would also take too long, we've shot our
bolt. We've got nothing else."

The usually lazy voice of Gourlay, the communications expert,
snapped, "I don't see why those ways are out. We're still alive. I
suggest we get to work, and do as much as we can as soon as we
can."

"What makes you think," Smith asked coldly, "that the creature
is not capable of smashing down resistance metal? As a superior
being, his knowledge of physics probably transcends our own. He



sons, I believe the creature would interfere if we attempted to pre-
pare the ship for complete controlled energization."

Captain Leeth remained silent. From the engine room, Kent's
voice came again. "What do you think he will do when he begins to
understand that it's dangerous to let us continue organizing against
him?"

"He'll start to kill. I can't think of any method by which we can
stop him, short of retreating into the engine room. And I believe,
with Smith, that he will be able to come in there after us, given
time."

"Have you any suggestions?" That was Captain Leeth.
Korita hesitated. "Frankly, no. I would say we mustn't forget we

are dealing with a creature who seems to be in the peasant stage of
his particular cycle. To a peasant, his land and his son-or, to use a
higher level of abstraction-his property and his blood are sacred. He
fights blindly against encroachment. Like a plant, he attaches him-
self to a piece of property, and there he sinks his roots and nour-
ishes his blood."

Korita hesitated, then said, "That is the generalized picture, gen-
tlemen. At the moment, I have no idea how it should be applied."

Captain Leeth said, "I seriously can't see how it can help us. Will
each department head consult on his private band with his lower-
echelon executives? Report in five minutes if anybody has come up
with a worthwhile idea."

Grosvenor, who had no assistants in his department, said, "I
wonder if I could ask Mr. Korita a few questions while the depart-
mental discussions are in progress."

Captain Leeth shook his head. "If no one else objects, you have
my permission."

There were no objections, so Grosvenor said, "Mr. Korita, are you
available?"

"Who is this?"



Grosvenor persisted. "But we are in a cycle where any particular
property means little to us? We are not blindly attached to it?"

"I still don't think I understand what you mean." Korita sounded
puzzled.

"I am," said Grosvenor steadily, "pursuing your notion to its logi-
cal conclusion in this situation."

Captain Leeth interrupted. "Mr. Grosvenor, I think I am begin-
ning to get the direction of your reasoning. Are you about to offer
another plan?"

"Yes." In spite of himself, his voice trembled slightly.
Captain Leeth sounded taut. "Mr. Grosvenor," he said, "if I'm an-

ticipating you correctly, your solution shows courage and imagina-
tion. I want you to explain it to the others in-" he hesitated, and
glanced at his watch-"as soon as the five minutes are up."

After a very brief silence, Korita spoke again. "Mr. Grosvenor," he
said, "your reasoning is sound. We can make such a sacrifice with-
out suffering a spiritual collapse. It is the only solution."

A minute later, Grosvenor gave his analysis to the entire mem-
bership of the expeditionary force. When he finished, it was Smith
who said in a tone that was scarcely more than a loud whisper,
"Grosvenor, you've got it! It means sacrificing von Grossen and the
others. It means individual sacrifice for every one of us. But you're
right. Property is not sacred to us. As for von Gross en and the four
with him" - his voice grew stern and hard - "I haven't had a chance
to tell you about the notes I gave Morton. He didn't tell you because
I suggested a possible parallel with a certain species of wasp back
home on Earth. The thought is so horrible that I think quick death
will come as a release to those men."

"The wasp!" a man gasped. "You're right, Smith. The sooner
they're dead the better!"

It was Captain Leeth who gave the command. "To the engine
room!" he said. "We-"



him or kill him in the hold. But, gentlemen"-his voice became grave
and determined-"we're going to get rid of this monster, and we're
going to do so at any cost. We can no longer consider ourselves."

Ixtl retreated reluctantly as the men carried off his guuls. The
first shrinking fear of defeat closed over his mind like the night that
brooded beyond the enclosing walls of the ship. His impulse was to
dash into their midst and smash them. But those ugly, glittering
weapons held back the desperate urge. He retreated with a sense of
disaster. He had lost the initiative. The men would discover his eggs
now, and, in destroying them, would destroy his immediate chances
of being reinforced by other ixtls.

His brain spun into a tightening web of purpose. From this mo-
ment, he must kill, and kill only. He was astounded that he had
thought first of reproduction, with everything else secondary. Al-
ready he had wasted valuable time. To kill he must have a weapon
that would smash anything. After a moment's thought, he headed
for the nearest laboratory. He felt a burning urgency, unlike any-
thing he had ever known.

As he worked, tall body and intent face bent over the gleaming
metal of the mechanism, his sensitive feet grew aware of a differ-
ence in the symphony of vibrations that throbbed in discordant
melody though the ship. He paused and straightened. Then he re-
alized what it was. The drive engines were silent. The monster ship
of space had halted in its headlong acceleration and was lying qui-
escent in the black deeps. An indefinable sense of alarm came to
Ixtl. His long, black, wirelike fingers became flashing things as he
made delicate connections deftly and frantically.

Suddenly, he paused again. Stronger than before came the sen-
sation that something was wrong, dangerously, terribly wrong. The
muscles of his feet grew taut with straining. And then he knew what



he was out in space. He anticipated that the men would be watch-
ing for him to appear, so he set up a violent repulsion between his
body and the ship. He had a sensation of increasing lightness as his
body darted from the side of the ship out into that black night.

Behind him, the porthole lights were snuffed out and were re-
placed by an unearthly blue glow. The blue fire flashed out from
every square inch of the ship's immense outer skin. The blue glow
faded slowly, almost reluctantly. Long before it died away com-
pletely, the potent energy screen came on, blocking him forever
from access to the ship. Some of the porthole lights came on again,
flickered weakly and then slowly began to brighten. As mighty en-
gines recovered from that devastating flare of energy, the lights al-
ready shining grew stronger. Others began to flash on.

Ixtl, who had withdrawn several miles, drove himself nearer. He
was careful. Now that he was out in space, they could use atomic
cannon on him and destroy him without danger to themselves. He
approached to within half a mile of the screen, and there, uneasy,
stopped. He saw the first of the lifeboats dart out of the darkness
inside the screen into an opening that yawned in the side of the big
vessel. Other dark craft followed, whipping down in swift arcs, their
shapes blurred against the background of space. They were vaguely
visible in the light that glowed steadily again from the lighted port-
holes.

The opening shut, and without warning the ship vanished. One
instant it was there, a vast sphere of dark metal. The next, he was
staring through the space where it had been at a spiral-shaped,
bright splotch, a galaxy that floated beyond a gulf of a million light-
years.

Time dragged drearily towards eternity. Ixtl sprawled unmoving
and hopeless in the boundless night. He couldn't help thinking of
the young ixtls, who now would never be born, and of the universe
that was lost because of his mistakes.



and dissolved in the flame that was poured down upon it.
Smith, licking his lips, said, "Suppose he'd got away and dis-

solved into the nearest wall!"
No one answered that. Grosvenor saw that the men were staring

into the vat. The eggs melted reluctantly under the heat from the
blasters, but finally burned with a golden light.

"Ah," said Dr. Eggert; and attention turned to him and to the
body of von Grossen, over which he was bending. "His muscles are
beginning to relax, and his eyes are open and alive. I imagine he
knows what's going on. It was a form of paralysis induced by the
egg, and fading now that the egg is no longer present. Nothing fun-
damentally wrong. They'll be all right shortly. What about the mon-
ster?"

Captain Leeth replied, "The men in two lifeboats claim to have
seen a flash of red emerge from the main lock just as we swept the
ship with uncontrolled energization. It must have been our deadly
friend, because we haven't found his body. However, Pennons is
going around with the camera staff taking pictures with fluorite
cameras, and we'll know for certain in a few hours. Here he is now.
Well, Mr. Pennons?"

The engineer strode in briskly and placed a misshapen thing of
metal on one of the tables. "Nothing definite to report yet-but I
found this in the main physics laboratory. What do you make of it?"

Grosvenor was pushed forward by department heads who drew
in around the table for a closer look. He frowned down at the frag-
ile-looking object with its intricate network of wires. There were
three distinct tubes that might have been muzzles running into and
through three small, round balls that shone with a queer, silvery
light. The light penetrated the table, making it as transparent as
glassite. And, strangest of all, the balls absorbed heat like a thermal
sponge. Grosvenor reached out toward the nearest ball, and felt his



The Japanese archeologist smiled faintly through the fatigue that
paled his face. "Mr. Smith," he said politely, "there is no question
but that this one did imagine it. The probable answer is that the
peasant category amounted to an analogy. The red monster was, by
all odds, the most superior peasant we have yet encountered."

Pennons groaned. "I wish we had a few peasant limitations. Do
you know that it will take us thee months at least to get this ship
properly repaired after those thee minutes of uncontrolled energiza-
tion? For a time I was afraid that ..." His voice trailed off doubtfully.

Captain Leeth said with a grim smile, "I'll finish that sentence for
you, Mr. Pennons. You were afraid the ship would be completely
destroyed. I think that most of us realized the risk we were taking
when we adopted Mr. Grosvenor's final plan. We knew that our life-
boats could be given only partial anti-acceleration. So we'd have
been stranded here a quarter of a million light-years from home."

A man said, "I wonder whether, if the scarlet beast had actually
taken over this ship, it would have gotten away with its obvious in-
tent to take over the galaxy. After all, man is pretty well established
in it-and pretty stubborn, too."

