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EARTH AND THE OVERLORDS

THE volcano that had reared Taratua up from th&fiPaepths had been sleeping
now for half a million years. Yet in a little whjlehought Reinhold, the

island would be bathed with fires fiercer than #mgt had attended its birth.

He glanced towards the launching site, and his dambed the pyramid of
scaffolding that still surrounded the Columbus. Thwmdred feet above the
ground, the ship's prow was catching the last ohyse descending sun. This

was one of the last nights it would ever know: sitavould be floating in the



eternal sunahine of space.

It was quiet here beneath the palms, high up omdtlkey spine of the island.

The only sound from the Project was the occasigaamering of an air
compressor or the faint shout of a workman. Reisiald grown fond of these
clustered palms; almost every evening he had caretb survey his little
empire. It saddened him to think that they wouldlasted to atoms when the
Columbus rose in flame and fury to the stars.

A mile beyond the reef, the James Forrestal hattbed on her searchlights and
was sweeping the dark waters. The sun had nowheshisompletely, and the swift
tropical night was racing In from the east. Reinhwbndered, a little
sardonically, if the carrier expected to find Rasssubmarines so close to
shore.

The thought of Russia turned his mind, as it alwdigisto Konrad, and that
morning in the cataclysmic spring of 1945. Morentiiairty years had passed,
but the memory of those last days when the Reichamambling beneath the waves
from the East and from the West had never fadectddéd still see Konrad's

tired blue eyes, and the golden stubble on his, @sinhey shook hands and
parted in that ruined Prussian village, while tbigees streamed endlessly
past. It was
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a parting that symbolized everything that had sheggpened to the world-the
cleavage between East and West. For Konrad chesedl to Moscow. Reinhold
had thought him a fool, but now he was not so sure.

For thirty years he had assumed that Konrad wag. dieaas only a week ago
that Colonel Sandmeyer, of Technical Intelligerte] given him the news. He
didn't like Sand-meyer, and he was sure the feeliag mutual. But neither let
that interfere with business.

"Mr. Hoffmann," the Colonel had begun, in his beficial manner, "I've just

had some alarming information from Washington.t&fs secret, of course, but
we've decided to break it to the engineering stafthat they'll realize the
necessity for speed.” He paused for effect, bugdsture was wasted on
Reinhold. Somehow, he already knew what was coming.

"The Russians are nearly level with us. They'vesgote kind of atomic drive-it
may even be more efficient than ours, and theylieling a ship on the shores

of Lake Baikal. We don't know how far they've daif Intelligence believe it

may be launched this year. You know what that mé&ans

Yes, thought Reinhold, | know. The race is on-agdmay not win it.

"Do you know who's running their team?" he had dsket really expecting an
answer. To his surprise, Colonel Sand-meyer hatguliacross a typewritten
sheet-and there at its head was the name: Kontateiier.

"You knew a lot of these men at PeenemOnde, dydn®" said the Colonel. "That
may give us some insight into their methods. Kd lyou to let me have notes

on as many of them as you can-their specialitresptight ideas they had, and
so on. | know it's asking a lot after all this thinet see what you can do."
"Konrad Schneider is the only one who matters,'hReld had answered. "He was
brilliant-the others are just competent engingdesaven only knows what he's
done in thirty years. Remember-he's probably sk@uaresults and we haven't



any of his. That gives him a decided advantage."

He hadn't meant this as a criticism of Intelligermg for a moment is seemed
as if Sandmeyer was going to be offended. Theil€tienel shrugged his
shoulders.

"It works both ways-you've told me that yourseltirGree exchange of
information means swifter progress, even if
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we do give away a few secrets. The Russian reseemdrtments probably don't
know what their own people are doing half the tilwe'll show them that
Democracy can get to the moon first.”

Democracy-Nuts! thought Reinhold, but knew bettantto say it. One Konrad
Schneider was worth a million names on an electothlAnd what had Konrad
done by this time, with all the resources of th&.8.R. behind him? Perhaps,
even now, his ship was already outward bound framhe ..