Smith shook his head. "It dominated once, and it could dominate
again. You assume far too readily that man is a paragon of justice,
forgetting, apparently, that he has a long and savage history. He
has killed other animals not only for meat but for pleasure; he has
enslaved his neighbors, murdered his opponents, and obtained the
most unholy sadistical joy from the agony of others. It is not impos-
sible that we shall, in the course of our travels, meet other intelli-
gent creatures far more worthy than man to rule the universe."

"By heaven!" said a man, "no dangerous-looking creature should
ever be allowed aboard this ship again. My nerves are all shot; and
I'm not so good a man as I was when I first came aboard the Bea-
gle."





son he could think of, for he had seemed to hear a sound.
After a moment, that explanation struck him as improbable.

Adjusters were effective at short ranges only. More important, his
department was shielded against most vibrations. Besides, he was
only too familiar with the mental process involved in the illusion he
had experienced. That made it impossible for him to dismiss the
incident.

As a precaution, he explored all five of his rooms and examined
the adjusters in his technique room. They were as they ought to be,
properly stored away. In silence, Grosvenor returned to the film
room and resumed his study of the hypnotic light-pattern varia-
tions, which he had developed from the images that the Rum had
used against the ship.

Terror struck his mind like a blow. Grosvenor cringed. And then
there was the whisper again, as soft as before, yet somehow angry
now, and unthinkably hostile.

Amazed, Grosvenor straightened. It must be an encephalo-
adjuster. Somebody was stimulating his mind from a distance with
a machine so powerful that the protective shielding of his room was
penetrated.

With a frown, he considered who it might be, and finally called
up the psychology department as the most likely offender. Siedel
answered personally, and Grosvenor started to explain what bad
happened. He was cut off.

"I was just about to contact you," said Siedel. "I thought you
might be responsible."

"You mean everybody's affected?" Grosvenor spoke slowly, trying
to imagine the implications.

"I'm surprised you got any of it at all in that specially con-
structed department of yours," said Siedel. "I've been receiving com-
plaints for more than twenty minutes, and some of my instruments
were affected several minutes before that."



about it, and see you in a few minutes."
"Be prepared for a shock when you first go out into the corridor.

The pressure out here is continuous. Sounds, light flashes, dreams,
emotional turmoil-we're really getting a dose of stimulation."

Grosvenor nodded, and broke the connection. By the time he had
put away his films, Kent's announcement of the meeting was com-
ing over the communicator. A minute later, as he opened his outer
door, he realized what Siedel had meant.

He paused as the barrage of excitations instantly began to affect
his brain. Then, uneasily, he headed for the control room.

He sat presently with the others; and the night whispered, the
immense night of space that pressed against the hurtling ship. Ca-
pricious and deadly, it beckoned and it warned. It trilled with fren-
zied delight, then hissed with savage frustration. It muttered in fear
and growled in hunger. It died, reveling in agony, and burgeoned
again into ecstatic life. Yet always and insidiously it threatened.

"This is an opinion," said somebody behind Grosvenor. "The ship
ought to go home."

Grosvenor, unable to identify the voice, glanced around to see
who had spoken. Whoever it was said nothing more. Facing forward
again, Grosvenor saw that Acting Director Kent had not turned from
the eyepiece of the telescope though which he was peering. Either
he considered the remark had been unworthy of reply, or else he
hadn't heard it. Nor did anyone else comment.

As the silence continued, Grosvenor manipulated the communi-
cator in the arm of his chair, and presently he was seeing a slightly
blurred image of what Kent and Lester were gazing at directly
through the telescope. Slowly, then, he forgot the spectators and
concentrated on the night scene shown by the plate. They were near
the outer environs of an entire galactic system, yet the nearest stars
were still so far away that the telescope could barely resolve the



Lester hesitated, then replied slowly, "The scale of magnitude is
fantastic. I don't think we should assume galactic scope as yet. This
barrage may be coming on a beam which is concentrated on our
ship."

Kent turned toward the men who sat in the tiers of cushioned
seats facing the broad and colorful control panel. He said, "Has
anyone a suggestion or a thought?"

Grosvenor glanced around, hoping that the unidentified man
who had spoken earlier would explain himself. But whoever it was
remained silent.

Undeniably, the men no longer felt so free to speak up as they
had under the leadership of Morton. One way or another, Kent had
made it rather plain that he deemed the opinions of those other
than department heads impertinent. It was also evident that he
personally declined to regard Nexialism as a legitimate department.
For several months, he and Grosvenor had been polite to each other
on a basis of minimum contact. During that time, the Acting Di-
rector had, by way of consolidating his position, introduced several
motions in the council giving his office more authority in certain
activities, the ostensible reason being to avoid duplication of effort.

The importance to this ship's morale of encouraging individual
initiative, even at the cost of some efficiency, was a point that could
have been demonstrated only to another Nexialist, Grosvenor had
felt sure. He had not bothered to protest. And so a few more slight
restrictions had been imposed on the already dangerously regi-
mented and confined shipload of human beings.

From the rear of the control room, Smith was the first to answer
Kent's request for suggestions. The angular and bony biologist said
dryly, "I notice Mr. Grosvenor is twisting about in his chair. Can it
be that he is politely waiting for the older men to have their say?
Mr. Grosvenor, what's on your mind?"



Kent's eyes were gleaming. It seemed to Grosvenor that he moved
into the discussion like a man anticipating personal victory. He
said, "Let me get this straight. There was such a statement, or there
wasn't. Who else heard it? Raise hands."

Not a single hand went up. Kent's voice was subtly malicious as
he said, "Mr. Grosvenor, what exactly did you hear?"

Grosvenor said slowly, "As I remember them, the words were:
'This is an opinion. The ship should go home." He paused. When
there was no comment, he went on. "It seems clear that the words
themselves came as the result of stimulation of the auditory centers
of my brain. Something out there feels strongly that it wants us to
go home, and I sensed it." He shrugged. "I do not, of course, offer
this as a positive analysis."

Kent said stiffly, "The rest of us, Mr. Grosvenor, are still trying to
understand why you should have heard this request, and no one
else."

Once again Grosvenor ignored the tone in which the words were
spoken, as he replied earnestly, "I've been considering that for the
past few seconds. I can't help but remember that during the Rim
incident my brain was subjected to sustained stimulation. It is pos-
sible that I am now more sensitive to such communication." It
struck him that his special sensitivity could also explain why he
had been able to receive the whisper in his shielded rooms.

Grosvenor was not surprised at Kent's slight frown. The chemist
had shown that he preferred not to think about the bird people and
what they had done to the minds of the members of the expedition.
Now Kent said acidly, "I had the privilege of listening to a transcrip-
tion of your account of the episode. If I recall correctly, you stated
that the reason for your victory was that these Riim beings did not
realize that it was difficult for a member of one race to control the
nervous system of a member of an alien life form. How then do you
explain that whatever is out there"-he waved in the direction the



we going to do about it."
Chief geologist McCann cleared his throat and said, "Grosvenor

is right. I think, gentlemen, we had better face the fact that we have
entered somebody else's stamping ground. And it's some some-
body!"

The Acting Director bit his lip, seemed about to speak, then
hesitated. In the end, he said, "I think we should be careful about
letting ourselves believe that we have evidence enough to draw a
conclusion. But I do feel that we should act as if we are confronted
by an intelligence larger than man-larger than life as we know it."

There was silence in the control room. Grosvenor noticed that
men were unconsciously bracing themselves. Their lips tightened
and their eyes narrowed. He saw that others also had observed the
reaction.

Kellie, the sociologist, said softly, "I am glad-ah--to see that no
one shows any sign of wanting to turn back. That is all to the good.
As servants of our government and our race, it is our duty to inves-
tigate the potentialities of a new galaxy, particularly now that its
dominating life form knows we exist. Please note that I am adopting
Director Kent's suggestion and talking as if we actually are dealing
with a sentient being. Its ability to stimulate more or less directly
the mind of even one person aboard indicates that it has definitely
observed us and therefore knows a great deal about us. We cannot
permit that type of knowledge to be one-sided."

Kent was at ease again, as he said, "Mr. Kellie, what do you
think of the environment we're heading into?"

The balding sociologist adjusted his pince-nez. "That-ah--is a
large order, Director. But this whispering could be the equivalent of
crisscrossing radio waves that blanket our own galaxy. They-ah-
may be simply the outward signs, like coming out of a wilderness
into an area of cultivation."



you can speak of them in the same breath with this. These pulsa-
tions are alive. They're thought forms so strong, so all-pervading,
that the whole of space whispers at us. This is no tentacled pussy,
no scarlet monstrosity, no fellah race confined to one system. It
could be an inconceivable totality of minds speaking to each other
across the miles and the years of their space time. This is the civili-
zation of the second galaxy; and if a spokesman for it has now
warned us-" Gourlay broke off with a gasp, and flung up an arm as
if to defend himself.

He was not the only one who did just that. All over the room,
men crouched or slumped in their seats-as Director Kent, in a sin-
gle spasmodic movement, snatched his vibrator and fired it at his
audience. It was not until Grosvenor had instinctively ducked that
he saw that the tracer beam from the weapon pointed over his head,
and not at it.

Behind him, there was a thunderous howl of agony, and then a
crash that shook the floor.

Grosvenor whirled with the others, and stared with a sense of
unreality at the thirty-foot armored beast that lay squirming on the
floor a dozen feet behind the last row of seats. The next instant, a
red-eyed replica of the first beast materialized in mid-air and landed
with a thud ten feet away. A third devil-faced monster appeared,
slid off the second, rolled over and over-and got up, roaring.

Seconds later, there were a dozen of the things.
Grosvenor drew his own vibrator and discharged it. The bestial

roaring redoubled in intensity. Metal-hard scales scraped metal
walls and metal floors. Steely claws rattled, and heavy feet stamped.

All around Grosvenor now, men were firing their vibrators. And
still more beasts materialized. Grosvenor turned and scrambled
over two rows of seats, then leaped to the lowest platform of the
instrument board. The Acting Director ceased firing as Grosvenor



Then the beam snapped off. Kent climbed to his feet and shouted
above the uproar, "I didn't realize what you were trying to do."

As an apology, it left Grosvenor cold. The Acting Director had
evidently believed that he could justify his murderous action on the
grounds that Grosvenor was running from the battle. Grosvenor
brushed by the chemist, too angry to talk. For months he had toler-
ated Kent, but now he felt that the man's behavior proved him unfit
to be director. In the critical weeks ahead, his personal tensions
might act as a trigger mechanism that could destroy the ship.

As Grosvenor came down to the lowest platform, he again added
the energy from his vibrator to that of the other men's. From the
corner of one eye, he saw that three men were wrestling a heat pro-
jector into position. By the time the projector's intolerable flame
poured forth, the beasts were unconscious from the molecular en-
ergy, and it was not difficult to kill them.

The danger past, Grosvenor had time to realize that these mon-
strous things had been transported alive across light-centuries. It
was like a dream, too fantastic to have happened at all.

But the odor of burning flesh was real enough. And so was the
bluish-gray beast blood that slimed the floor. The final evidence was
the dozen or so armored and scaly carcasses that were sprawled
about the room.



scanty facts penetrated.
"Ten light-centuries!" Selenski, the chief pilot, said. "Why, we

can't even transmit messages that far without relays."
Captain Leeth came hurrying in. He talked briefly to several sci-

entists, then called a council of war. The commander began the
discussion.

"I need hardly emphasize the hazard confronting us. We are one
ship against what seems to be a hostile galactic civilization. For the
moment we are safe behind our energy screen. The nature of the
menace requires us to set ourselves limited, though not too limited,
objectives. We must discover why we are being warned away. We
must ascertain the nature of the danger and measure the intelli-
gence behind it. I see our chief biologist is still examining our late
adversaries. Mr. Smith, what kind of beasts are they?"

Smith turned from the monster he had been studying. He said
slowly, "Earth could have produced something like their type during
the dinosaur age. Judging by the minute size of what appears to be
the brainpan, the intelligence must have been extremely low."

Kent said, "Mr. Gourlay tells me the beasts could have been pre-
cipitated through hyperspace. Perhaps we could ask him to develop
on that."

Captain Leeth said, "Mr. Gourlay, you have the floor."
The communications expert said in his familiar drawl, "It's only a

theory, and fairly recent at that, but it likens the universe to an
expanded balloon. When you prick the skin, the balloon instantly
starts to deflate, and simultaneously begins to repair the break.
Now, oddly enough, when an object penetrates the outer skin of the
balloon, it does not necessarily come back to the same point in
space. Presumably, if one knew some method of controlling the
phenomenon, he might use it as a form of teleportation. If all this
sounds fanciful, remember that what has actually happened seems
equally so."



howling success."
There was a flurry of laughter as Korita sat down. But Grosvenor

noticed that the expression on Captain Leeth's face remained sol-
emn and thoughtful.

"As to motivation," the captain said slowly, "one unpleasant pos-
sibility has occurred to me that we should be prepared to face. It
fits the evidence to date. It is this: Supposing this potent intelli-
gence, or whatever it is, would like to know where we came from?"

He paused, and from the way feet shifted and men stirred in
their seats, it was clear that his words had struck a responsive
chord. The officer went on. "Let's look at it from-his-point of view.
Here is a ship approaching. In the general direction from which it is
coming, within ten million light-years, are a considerable number of
galaxies, star clusters, and nebulae. Which is us?" -

There was silence in the room. The commander turned to Kent.
"Director, if it's all right with you, I suggest we proceed to examine
some of the planetary systems of this galaxy."

Kent said, "I have no objection. But now, unless someone else. .
Grosvenor raised his hand.
Kent continued, "I declare the meeting-"
Grosvenor stood up, and said loudly, "Mr. Kent!"
"-adjourned!" said Kent.
The men remained sitting. Kent hesitated, and then said lamely,

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Grosvenor, you have the floor."
Grosvenor said firmly, "It is hard to believe that this being will be

capable of refined interpretation of our symbols, but I think we
should destroy our star maps."

"I was about to suggest the same thing," said von Grossen excit-
edily. "Continue, Grosvenor."

There was a chorus of approval. Grosvenor went on. “We are
taking action in the belief that our main screen can protect us. Ac-
tually, we have no choice but to carry on as if that were true. But



As time went on, it seemed clear that the inimical intelligence
was deliberately refraining from further action, or else that the
screen was doing an effective job. No further incident occurred.

Lonely and remote were the suns at this distant rim of the gal-
axy. The first sun grew big out of space, a ball of light and heat that
burned furiously into the great night. Lester and his staff located
five planets close enough to the parent body to be worth investigat-
ing. One of the five-all were visited-was habitable, a world of mists
and jungles and giant beasts. The ship left it after flying low over an
in-land sea and across a great continent of marsh growth. There
was no evidence of civilization of any kind, much less the stupen-
dous one whose existence they had reason to suspect.

The Space Beagle sped three hundred light-years, and came to a
small sun with two planets crowding up close to its curry-red
warmth. One of the two planets was habitable, and it also was a
world of mists and jungles and saurianlike beasts. They left it, un-
explored, after darting down low over a marshy sea and a land
choked with riotous growth.

There were more stars now. They pinpointed the blackness of the
next hundred and fifty light-years. A large blue-white sun, with a
retinue of at least twenty planets, attracted Kent's eye; and the swift
ship flashed towards it. The seven planets nearest the sun were
burning hells, without hope of supporting life. The ship spiraled
past three close-together planets that were habitable, and then sped
off to interstellar vastness without investigating the others.

Behind them, three steamy jungle planets whirled in their orbits
around the hot sun that had spawned them. And, on board, Kent
called a meeting of the heads of departments and their chief assis-
tants.

He began the discussion without preamble. He said, "Personally,
I don't think the evidence is very significant as yet. But Lester has



sionless face. But there was a hint of emotion in his voice as he
spoke.

"Gentlemen, the three habitable planets of that last system were
identical triplets, and it was an artificially induced state. I don't
know how many of you are familiar with the current theory regard-
ing the formation of planetary systems. Those of you who are not
will perhaps take my word for it that the distribution of mass in the
system we have just visited is dynamically impossible. I can say
definitely that two of the three habitable planets of that sun were
moved into their present position. In my opinion, we should go back
and investigate. Somebody seems to be deliberately creating prime-
val planets; for what reason I don't pretend to guess."

He stopped and glared belligerently at Kent. The chemist came
forward, a faint smile on his face. He said, "Gunlie came to me and
asked me to order that we return to one of those Jungle planets. In
view of his feeling on the matter, I now call for a discussion, and a
vote."

So that was it. Grosvenor sighed, not exactly with admiration for
Kent, but at least with appreciation. The Acting Director had made
no attempt to build up a case for his opposition. It was quite possi-
ble that he did not really oppose the astronomer's plan. But by
calling a meeting where his own views would be overruled, he was
proving that he regarded himself as subject to democratic proce-
dure. It was an adroit if somewhat demagogic means of maintaining
the good will of his supporters.

Actually, there were valid objections to Lester's request. It was
hard to believe that Kent knew of them, for that would mean he was
deliberately ignoring possible danger for the ship. He decided to give
Kent the benefit of the doubt, and waited patiently while several
scientists asked the astronomer questions of minor importance.
When those had been answered, when it seemed clear that the dis-



have visited three planetary systems. It should be not less than
thirty, taken at random. This is the minimum number, with respect
to the order of magnitude of our search, that could have any con-
clusive significance. I shall be glad to turn over my mathematics to
the mathematics department for corroboration. Moreover, in land-
ing we would have to come out from inside our protective energy
screen. We would have to be prepared to resist a surprise attack by
an intelligence that can use the instantaneous medium of hyper-
space to deliver his forces. I have a mental picture of a billion tons
of matter projected down upon us as we sit helpless on some
planet. Gentlemen, as I see it, there is a good month or two of de-
tailed preparation ahead of us. During that time, naturally, we
should visit as many suns as we can. If their habitable planets also
are exclusively-or even predominantly-the primeval type, then we
shall have a sound basis for Mr. Lester's idea that it is an artificial
state." Grosvenor paused, then finished. "Mr. Kent, have I expressed
what you had in mind?"

Kent had full control of himself again. "Almost precisely, Mr.
Grosvenor." He glanced about him. "Unless there are any further
comments, I move that we vote on Gunlie's proposal."

The astronomer stood up. "I withdraw it," he said. "I confess I
hadn't considered some of the points against an early landing." He
sat down.

Kent hesitated, then said, "If someone cares to take up Gunlie's
proposal..." When, after several seconds, no one had spoken, Kent
continued confidently. "I want each department head to prepare for
me a detailed account of what he can contribute to the success of
the landing we must eventually make. That's all, gentlemen."