The sun which had deserted Taratua was still higlva Lake Baikal when Konrad
Schneider and the Assistant Commissar for Nuclemn8e walked slowly back
from the motor test rig. Their ears were still thibong painfully, though the

last thunderous echoes had died out across thedakainutes before.

"Why the long face?" asked Grigorievitch suddeli¥ou should be happy now. In
another month we'll be on our way, and the Yankak®e choking themselves
with rage."

"You're an optimist, as usual," said Schneidereflethough the motor works,

it's not as easy as that. True, | can't see amyuseobstacles now-but I'm

worried about the reports from Taratua. I've tadd yr\ow good Hoffmann is, and
he's got billions of dollars behind him. Those @goaphs of his ship aren't

very clear, but it looks as if it's not far fromnapletion. And we know he

tested his motor five weeks ago."

"Don't worry," laughed Grigorievitch. "They're tbees who are going to have
the big surprise. Remember-they don't know a thimgut us."

Schneider wondered if that was true, but decidec& much safer to express no
doubts. That might start Grigorievitch's mind expig far too many tortuous
channels, and if there had been a leak, he wondbifihard enough to clear
hiinself

The guard saluted as he reentered the administriatid]dmg. There were nearly
as many soldiers here, he thought grimly, as tecms. But that was how the
Russians did things, and as long as they keptfdusavay he had no

complaints. On the whole-with exasperating excegtievents bad turned out very
much as he had hoped. Only the future could téléibr Reinhold had made the
better choice.
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He was already at work on his final report whengbend of shouting voices
disturbed hint. For a moment he sat motionlesssatiésk, wondering what
conceivable event could have disturbed the rigsgigline of the camp. Then he
walked to the window-and for the first time in kife he knew despair.



The stars were all around him as Reinhold descetidelittle hill. Out at sea,
the Forrestal was still sweeping the water withfimegers of light, while

further along the beach the scaffolding round tb&i@bus had transformed
itself into an illuminated Christmas tree. Only fit@jecting prow of the ship

lay like a dark shadow across the stars.

A radio was blaring dance-music from the living daes, and unconsciously
Reinhold's feet accelerated to the rhythm.

He had almost reached the narrow road along the efdihpe sands when some
premonition, some half-glimpsed movement, madestop. Puzzled, he glanced
from land to sea and back again: it was some tittie before he thought of
looking at the sky.

Then Reinhold Hoffmann knew, as did Konrad Schrread¢his same moment, that
he had lost his race. And he knew that he hadtlasbt by the few weeks or
months that he had feared, but by millennia. Thgehand silent shadows driving
across the stars, more miles above his head thdarkd to guess, were as far
beyond his little Columbus as it surpassed thecwpes of paleolithic man.

For a moment that seemed to last forever, Reinlvaldhed, as all the world was
watching, while the great ships descended in the2rwhelming majesty-until at
last he could hear the faint scream of their pasfagugh the thin air of the
8tratosphere.

He felt no regrets as the work of a lifetime wagptwaway. He had laboured to
take men to the stars, and in the moment of su¢hesstars-the aloof,
indifferent stars-had come to him. This was the moeiwhen history held its
breath, and the present sheared asunder from sh@apan iceberg splits from
its frozen, parent cliffs, and goes sailing ouséa in lonely pride. All that

the past ages had achieved was as nothbig nowpaelyhought echoed and re-
echoed through Reinhold's brain:

The human race was no longer alone.
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Tii~ Secretary-General of the United Nations stoadiamless by the great
window, staring down at the crawling traffic on d Btreet. He sometimes
wondered if it was a good thing for any man to watlksuch an altitude above
his fellow humans. Detachment was all very well, ibaould change so easily
to indifference. Or was he merely trying to ratilre his dislike of

skyscrapers, still unabated after twenty yearsew N ork?

He heard the door open behind him, but did not hisrhead as Pieter van
Ryberg came into the room. There was the inevitphlese as Pieter looked
disapprovingly at the thermostat, for it was a giag joke that the Secretary-
General liked living in an icebox. Stormgren waitedil his assistant joined

hint at the window, then tore his gaze away fromfmiliar yet always
fascinating panorama below.

"They're late," he said. 'Wainwright should haverbiere five minutes ago."
"I've just heard from the police. He's got quitgracession with him, and it's
snarled up the traffic. He should be here any mamew."

Van Ryberg paused, then added abruptly, "Are yiditsste it's a good idea to



see him?"

"I'm afraid it's a little late to back out of it wo After all, I've agreed-

though as you know it was never my idea in the prace."

Stormgren had walked to his desk and was fidgetiitig his famous uranium
paperweight. He was not nervous- merely undecidedyas also glad that
Wainwright was late, for that would give him a &lignoral advantage when the
interview opened. Such trivialities played a greatat in human affairs than
anyone who set much store on logic and reason miigiit

"Here they are!" said van Ryberg suddenly, preskiadace against the window.
"They're coming along the Avenue

-a good three thousand, I'd say."

Stormgren picked up his notebook and rejoined $ssstant. Half a'mile away, a
small but determined crowd was moving slowly tovgattte Secretariat Building.
It carried banners that were indecipherable atdistance, but Stormgren knew
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their message well enough. ~Presently he could heeng above the sound of
the traffic, the ominous rhythm of chanting voices. felt a sudden wave of
disgust sweep over him. Surely the world had haaigh of marching mobs and
angry slogans!

The crowd had now come abreast of the buildingiust know that he was
watching, for here and there fists were being shalaher self-consciously,

in the air. They were not defying him, though tlestgre was doubtless meant
for Stormgren to see. As pygmies may threatenrat,gsa those angry fists were
directed against the sky fifty kilometres abovehead-against the gleaming
silver cloud that was the flagship of the Overlteet.

And very probably, thought Stormgren, Karellen wadching the whole thing and
enjoying himself hugely, for this meeting would pewave taken place except at
the Supervisor's instigation.

This was the first time that Stormgren had ever timethead of the Freedom
League. He had ceased to wonder if the action vises, Wor Kareilen's plans
were often too subtle for merely human understapdi the worst, Stormgren
did not see that any positive harm could be ddrtee had refused to see
Wainwright, the L~ague would have used the factnasianition against him.
Alexander Wainwright was a tall, handsome man @nl#tte forties. He was,
Stormgren knew, completely honest, and therefoublyadangerous. Yet his
obvious sincerity made it hard to dislike him, wéadr views one might have
about the cause for which he stood-and some dbtlmevers he had attracted.
Stormgren wasted no time after van Ryberg's bndfsomewhat strained
introductions.

"l suppose," he began, "the chief object of yositvs to register a formal
protest against the Federation Scheme. Am | c&'tect

Wainwright nodded gravely.

"That is my main protest, Mr. Secretary. As youkntor the last five years we
have tried to awaken the human race to the dahgéconfronts it. The task
has been a difficult one, for the majority of peppéem content to let the
Overlords run the world as they please. Nevertselasre than five million
patriots, in every country, have signed our petitio
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"That is not a very impressive figure out of twalanhalf billion."

"It is a figure that cannot be ignored. And for gvperson who has signed,

there are many who feel grave doubts about theomisaot to mention the
rightness of this Federation plan. Even Superksoellen, for all his powers,
cannot wipe out a thousand years of history astieke of a pen.”

"What does anyone know of Karellen's powers?" tetb6tormgren. "When | was a
boy, the Federation of Europe was a dream-but wigeew to manhood it had
become reality. And that was before the arrivahefOverlords. Kardlen is
merely finishing the work we had begun."

"Europe was a cultural and geographical entity. Whdd is not-that is the
difference.”

"To the Overlords," replied Stormgren sarcasticallye Earth is probably a
great deal smaller than Europe seemed to our t&atred their outlook, |

submit, is more mature than ours."

"l do not necessarily quarrel with Federation asilirmate objective-though
many of my supporters might not agree. But it nmashe from within-not be
superimposed from without. We must work out our aestiny. There must be no
more interference in human affairs!"