In the corridor outside the control room, Grosvenor felt a hand
on his arm. He turned and recognized McCann, the chief geologist.
McCaim said, "We've been so busy doing repair work these last few
months that 1 haven't had a chance to invite you to come to my



McCann nodded. "Well, good luck to you, my boy."
He was turning away when Grosvenor stopped him. Grosvenor

said, "What, in your opinion, is the basis for Kent's popularity as a
leader?"

McCann hesitated, and seemed to be deliberating. Finally he
said, "He's human. He has likes and dislikes. He gets excited about
things. He has a bad temper. He makes mistakes, and tries to pre-
tend that he didn't. He's desperately anxious to be director. When
the ship gets back to Earth, the publicity will flow around the ex-
ecutive officer. There's something of Kent in all of us. He's-well-he's
a human being."

"I notice," said Grosvenor, "you didn't say anything about his
qualifications for the job."

"It's not a vital position, generally speaking. He can get advice
from experts on anything he wants to know." McCann pursed his
lips. "It's hard to put Kent's appeal into words, but I think that sci-
entists are constantly on the defensive about their alleged imfeeling
intellectualism. So they like to have someone fronting for them who
is emotional but whose scientific qualifications cannot be ques-
tioned."

Grosvenor shook his head. "I disagree with you about the direc-
tor's job not being vital. It all depends on the individual as to how
he exercises the very considerable authority involved."

McCarm studied him shrewdly. He said finally, "Strictly logical
men like you have always had a hard time understanding the mass
appeal of the Kents. They haven't much chance against his type,
politically."

Grosvenor smiled grimly. "It's not their devotion to the scientific
method that defeats the technologists. It's their integrity. The aver-
age trained man often understands the tactics that are used against
him better than the person who uses them, but he cannot bring
himself to retaliate in kind without feeling tarnished."



anyone else-that you are potentially the most dangerous man on
this ship. The integrated knowledge you have in your mind, applied
with determination and purpose, could be more disastrous than
any outside attack."

After a moment of astonishment, Grosvenor shook his head.
"That is an overstatement," he said. "One man is too easy to kill."

"I notice," said McCann, "you don't deny possessing the knowl-
edge."

Grosvenor held out his hand in farewell. "Thanks for your high
opinion of me. Although considerably exaggerated, it's psychologi-
cally uplifting."



plex job which demanded the closest attention, since much of the
interpretation of the data called for the associative processes of a
highly trained mind. The constant stream of reflections of the ultra-
sonic and short-wave signals being sent out had to be channeled
into the proper computing devices at precisely the right time for
comparative analysis. To the standard techniques with which
McCann was familiar, Grosvenor had added certain refinements in
accordance with Nexial principles, and an amazingly complete pic-
ture of the planet's outer crust was being tabulated.

For an hour Grosvenor sat there, deeply involved in his educated
guesswork. The facts emerging varied widely in detail, but consid-
eration of molecular structure, arrangement, and distribution of the
different elements indicated a certain geologic sameness: mud,
sandstone, clay, granite, organic debris-probably coal deposits-
silicates in the form of sand overlying rock, water- Several needles
on the dials before him swung over sharply and held steady. Their
reaction showed indirectly the presence of metallic iron in large
quantities with traces of carbon, molybdenum- Steel! Grosvenor
snatched at a lever which precipitated a series of events. A bell
started to ring. McCann came running. The ship stopped. A few feet
from Grosvenor, McCann began to talk to Acting Director Kent.

"Yes, Director," he was saying, "steel, not just iron ore. We've got
an observer who can detect differences like that." He did not men-
tion Grosvenor by name, but went on, "We set our instruments at a
hundred feet maximum. This could be a city buried-or hidden-in
jungle mud."

Kent said matter-of-factly, "We'll know in a few days."
Cautiously, the ship was kept well above the surface, and the

necessary equipment was lowered through a temporary gap in its
energy screen. Giant shovels, cranes, mobile conveyors were set up,
along with supplementary devices. So carefully had everything been



two-hundred-and-fifty-foot depth, and there they began to turn up
bones. Cease-digging orders were given, and several lifeboats made
their way down through the muggy atmosphere. Grosvenor went
along with McCann, and presently he was standing with several
other scientists beside what was left of one of the skeletons.

"Rather badly crushed," said Smith. "But I think I can piece it to-
gether."

His trained fingers arranged bones into a rough design. "Four-
legged," he said. He brought a fluoroscopic device to bear on one of
the limbs. He said presently, "This one seems to have been dead
about twenty-five years."

Grosvenor turned away. The shattered relics that lay around
might hold the secret of the fundamental physical character of a
vanished race. But it was unlikely that the skeletons held any clue
to the identity of the unimaginably merciless beings who had mur-
dered them. These were the pitiful victims, not the arrogant and
deadly destroyers.

He made his way gingerly to where McCann was examining soil
dug up from the street itself. The geologist said, "I think we'll be
justified in taking a stratigraphical survey from here on down sev-
eral hundred feet."

At his word, a drill crew sprang into action. During the next
hour, as that machine tore its way through rock and clay, Grosve-
nor was kept busy. A steady trickle of soil samplings passed under
his eyes. Occasionally, he put a bit of rock or earth through a
chemical-breakdown process. By the time the lifeboats headed back
to the parent ship, McCann was in a position to give a fairly accu-
rate generalized report to Kent. Grosvenor stayed out of the recep-
tive field of the communicator plate while McCann gave the report.

"Director, you will recall that I was particularly asked to check if
this could be an artificial jungle planet. It seems to be. The strata
below the mud appears to be that of an older, less primitive planet.



indicating that the extra weight is forcing down weaker areas below.
By identifying the type of land fault that would sag under such cir-
cumstances, we have some figures that we intend to feed into a
computing machine. A competent mathematician" -he meant Gros-
venor - "has roughly estimated that the pressure of the weight was
first applied not more than a hundred years ago. Since geology
deals in events that require thousands and millions of years to
mature, all the machine can do is to check the manual calculation.
It cannot give us a closer estimate."

There was a pause, and then Kent said formally, "Thank you. I
feel that you and your staff have done a good job. One more ques-
tion: In your investigation, did you find anything that might be a
clue to the nature of the intelligence that could bring about such a
cataclysmic destruction?"

“Speaking only for myself, without having consulted with my as-
sistants-no!"

It was, Grosvenor reflected, just as well that McCann had so
carefully limited his denial. For the geologist, the investigation of
this planet was the beginning of the search for the enemy. For him-
self, it had proved to be the final link in a chain of discovery and
reasoning that had started when they first began to hear the
strange murmurings in space.

He knew the identity of the most monstrous alien intelligence
conceivable. He could guess its terrible purpose. He had carefully
analyzed what must be done.

His problem was no longer: What is the danger? He had reached
the stage where he needed, above all, to put over his solution with-
out compromise. Unfortunately, men who had knowledge of only
one or two sciences might not be able, or even willing, to compre-
hend the potentialities of the deadliest danger that had ever con-
fronted all the life of the entire intergalactic universe. The solution
itself might become the center of a violent controversy.





adequate for action on the largest scale.
Would you please call a special meeting, so that I may present

my suggested solution?

He signed it, "Sincerely yours, Elliott Grosvenor," and wondered
if Kent would notice that he was offering a solution, but not sup-
portive evidence. While he waited for a reply, he quietly moved the
rest of his personal belongings from his cabin to the Nexial depart-
ment. It was the last act in a defense plan that included the possi-
bility of a siege.

The answer arrived the following morning.

DEAR MR. GROSVENOR:

I have communicated to Mr. Kent the gist of your memo of yes-
terday afternoon. He suggests that you make a report on the en-
closed form, A-16--4, and expressed surprise that you had not done
so as a matter of course.

We are in receipt of other evidence and theory on this matter.
Yours will be given careful consideration along with the rest.

Will you please submit the form, properly filled out, as soon as
possible.

Yours truly,
Jo~ Fomu.i'~
For Mr. Kent

Grosvenor read the letter grimly. He did not doubt that Kent had
made sharp remarks to the secretary about the only Nexialist on the
ship. Even as it was, Kent had probably restrained his language.
The turmoil, the reservoir of hatred that was in the man, was still
suppressed. If Korita was right, it would come out in a crisis. This
was the "winter" period of man's present civilization, and entire



on Kent's desk for weeks.
Grosvenor delivered the form in person. He didn't expect a

prompt reply, but he remained in his department. He even had his
meals sent up. Two twenty-hour periods went by, and then a note
arrived from Kent. -

DEAR MR. GROSVENOR:

In glancing over Form A-16--4, which you have submitted for
consideration of the council, I notice that you have failed to specify
your recommendations. Since we have received other recommenda-
tions on this matter, and intend to combine the best features of
each into a comprehensive plan, we would appreciate receiving from
you a detailed recommendation.

Will you please give this your prompt attention?

It was signed, "Gregory Kent, Acting Director." Grosvenor took
Kent's personal signature to the letter to mean that he had scored a
direct hit, and that the main action was about to begin.

He doctored himself with drugs that would produce symptoms
indistinguishable from influenza. While he waited for his body to
react, he wrote another note to Kent, this time to the effect that he
was too sick to prepare the recommendations - "which are neces-
sarily long, since they would have to include a considerable body of
interpretive reasoning based on the known facts of many sciences.
Still, it might be wise to start immediately on the preliminary
propaganda in order to accustom the members of the expedition to
the notion of spending an extra five years in space."

As soon as he had slipped the letter into the mail chute, he
called Dr. Eggert's office. His timing, as it turned out, was sharper
than he had anticipated. In ten minutes Dr. Eggert came in and put
down his bag.



He packed his instruments. "I'll have an attendant up right away to
look after you. We don't take any chances with strange bugs."

There was a grunt from Kent. Grosvenor, who had glanced occa-
sionally at the Acting Director with simulated puzzlement, looked
up questioningly. Kent said in an annoyed tone, "What seems to be
the trouble, Doctor?"

"Can't tell yet. We'll see what the lab tests bring out." He
frowned. "I've taken samples from almost every part of him. So far,
the symptoms are fever and some evidence of fluid in the lungs." He
shook his head. "I'm afraid I can't let you talk to him now, Greg.
This may be serious."

Kent said brusquely, "We'll have to take the risk. Mr. Grosvenor
is in possession of valuable information and" - he spoke deliberately
- "I feel sure he is still strong enough to give it."

Dr. Eggert looked at Grosvenor. "How do you feel?" he asked.
"I can still talk," Grosvenor said weakly. His face felt hot. His

eyes ached. But one of the two reasons why he had made himself
sick was the hope that it would impel Kent to come up, as he now
had.

The other reason was that he didn't want to attend in person any
meeting of scientists Kent might call. Here in this department and
here alone he could defend himself from hasty actions the others
might decide to take against him.

The doctor glanced at his watch. "Tell you what," he said to Kent
and, more indirectly, to Grosvenor, "I'm sending up an attendant.
The conversation has to be over by the time he gets here. All right?"

Kent said with false heartiness, "Fine!"
Grosvenor nodded.
From the door, Dr. Eggert said, "Mr. Fander will be up here in

about twenty minutes."
When he had gone, Kent came slowly to the edge of the bed and

looked down at Grosvenor. He stood like that for a long moment,



pretty predictable man, Mr. Kent. You see, I expected you to handle
my letters the way you did. I expected you to come up here with" -
he glanced at the other two men - "a couple of hatchetmen. Under
the circumstances, I think rm justified in insisting on a meeting of
the heads, so that I can personally present my recommendations."

If he had had time, he would have jerked up his arm then to de-
fend himself. Too late, he saw that Kent was more furious than he
had suspected.

'Pretty smart, eh!" the chemist said savagely. His hand came up.
He struck Grosvenor in the face with his palm. He spoke again
through clenched teeth. "So you're sick, are you? People sick with
strange diseases sometimes go out of their heads, and they some-
times have to be severely handled because they insanely attack
their dearest friends."

Grosvenor stared at him blurrily. He put his hand up to his face.
And, because he was feverish and genuinely weak, he had trouble
slipping the antidote into his mouth. He pretended to be holding his
cheek where Kent had struck him. He swallowed the new drug, and
then said shakily, "All right, I'm insane. Now what?"

If Kent was surprised by the reaction, his words did not show it.
He asked curtly, "What do you really want?"

Grosvenor had to fight a moment of nausea. When that was past,
he replied, "I want you to start propaganda to the effect that, in
your judgment, what has been discovered about the enemy intelli-
gence will require the members of this ship to adjust themselves to
staying in space five years longer than was anticipated. That's all
for now. When you've done that, I'll tell you what you want to
know."

He was beginning to feel better. The antidote was working. The
fever was down. And he meant exactly what he had said. His plan
was not inflexible. At any stage, Kent or, later on, the group could
accept his proposals, and that would end his series of stratagems.



Kent clenched and unclenched his hands. "It's impossible! How
could I possibly explain my action to the department heads?"

Watching the little man, Grosvenor suspected that the crisis was
imminent. "You don't have to tell them at this point. All you have to
do is promise the information."

One of the technicians, who had been watching Kent's face,
spoke up. "Look, chief, this man doesn't seem to realize he's
speaking to the Director. How about us working him over?"

Kent, who had been on the point of saying something more,
stopped himself. He stepped back, licking his lips. Then he nodded
vigorously. "You're right, Bredder. I don't know how I came to start
arguing with him. Just a minute while I lock the door. Then we'll-"

Grosvenor warned, "I wouldn't shut it if I were you. It'll set off
alarms all over the ship."

Kent, one hand on the door, stopped and turned. There was a set
smile on his face. 'All right, then," he said stiffly, "we'll take you
apart with the door open. Start talking, my friend."

The two technicians stepped forward quickly. Grosvenor said,
"Bredder, have you ever heard of a peripheral electrostatic charge?"
As the two men hesitated, he went on grimly. "Touch me and you'll
burn. Your hands will blister. Your face-"

Both men were straightening, pulling away. The blond Bredder
glanced uneasily at Kent. Kent said angrily, 'The amount of elec-
tricity in a man's body couldn't kill a fly."

Grosvenor shook his head. "Aren't you a little out of your field,
Mr. Kent? The electricity isn't in my body, but it will be in yours if
you lay a hand on me."

Kent took out his vibrator and deliberately made an adjustment
on it. "Stand back!" he said to his assistants. "I'm going to give him
a timed spray of one-tenth of a second. It won't knock him uncon-
scious, but it'll jar every molecule in his body."



multaneously nullified the energy you discharged, except near the
muzzle. I hope it didn't burn you too badly."

Kent had control of himself. He was white and tense, but calm.
'This will cost you dearly," he said in a low voice. 'When the others
find out that one man is trying to force his ideas-" He broke off and
gestured imperiously to his two henchmen. "Come along, we're
through here for the time being."

Fully eight minutes after they had gone, Fander came in. It was
necessary for Grosvenor to explain patiently several times that he
was no longer sick. And it required even longer to persuade Dr. Eg-
gert, whom the young man summoned. Grosvenor did not worry
about being found out. It would take a definite suspicion plus con-
siderable research to identify the drug he had used.

In the end, they left him alone, with the advice that he remain in
his quarters for a day or so. Grosvenor assured them that he would
follow their instructions, and he meant it. In the hard days ahead,
the Nexial department would be his fortress.

He didn't know just what might be done against him, but here he
was as ready as he could be.

About an hour after the doctors had departed, there was a click
in the mail-delivery chute. It was from Kent, an announcement of a
meeting called, according to the wording, at the request of Elliott
Grosvenor. It quoted from Grosvenor's first letter to Kent, and ig-
nored all subsequent events. The printed form ended: 'In view of Mr.
Grosvenor's past performances, the Acting Director feels that he is
entitled to a hearing."

At the bottom of Grosvenor's notice, Kent had written in long-
hand: "Dear Mr. Grosvenor: In view of your illness, I have instructed
Mr. Gourlay's staff to connect your communicator with the control-
room auditorium, so that you may participate from your sickbed.
The meeting will otherwise be private."



nor, smiled grimly, and then turned to face his small audience.
Grosvenor saw that he wore a bandage on his left hand.

'Gentlemen," said Kent, "without further preamble, I am going to
call on Mr. Grosvenor." Once more he looked up at the communi-
cator plate, and the same savage smile was on his face. He said,
"Mr. Grosvenor, you may proceed."

Grosvenor began, "Gentlemen, about a week ago, I had enough
evidence to justify this ship's taking action against the alien intelli-
gence of this galaxy. That may seem like a tremendous statement,
and it is an unfortunate fact that I can merely give you my inter-
pretation of the available evidence. I cannot prove to everybody pre-
sent that such a being does actually exist. Some of you will realize
that my reasoning is sound. Others, lacking knowledge of certain
sciences, will feel that the conclusions are distinctly controversial. I
have racked my brain over the problem of how to convince you that
my solution is the only safe one. Tellng you what experiments I
made happens to be one of the steps which it seemed reasonable to
take."

He made no mention of the fact that he had already had to evolve
an elaborate ruse in order to obtain a hearing at all. In spite of what
had happened, he had no desire to antagonize Kent any more than
was necessary.

He continued, 'I want now to call on Mr. Courlay. I am sure you
will not be too surprised when I tell you that all this goes back to
automatic C-g. I wonder if you would tell your colleagues about it."

The communications chief looked at Kent, who shrugged and
nodded. Gourlay hesitated, then said, 'It's impossible to say just
when C-g came on. For the benefit of those who are feeling ignorant
right now, C-g is a minor screen that is activated automatically
when the dust in the surrounding space reaches a density that
could be dangerous to a ship on the move. The apparent density of
the dust in any given volume of space is of course relatively greater



was mostly solid, a few simple elements being present and traces of
many compounds-which could have been formed at the moment of
condensation-and a little free gas, mostly hydrogen. Now, the trou-
ble is that what we got probably bears very little resemblance to the
dust as it exists outside, but the problem of collecting it in its origi-
nal form has never been satisfactorily solved. The very process used
in capturing it causes it to change in many ways. We can never
more than guess at how it functions in space." The physicist lifted
his hands helplessly. "That's all I can say now."

Grosvenor continued. "I could go on asking various department
heads what they found out. But I believe I can summarize their dis-
coveries without doing anyone an injustice. Both Mr. Smith's and
Mr. Kent's departments ran into much the same problem as did Mr.
von Grossen's. I believe that Mr. Smith by various means saturated
the atmosphere of a cage with the dust. The animals he put into the
cage showed no ill effects, so he finally tested it on himself. Mr.
Smith, have you anything to add to that?"