Stormgren sighed. All this he had heard a hundreds before, and he knew that
he could only give the old answer that the Freetleague had refused to accept.
He had faith in Karellen, and they had not. Thas wee fundamental difference,
and there was nothing he could do about it. Luckilgre was nothing that the
Freedom League could do, either.

"Let me ask you a few questions," he said. "Candeny that the Overlords have
brought security, peace and prosperity to the vi?rid

"That is true. But they have taken our liberty. Mioes not live-"

"-by bread alone. Yes, | know-but this is the faige in which every man was
sure of getting even that. In any case, what freedave we lost compared with
that which the Overlords have given us for the firee in human history?"
"Freedom to control our own lives, under God's ga." At last, thought
Stormgren, we've got to the point. Basically, thaftict is a religious one,
however much it may be
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disguised. Wainwright never let you forget he wakesgyman. Though he no
longer wore a derical collar, somehow one alwayslgoimpression it was still
there.

"Last month," pointed out Stormgren, "a hundredbjss, cardinals and rabbis
signed a joint declaration pledging their supportthe Supervisor's policy.

The world'sreigions are against you."

Wainwright shook his head in angry denialL

"Many of the leaders are blind: they have beenupted by the Overlords. When
they realize the danger, it may be too late. Hintymuill have lost its

initiative and become a subject race."”

There was silence for a moment. Then Stormgremecpl

"In three days | will be meeting the Supervisoriagbwill explain your
objections to him, since it is my duty to represéetviews of the world. But



it will alter nothing-I can assure you of that."

"There is one other point,” said Wainwright slowlWe have many objections to
the Overlords-but above all we detest their segagss. You are the only
human being who has ever spoken with Karellen,eseth you have never seen him!
Is it surprising that we doubt his motives?"

"Despite all that he has done for humanity?"

"Yes-despite that. | do not know which we resentené&arellen's omnipotence,
or his secrecy. If he has nothing to hide, why Wédinever reveal himself?

Next time you speak with the Supervisor, Mr. Storamg ask him that!"
Stormgren was silent. There was nothing he couldthis-nothing, at any

rate, that would convince the other. He sometimessdered if he had really
convinced himself.

It was, of course, only a very small operation fribvair point of view, but to
Earth it was the biggest thing that had ever hapgehhere had been no warning
when the great ships came pouring out of the unkn@epths of space.
Countless times this day had been described iofficbut no-one had really
believed that it would ever come. Now it had dawatlhst: the gleaming,

silent shapes hanging over every land were the slyofla science Man could not
hope to match for centuries. For six days theytéldanotionless above his
cities, giving no hint they knew of his existence.
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But none was needed: not by chance alone coule timaghty

ships have come to rest so precisely over New Yaskdon, Paris, Moscow, Rome,
Cape Town, Tokyo, Canberra....

Even before the ending of those heart-freezing,day®e men had guessed the
truth. This was not the first tentative contactayce which knew nothing of
man. Within those silent, unmoving ships, mastgcipslogists were studying
humanity's reactions. When the curve of tensionreadhed its peak, they would
act.

A.nd on the sixth day Karellen, Supervisor for Barhade himself known to the
world in a broadcast that blanketed every radiquescy. He spoke in English
so perfect that the controversy it began was te eagoss the Atlantic for a
generation. But the context of the speech was staggering even than its
delivery. By any standards, it was a work of suggeré genius, showing a
complete and absolute mastery of human affairsteloeuld be no doubt that its
scholarship and virtuosity, its tantali7ing glimps# knowledge still untapped
were deliberately designed to convince mankindithaés in the presence of
overwhelming intellectual power. When Karellen Hiaished, the nations of
Earth knew that their days of precarious sovergigat ended. Local, internal
governments would still retain their powers, buthia wider field of

international affairs the supreme decisions hadgmhfrom human hands.
Arguments-protests-all were futile.

It was hardly to be expected that all the natidrntsi® world would submit

tamely to such a limitation of their powers. Yetiae resistance presented
baffling difficulties, for the destruction of thev@rlords' ships, even if it



could be achieved, would annihilate the cities a#iméhem. Nevertheless, one
major power had made the attempt. Perhaps thogensible hoped to kill two
birds with one atomic missile, for their target vitasiting above the capital

of an adjoining and unfriendly nation.