Smith shook his head. 'If it's a life form, you can't prove it by me.
I admit that the closest we got to getting the real stuff was when we
went out in a lifeboat, opened all the doors, then closed them, and
let air into the boat again. There were slight changes in the chemi-
cal content of the air, but nothing important."

Grosvenor said, 'So much for the factual data. I also, among
other things, performed the experiment of taking out the lifeboat
and letting the space dust drift in through open doors. What I was
interested in was: If it's life, what does it feed on? So after I had
pumped the air back into my lifeboat, I analyzed it. Then I killed a
couple of small animals, and again analyzed the atmosphere. I sent
samples of the atmosphere as it was before and after to Mr. Kent,
Mr. von Grossen, and Mr. Smith. There were several very minute
chemical changes. They could be attributed to analytical error. But
I should like to ask Mr. von Grossen to tell you what he found."



gence. That's too much for me to swallow."
Grosvenor said nothing. The mental jump he wanted them to

make was even more farfetched than that, though the difference
was subtle. Already, the feeling of disappointment was strong in
him. He began to stiffen himself for the next step.

Kent said sharply, "Come, come, Mr. Grosvenor. Explain your-
self, and then we will make up' our minds."

Grosvenor began reluctantly. "Gentlemen, your failure to see the
answer at this point is very disturbing to me. I foresee that we are
going to have trouble. Consider my position. I have given you the
available evidence, including a description of the experiments which
led me to identify our enemy. it is already clear that my conclusions
will be regarded as distinctly controversial. And yet, if I am right-
and I'm convinced of it-failure to take the action I have in mind will
be disastrous for the human race and for all other intelligent life in
the universe. But here is the situation: If I tell you, then the deci-
sion is out of my hands. The majority will decide, and there will be
no legal recourse from their decision, so far as I can see."

He paused to let that sink in. Some of the men glanced at each
other, frowning. Kent said, "Wait. I have already come up against
the stone wall of this man's egotism."

It was his first hostile comment of the meeting. Grosvenor
glanced at him quickly, then turned away, and went on. "it is my
unhappy lot to inform you, gentlemen, that under the circum-
stances, this problem ceases to be scientific and becomes political.
Accordingly, I have to insist that my solution be accepted. A satis-
factory propaganda must be launched, in which Acting Director
Kent and every head of a department commits himself to the notion
that the Space Beagle will have to remain in space the equivalent of
five Earth years extra, though we should act as if it were five star
years. I am going to give you my interpretation, but I want each
head to adjust himself to the notion that he must irrevocably stake



ing us, this last at a time when he will have literally no recourse but
to pursue our ship in the hope that we will lead him to another and
better source of food than is available here. Most of our time will be
taken up in making sure that we do not guide him back to our own
galaxy."

He paused, then said quietly, "Well, gentlemen, there you have it.
I can see on various faces that the reaction is going to be a split one
and that we are in for one of those deadly controversies."

He stopped. There was silence, and then a man said, "Five
years." It was almost a sigh, and it acted like a cue. All over the
room, men stirred uneasily.

Grosvenor said quickly, "Earth years."
He had to keep pressing that. He had deliberately chosen what

seemed the longer way of estimating time, so that, when translated
into star years, it would seem somewhat less. The fact was that Star
Time, with its hundred-minute hour, its twenty-hour day, and its
three-hundred-and-sixty-day year, was a psychological device. Once
adjusted to the longer day, people tended to forget how much time
was passing according to their older ways of thinking.

In the same way, now, he expected them to feel relieved when
they realized that the extra time would amount to just about three
years, Star Time.

Kent was speaking. "Any other comments?"
Von Grossen said unhappily, 'I cannot honestly accept Mr. Gros-

venor's analysis. I have great respect for him in view of his past
performances. But he is asking us to take on faith what I am sure
we could understand if he actually had valid evidence. I reject the
notion that Nexialism provides so sharp an integration of sciences
that only individuals trained by its methods can hope to under-
stand the more intricate interrelated phenomena."

Grosvenor said curtly, "Aren't you rejecting rather hastily some-
thing which you have never troubled to investigate?"



ways offering to teach us how to be his equal."
"Any more comments?" It was Kent, his voice shriller, and edged

with triumph.
Several men made as if to speak, but seemingly thought better of

it. Kent went on, "Rather than waste any time, I think we should
take a vote as to what the majority feels about Mr. Grosvenor's pro-
posal. I'm sure we all want to have a general reaction."

He walked forward slowly. Grosvenor could not see his face, but
there was arrogance in the way the man held himself. Kent said,
"Let's have a showing of hands. All in favor of accepting Mr. Gros-
venor's method-which involves remaining five extra years in space -
please raise your hands."

Not a single hand came up.
A man said querulously, "It'll take a little while to think this

through."
Kent paused to answer that. "We're trying to get the as-of-now

opinion. It's important to all of us to know what the chief scientists
of this ship think."

He broke off, and called out, "Those definitely against, raise your
hands!"

All except three hands came up. In a lightning glance, Grosvenor
identified the three who had abstained. They were Korita, McCann,
and von Grossen.

Belatedly, he saw that Captain Leeth, who stood near Kent, had
also abstained.

Grosvenor said quickly, "Captain Leeth, this is surely a moment
when your constitutional right to take control of the ship would
apply. The danger is obvious."

"Mr. Grosvenor," said Captain Leeth slowly, "that would be true if
there were a visible enemy. As it is, I can act only on the advice of
the scientific experts." -



one of ironic good humor. He seemed to have forgotten that he had
a duty as Acting Director to maintain an atmosphere of dignity and
courtesy.

Meader, head of the botany subsection, reminded him angrily.
"Mr. Kent, I do not see how you can tolerate such an insolent re-
mark."

"That's right," said Grosvenor, "stand up for your rights. The
whole universe is in deadly danger, but your sense of dignity must
be maintained."

McCann spoke for the first time, uneasily. "Korita, if there were a
kind of entity out there such as Grosvenor has described, how
would that fit in with cyclic history?"

The archeologist shook his head unhappily. "Very tenuously, I'm
afraid. We could postulate a primitive life form." He looked around
the room. 'I am far more concerned with the evidences of the reality
of cyclic history among my friends. Pleasure in the defeat of a man
who has made us all feel a little uneasy because of his achieve-
ments. The suddenly revealed egomania of that man." He gazed re-
gretfully up at Grosvenor's image. "Mr. Grosvenor, I am very disap-
pointed that you have seen fit to make the statements that you
have."

"Mr. Korita," said Grosvenor soberly, "if I had adopted any other
course than the one I have actually pursued, you would not even
have had the privilege of hearing me tell these honorable gentlemen-
many of whom I admire as individuals-what I have told them, and
what I have still to say."

"I feel confident," said Korita, "that the members of this expedi-
tion will do what is necessary, regardless of personal sacrifice."

"It's hard to believe that," said Grosvenor. "I feel that many of
them were influenced by the fact that my plan would require five
extra years in space. I confess it's a cruel necessity, but I assure
you there is no alternative."



The uproar that began then was still going on when Grosvenor
broke the connection between his communicator and the control
room.



"Here in my rooms," said Grosvenor with a positiveness which he
hoped would impress any listeners-in, "you couldn't even kill me
with a club."

McCann hesitated, then said, "I'll be right up!" He broke the con-
nection.

He must have been very near, for it was less than a minute later
that the hidden corridor detectors began to report his approach.
Presently, his head and shoulders flashed across a communicator
plate, and a relay switch closed into position. Since it was part of an
automatic defense process, Grosvenor deactivated it manually.

A few seconds later, McCann came through the open door. He
paused on the threshold, and then came forward shaking his head.

"I was worried there. Despite your reassurance, I had the feeling
that batteries of weapons were pointing at me. And yet I saw noth-
ing." He looked searchingly into Grosvenor's face. "Are you pulling a
bluff?"

Grosvenor said slowly, 'I'm a little worried myself. Don, you've
shaken my faith in your integrity. I honestly didn't expect you to
come up here carrying a bomb."

McCann looked blank. "But I'm not. If your instruments show
any such-" He stopped. He took off his coat. He began to search
himself. Suddenly, his movements slowed. His face was pale as he
brought up a wafer-thin gray object about two inches long. "What is
it?" he asked.

"A stabilized plutonium alloy."
"Atomic!"
"No, it's not radioactive, not as it is. But it can be dissolved into a

radioactive gas by the beam from a high-frequency transmitter. The
gas would give us both radiation burns."

"Grove, I swear to you that I knew nothing of this."
"Did you tell anyone you were coming?"
"Naturally. This whole part of the ship is blocked off."



wretch drugged me."
"I could probably find out for sure just how much of a dose you

were given." Grosvenor spoke deliberately. "A blood test would do
it."

"I wish you'd make it. That would prove-"
Grosvenor shook his head. "It would only prove that you actually

underwent such an experience. It wouldn't prove that you didn't do
so willingly. Far more convincing to me is the fact that no man in
his right senses would permit plutonium alloy Pua-72 to be dis-
solved in his presence. According to my automatic nullifiers, they've
been trying to dissolve it now for at least a minute."

McCann was white. "Grove, I'm through with that vulture. I ad-
mit I was in a state of conflict, and I agreed to report to him the
result of my conversation with you-but I intended to warn you that I
was bound to make such a report."

Grosvenor smiled. "It's all right, Don. I believe you. Sit down."
"What about this?" McCann held out the small metal 'bomb."
Grosvenor took it and carried it to the little vault he had for his

radioactive material. He came back and seated himself. He said, "I
imagine there'll be an attack. The only way Kent could justify to the
others what he's done is to make sure that we are rescued in time
for us to be given medical treatment for radioactive burns."