As the great ship's image had expanded on thaseawscreen in the secret
control room, the little group of officers and taeatians must have been torn

by many emotions. If they succeeded-what actionlavthe remaining ships take?
Could they also be destroyed, leaving humanityatitsgown way once more? Or
would Kardllen wreak some frightful vengeance ugorse who had attacked him?
The screen became suddenly blank as the missileoyed
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itself on impact, and the picture switched immegliato an airborne camera
many miles away. In the fraction of a second tlzat élapsed, the fireball

should already have formed and should be fillirggky with its solar flame.

Yet nothing whatsoever had happened. The greafflelaed unharmed, bathed in
the raw sunlight at the edge of space. Not onlythadbomb failed to touch it,

but no-one could ever decide what had happendtetmissile. Moreover,
Karellen took no action against those responsdte even indicated that he

had known of the attack. He ignored them contemyslyo leaving them to worry
over a vengeance that never came. It was a maetie#, and more
demoralizing, treatment than any punitive actionlddave been. The government
responsible collapsed completely in mutual recration a few weeks later.
There had also been some passive resistance polibg of the Overlords.
Usually, Karellen had been able to deal with itdd}ing those concerned have
their own way, until they had discovered that thveye only hurting themselves
by their refusal to co-operate. Only once had kertany direct action against

a recalcitrant government.

For more than a hundred years, the Republic oftBafrica had been the centre
of social strife. Men of good will on both sidesditaied to build a bridge,

but in vain-fears and prejudices were too deegyamed to permit any
cooperation. Successive governments had differgdoyrthe degree of their
intolerance; the land was poisoned with hate aadftermath of civil war.

When it became clear that no attempt would be ni@éed discrimination,
K.arellen gave his warning. It merely named a daie time-no more. There was
apprehension, but little fear or panic, for no-tseéeved that the Overlords
would take any violent or destructive action whvebuld involve innocent and
guilty alike.

Nor did they. All that happened was that as thepassed the meridian at Cape
Town-it went out. There remained visible merelyadep purple ghost, giving no
heat or light. Somehow, out in space, the lighthefsun had been polarized by
two crossed fields so that no radiation could p@hks.area affected was five
hundred kilometres across, and perfectly circular.

The demonstration lasted thirty minutes. It wadicieht:

14

the next day the Government of South Africa annedrtbat full civil rights

would be restored to the white minority.

Apart from such isolated incidents, the human te accepted the Overlords as



part of the natural order of things. In a surpgdshort time, the initial

shock had worn off, and the world went about itsibess again. The greatest
change a suddenly awakened Rip Van Winkle woulc mepticed was a hushed
expectancy, a mental glancing-over-the-shouldemaskind waited for the
Overlords to show themselves and to step down fraim gleaming ships.

Five years later, it was still waiting. That, thdagGtormgren, was the cause

of all the trouble.

There was the usual circle of sightseers, camerhe aeady, as Stormgren's

car drove on to the launching-field. The Secretaeperal exchanged a few final
words with his assistant, collected his brief-cas® walked through the ring

of spectators.

Karellen never kept him waiting for long. There veasudden "Oh!" from the
crowd, and a silver bubble expanded with breathtakpeed in the sky above. A
gust of air tore at Stormgren's clothes as thedimy came to rest fifty

metres away, floating delicately a few centimetiesve the ground, as if it
feared contamination with Earth. As he walked sfofwrward, Stormgren saw that
familiar puckering of the seamless metallic huligan a moment the opening
that had so baffled the world's best scientisteap before him. He stepped
through it into the ship's single, softly-lit rooifhe entrance sealed itself

as if it had never been, shutting out all soundsguit.

It opened again five minutes later. There had lmeegsensation of movement, but
Stormgren knew that he was now fifty kilometres\abthe Earth, deep in the
heart of Karellen's ship. Be was in the world & @wverlords: all around him,
they were going about their mysterious businesshatkcome nearer to them than
had any other man: yet he knew no more of theisiglay nature than did any of
the millions on the world below.