He finished, "We can watch it in that plate."
The attack registered first on several electronic detectors of the

electric-eye type. Faint lights flashed on a wall instrument board,
and a buzzer sounded.

They saw the attackers presently as images on the large plate
above the instruments. About a dozen men in space suits rounded
a distant corner and approached along the corridor. Grosvenor rec-
ognized von Grossen and two of his assistants from the physics
department, four chemists, of whom two were from the biochemis-
try division, three of Gourlay's communications experts, and two



stopped, McCann said, "I'm surprised to see von Grossen out there.
I think he admires you."

Grosvenor said, "I stung him when I called him and the others
amateurs. He's come to see for himself what I can do."

Out in the corridor, the group of attackers seemed to be con-
sulting. Grosvenor went on. "What, specifically, brought you up
here?"

McCann's gaze was on the plate. "I wanted you to know you were
not completely alone. Several executives asked me to tell you they
were with you." He broke off distractedly. "Let's not talk now, not
while that’s going on."

"Now is as good a time as any."
McCann seemed not to hear. "I don't see how you're going to stop

them," he said uneasily. "They've got enough power out there to
burn down your walls."

Grosvenor made no comment, and McCann faced him. "I've got
to be frank with you," he said. "I'm in a state of conflict. I feel sure
you're right. But your tactics are too unethical for me." He appeared
unaware that he had turned his attention from the viewing plate.

Grosvenor said, "There's only one other possible tactic, and that
is to run for election against Kent. Since he's only Acting Director,
and was not himself elected, I could probably force an election
within about a month."

"Why don't you?"
"Because," said Grosvenor with a shudder, "I'm afraid. The thing-

out there is practically starving to death. At any time it's liable to
make a try for another galaxy, and it might very well go for ours. We
can't wait a month."

'And yet," McCann pointed out, 'your plan is to drive it from this
galaxy, and you've estimated that will take a whole year."

"Have you ever tried to snatch food from a carnivore?" Grosvenor
asked. "It tries to hold on to it, doesn't it? It will even fight for it. My



on a fairly theoretical basis. Nexial training reduced it to definite
techniques."

McCann was silent, studying him. He said finally, "What kind of
future do you envisage for man? Do you expect us all to become
Nexialists?"

"On board this ship it's a necessity. For the race as a whole, it's
still impractical. In the long run, however, there can be no excuse
for any individual not knowing what it is possible for him to know.
Why shouldn't he? Why should he stand under the sky of his planet
and look up at it with the stupid eyes of superstition and ignorance,
deciding vital issues on the basis of somebody's fooling him? The
smashed civilizations of Earth's antiquity are evidence of what hap..
pens to a man's descendants when he reacts blindly to situations,
or if he depends on authoritarian doctrines."

He shrugged. "At the moment a lesser goal is possible. We must
make men skeptical. The shrewd though illiterate peasant who has
to be shown concrete evidence is the spiritual forebear of the scien-
tist. On every level of understanding, the skeptic partly makes up
for his lack of specific knowledge by his attitude of 'Show me! I've
got an open mind, but what you say cannot by itself convince me."

McCann was thoughtful. "You Nexialists are going to break
through the cyclic-history pattern, is that what you have in mind?"

Grosvenor hesitated, then said, "I confess I was not too con-
scious of its importance till I met Korita. I've been impressed. I
imagine the theory can stand a great deal of revision. Such words
as 'race' and 'blood' are particularly meaningless, but the general
pattern seems to fit the facts."

McCann had returned his attention to the attackers. He said,
puzzled, "They seem to be taking a long time getting started. You'd
think they'd have made their plans before they came this far."



The others didn't realize that what he was doing was new to him.
He had had the knowledge, of course, for a long time. But this was
practical application. He was taking action that had never been
taken before, anywhere, in quite the same way. He had used phe-
nomena from many sciences, improvising to fit his purpose and to
suit the exact environment in which he was operating.

It was working-as he had expected it would. His understanding,
so sharp, so broadly based, left little room for error.

But the physical reality exhilarated him in spite of his preknowl-
edge.

McCann came back and sat down. "Will the floor actually col-
lapse?"

Grosvenor shook his head. "You're not getting it. The floor is un-
changed. They are sinking into it. If they proceed much farther,
they'll fall through." He laughed in sudden glee. "I'd just like to have
a good look at Gourlay's face when his assistants report the phe-
nomenon. This is his 'balloon,' teleportation, hyperspace notion,
with an idea added from oil geology and two techniques of plant
chemistry."

"What's the geology notion?" McCann began. He stopped. "Well,
I'll be damned. You mean the way we get oil these days without
drilling. We just create a condition on the surface to which all oil in
the vicinity has to come." He frowned. "But, just a minute. There's a
factor that-"

"There are a dozen factors, my friend," said Grosvenor. He went
on soberly, "I repeat, this is laboratory stuff. A lot of things work at
close quarters on very little power."

McCann said, "Why didn't you use a little of this trickery against
pussy and the scarlet monster?"

"I've told you. I've rigged this situation. I worked through many a
sleep hour installing my equipment, something which I never had a
chance to do against our alien enemies. Believe me, if I had had



Grosvenor made no reply. He had already seen.



acceleration could stop short in mid-flight, even if it had been trav-
eling at millions of miles a second.

The group attacking Grosvenor's department merely loaded their
weapons onto the long, narrow rafts, climbed aboard themselves,
and activated them to a suitable field intensity. Then, using mag-
netic attraction, they drew themselves forward toward the open door
two hundred feet away.

They proceeded about fifty feet, then slowed, came to a full stop,
and began to back. Then they stopped again.

Grosvenor, who had been busy at his instrument board, came
back and sat down beside the puzzled McCann.

The geologist asked, "What did you do?"
Grosvenor answered without hesitation. "As you saw, they pro-

pelled themselves forward by pointing directional magnets at the
steel walls ahead. I set up a repeller field, which is nothing new in
itself. But actually this version of it is part of a temperature process
more related to the way you and I maintain our body heat than it is
to heat physics. Now they'll have to use jet propulsion, or ordinary
screw propellers, or even"-he laughed-"oars."

McCann, his gaze on the viewing plate, said grimly, "They're not
going to bother. They're going to turn their heater loose. Better shut
the door!"

"Wait!"
McCann swallowed visibly. "But the heat will come in here. We'll

roast."
Grosvenor shook his head. "I've told you; what I did was part of a

process involving temperature. Fed new energy, the whole metal
environment will seek to maintain its equilibrium on a somewhat
lower level. There-look."

The mobile heat blaster was turning white. It was a white that
made McCann curse softly under his breath. "Frost," he mumbled.
"But how . . ."



it?" he asked. "I don't recall seeing it before."
With a quick, rippling, almost casual movement, Grosvenor de-

pressed seven of the keys, then reached over and touched a main
release switch. There was a clear, yet soft, musical note. Its over-
tones seemed to stay in the air for several seconds after the basic
note had died away.

Grosvenor looked up. "What association did that bring to your
mind?"

McCann hesitated. There was an odd expression on his face. "I
had a picture of an organ playing in a church. Then that changed,
and I was at a political rally where the candidate had provided fast,
stimulating music to make everybody happy." He broke off, and said
breathlessly, "So this is how you could win an election."

"One of the methods."
McCann was tense. "Man, what terrific power you have."
Grosvenor said, "It doesn't affect me."
"But you're conditioned. You can't expect to condition the whole

human race."
"A baby is conditioned when it learns to walk, move its arms,

speak. Why not extend the conditioning to hypnotism, chemical
responses, the effects of food? It was possible hundreds of years
ago. It would prevent a lot of disease, heartache, and the kind of
catastrophe that derives from misunderstanding of one's own body
and mind."

McCann was turning back to the mounted, spindle-shaped in-
strument. "How does it work?"

"It's an arrangement of crystals with electrical circuits. You know
how electricity can distort certain crystalline structures. By setting
up a pattern, an ultrasonic vibration is emitted, which by-passes
the ear and directly stimulates the brain. I can play on that the way
a musician plays on his instrument, creating emotional moods that
strike too deep for any untrained person to resist."



Grosvenor frowned. "That's too dangerous," he said. 'If I intensi-
fied that enough, some of the men might curl up again in the womb
position." He paused. 'How about this?"

Rapidly, he set up a new pattern, and then touched the activat-
ing switch. He drew a bell-like sound, with a soft, soft tinkling in
the distant background.

"I was a baby," said McCann, 'and it was bedtime. Gosh, I'm
sleepy." He seemed not to notice that he had reverted to the present
tense. Involuntarily, he yawned.

Grosvenor opened a drawer in a table beside the machine, and
took out two plastic headpieces. He handed one to McCann. 'Better
put that on."

He slipped the other over his own head, while his companion,
with evident reluctance, did the same. McCann said gloomily, "I
guess I'm just not made to be Machiavellian. I suppose you'll try to
tell me that meaningless sounds have been used before to evoke
emotions and influence people."

Grosvenor, who had been setting a dial pointer, paused to an-
swer. He said earnestly, 'People think a thing ethical or unethical
depending on the associations that come to their minds at the mo-
ment, or while they're considering the problem in retrospect. That
doesn't mean that no system of ethics has any validity. I personally
subscribe to the principle that our ethical measuring rod should be
that which benefits the greatest number, provided that it doesn't
include extermination or torture of, or denial of rights to, individu-
als who do not conform. Society has to learn to salvage the man
who is ill or ignorant."

He was intent now. "Please note that I have never used this de-
vice before. I have never used hypnosis except when Kent invaded
my department-though of course I intend to do so now. From the
moment the trip began, I could have lured people up here by
stimulating them in a dozen unsuspected ways. Why didn't I? Be-



picture in your mind of a dictator-myself-taking over a democracy
by force. That picture is false, because a ship on a cruise can be
run only by quasi-democratic methods. And the greatest difference
of all is that at the end of the voyage I can be brought to account."

McCann sighed. 'I suppose you're right," he said. He glanced at
the plate. Grosvenor followed his gaze, and saw that the space-
suited men were trying to propel themselves forward by pushing
against the wall. Their hands tended to go right into the walls, but
there was some resistance. They were making slow progress.
McCann was speaking again. "What are you going to do now?"

"I intend to put them to sleep-like this." He touched the activat-
ing switch.

The bell sound seemed no louder than before. Yet in the corridor
the men slumped over.

Grosvenor stood up. 'That will repeat every ten minutes, and I've
got resonators spread all through the ship to pick up the vibrations
and echo them. Come along."

"Where are we going?"
"I want to install a circuit breaker in the main electric-switch

system of the ship."
He secured the breaker from the film room, and a moment later

was leading the way into the corridor.
Everywhere they went, men lay sleeping. At first, McCann mar-

veled out loud. Then he grew silent and looked troubled. He said
finally, "It's hard to believe that human beings are basically so
helpless."

Grosvenor shook his head. "It's worse than you think." They were
in the engine room now, and he crawled onto a lower tier of the
electric switchboard. It required less than ten minutes to fit in his
circuit breaker. He came down silently, nor did he subsequently
explain what he had done or what he intended to do.



rent through the circuit breaker he had installed.
All over the ship, the constantly burning lights flickered ever so

slightly in a Nexial version of the Rum hypnotic pattern. Instantly,
without knowing it, every man aboard was deeply hypnotized.

Grosvenor began to play on his emotion-educing machine. He
concentrated on thoughts of courage and sacrifice, duty to the race
in the face of danger. He even evolved a complex emotional pattern
that would stimulate the feeling that time was passing at double,
even treble, what had been normal before.

The basis laid, he activated the "General Call" of the ship's com-
municator, and gave exact commands. The main instructions
stated, he then told the men that each and every one would there-
after respond instantly to a cue word without ever knowing what
that cue word was, or remembering it after it was given.

Then he gave them amnesia for the entire hypnotic experience.
He went down to the engine room and removed the circuit breaker.

He returned to his own room, wakened everyone, and called
Kent. He said, 'I withdraw my ultimatum. I'm ready to give myself
up. I've suddenly realized that I cannot bring myself to go against
the wishes of the other members of the ship. I would like another
meeting, at which I will appear in person. Naturally, I intend to urge
once more that we wage all-out warfare against the alien intelli-
gence of this galaxy."

He was not surprised when the ship's executives, strangely
unanimous in their change of heart, agreed that after consideration
they could see that the evidence was clear, and that the danger was
compellingly urgent.

Acting Director Kent was instructed to pursue the enemy relent-
lessly, and without regard for the comfort of the members of the
ship.





Through all the countless, tenuous cells of its structure came mes-
sages from near and far, proclaiming that there was not enough
food. For long now, all the cells had had to do with less.

Slowly, the Anabis had come to realize that it was either too big-
or too small. It had made a fatal mistake in growing with such
abandon during its early days. In those years, the future had
seemed limitless. The galactic space, where its form could wax ever
huger, had appeared of endless extent. It had expanded with all the
vaunting, joyous excitement of a lowborn organism grown conscious
of stupendous destiny.

It was lowborn. In the dim beginning it had been only gas oozing
from a mist-covered swamp. It was an odorless, tasteless, colorless
gas, yet somehow, someway, a dynamic combination was struck.
And there was life.

At first it was nothing but a puff of invisible mist. Ardently, it
darted over the muggy, muddy waters that had spawned it, twist-
ing, diving, pursuing incessantly and with a gathering alertness, a
gathering need, striving to be present while something-anything-
was being killed.

For the death of others was its life.
Not for it was the knowledge that the process by which it sur-

vived was one of the most intricate that had ever been produced by
a natural life chemistry. Its interest was in pleasure and exhilara-
tion, not in information. What a joy it felt when it was able to swoop
over two insects, as they buzzed in a furious death struggle, envelop
them, and wait, trembling in every gassy atom, for the life force of
the defeated to spray with tingling effect against its own insubstan-
tial elements.

There was a timeless period then, when its life was only that
aimless search for food. And its world was a narrow swamp, a gray,
nubiferous environment, where it lived its contented, active, idyllic,
almost mindless existence. But even in that area of suffused sun-



grew, and once more it hungered. Of necessity, it became aware
that there was life beyond the swamp. And, one day, when it ven-
tured farther than ever before, it came upon two gigantic armored
beasts at the bloody climax of a death struggle. The sustained thrill
that came as the defeated monster's life force streamed through its
vitals, the sheer quantity of energy it received, provided ecstasy
greater than it had experienced during all its previous lifetime. In a
few hours, while the victor devoured the writhing vanquished, the
Anabis grew by ten thousand times ten thousand.

During the single day and night period that followed, the steam-
ing jungle world was enveloped. The Anabis overflowed every ocean,
every continent, and spread up to where the eternal clouds gave
way to unadulterated sunlight. Later, in the days of its intelligence,
it was able to analyze what happened then. Whenever it gained in
bulk, it absorbed certain gases from the atmosphere around it. To
bring this about, two agents were needed, not just one. There was
the food it had to search for. And there was the natural action of
ultraviolet radiation from the sun. In the swamp, far below the up-
per reaches of that water-laden atmosphere, only a minute quantity
of the necessary short waves had come through. The results were
correspondingly tiny, localized, and potentially only planetary in
scope.

As it emerged from the mist, it was increasingly exposed to ultra-
violet light. The dynamic expansion that began then did not slow for
eons. On the second day, it reached the nearest planet. In a meas-
urable time, it spread to the limits of the galaxy, and reached out
automatically for the shining stuff of other star systems. But there
it met defeat in distances that seemed to yield nothing to its grop-
ing, tenuous matter.

It took in knowledge as it took in food. And in the early days it
believed the thoughts were its own. Gradually, it grew aware that
the electrical nerve energy it absorbed at each death scene brought



great slices of other jungle worlds through hyperspace. It projected
cold planets nearer their suns.

It wasn't enough.
The days of its power seemed but a moment. Wherever it fed, it

grew vaster. Despite its enormous intelligence, it could never strike
a balance anywhere. With horrendous fear, it foresaw that it was
doomed within a measurable time.

The coming of the ship brought hope. By stretching dangerously
thin in one direction, it would follow the ship to where it had come
from. Thus would begin a desperate struggle to remain alive by
jumping from galaxy to galaxy, spreading ever farther into the im-
mense night. Throughout those years its hope must be that it would
be able to junglize planets, and that space had no end.

To the men, darkness made no difference. The Space Beagle
crouched on a vast plain of jagged metal. Every porthole shed light.
Great searchlights poured added illumination on rows of engines
that were tearing enormous holes into the all-iron world. At the be-
ginning the iron was fed into a single manufacturing machine,
which turned out unstable iron torpedoes at the rate of one every
minute, and immediately launched them into space.

By dawn of the next morning, the manufacturing machine itself
began to be manufactured, and additional robot feeders poured raw
iron into each new unit. Soon, a hundred, then thousands of
manufacturing machines were turning out those slim, dark torpe-
does. In ever greater numbers they soared into the surrounding
night, scattering their radioactive substance to every side. For thirty
thousand years those torpedoes would shed their destroying atoms.
They were designed to remain within the gravitational field of their
galaxy, but never to fall on a planet or into a sun.

As the slow, red dawn of the second morning brightened the ho-
rizon, engineer Pennons reported on the "General Call."



He sat down, and Grosvenor rose to speak.
"I'm sure," he began, "we all understand that we are not going to

this remote star system. It would take us centuries, perhaps thou-
sands of years, to reach it. All we want is to get this inimical life
form out where he will starve. We'll be able to tell if he's following us
by the murmurings of his thoughts. And we'll know he's dead when
the murmurings stop."

That was exactly what happened.

Time had passed. Grosvenor entered the auditorium room of his
department, and saw that his class had again enlarged. Every seat
was occupied, and several chairs had been brought in from adjoin-
ing rooms. He began his lecture of the evening.

"The problems which Nexialism confronts are whole problems.
Man has divided life and matter into separate compartments of
knowledge and being. And, even though he sometimes uses words
which indicate his awareness of that wholeness of nature, he con-
tinues to behave as if the one, changing universe has many sepa-
rately functioning parts. The techniques we will discuss tonight. .

He paused. He had been looking out over his audience, and his
gaze had suddenly fastened on a familiar figure well to the rear of
the room. After a moment's hesitation, Grosvenor went on.

… will show how this disparity between reality and man's be-
havior can be overcome."

He went on to describe the techniques, and in the back of the
room Gregory Kent took his first notes on the science of Nexialism.

And, carrying its little bit of human civilization, the expeditionary
ship Space Beagle sped at an ever increasing velocity through a
night that had no end.

And no beginning.