The little conference room at the end of the sbonnecting corridor was
unfurnished apart from the single chair and théetabneath the vision screen.
As was intended, it told
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absolutely nothing of the creatures who had builfhe vision screen was

empty now, as it had always been. Sometimes idreiams Stormgren had imagined
that it had suddenly flashed into life, revealihg secret that tormented all

the world. But the dream had never come true: lektiat rectangle of darkness
lay utter mystery. Yet there also lay power anddam, an immense and tolerant
understanding of mankind-and, most unexpectedl,cé dlumorous affection fbr
the little creatures crawling on the planet beneath

From the hidden grille came that calm, never-hdrieice that Stormgren knew
so well though the world had heard it only oncaistory. Its depth and
resonance gave the single clue that existed inli€at® physical nature, fbr

it left an overwhelming impression of sheer sizarélen was large- perhaps
much larger than a man. It was true that some ssigpafter analyzing the
record of his only speech, had suggested thatdloe was that of a machine~
This was something that Stormgren could never &elie

"Yes, Rikki, | was listening to your little intemtv. What did you make of Mr.



Wainwright?"

"He's an honest man, even if many of his supposges't. What are we going to
do about him? The League itself isn't dangeroussbute of its extremists are
openly advocating violence. I've been wonderirigsliould put a guard on my
house. But | hope it isn't necessary."

Kardlien evaded the point in the annoying way haetimes had.

"The details of the World Federation have beenfaua month now. Has there
been a substantial increase in the seven per ¢emtlon't approve of me-or the
twelve per cent who Don't Know?"

"Not yet. But that's of no importance: what doesmyone is a general feeling,
even among your supporters, that it's time thisesgocame to an end.”
Karellen's sigh was technically perfect, yet somelacked conviction.

"That's your feeling too, isn't it?"

The question was so rhetorical that Stormgren diconther to answer it.

"I wonder if you really appreciate,” he continuedreestly, "how difficult this
state of affairs makes my job?"

"It doesn't exactly help mine," replied Karellerthvsome
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spirit. "l wish people would stop thinking of me aslictator, and remember I'm
only a civil servant trying to administer a coldrpalicy in whose shaping |

had no hand.”

That, thought Stormgren, was quite an engagingrigié®n. He wondered just how
much truth it held.

"Can't you at least give us some reason for yoncealment? Because we don't
understand it, it annoys us and gives rise to esdigmours."

Karellen gave that rich, deep laugh of his, justi@sonant, to be altogether
human.

"What am | supposed to be now? Does the robot yretr hold the field? I'd
rather be a mass of electron tubes than a thiegaigentipede-oh yes, I've
seen that cartoon in yesterday's Chicago Timesthinking of requesting the
original.”

Stormgren pursed his lips primly. There were tininesthought, when Karellen
took his duties too lightly.

"This is serious," he said reprovingly.

"My dear Rikki," Karellen retorted, "it's only bynhtaking the human race
seriously that | retain what fragments of my ongesiderable mental powers |
still possess!”

Despite himself Stormgren smiled.

"That doesn't help me a great deal, does it? | tage down there and
convince my fellow men that although you won't shamwrself, you've got nothing
to hide. It's not an easy job. Curiosity is one¢haf most dominant of human
characteristics. You can't defy it forever."

"Of all the problems that faced us when we canteaxh, this was the most
difficult,” admitted Karellen. "You have trustedronisdom in other matters-
surely you can trust us in this!"

"I trust you," said Stormgren, "but Wainwright do&snor do his supporters.
Can you really blame them if they put a bad intetgdron on your unwillingness



to show yourselves?"

There was silence for a moment. Then Stormgrerdhéeat faint sound (was it a
crackling?) that might have been caused by the 1Sigoe moving his body
slightly.

"You know why Wainwright and his type fear me, dgou?" asked Karellen. His
voice was sombre now, like a great organ rollisghbtes from a high cathedral
nave. "You will find men like him in all the worklreligions. They know that

we represent reason and science, and however eahftliey may
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be in their beliefS, they fear that we will ovedtwtheir gods.

Not necessarily through any deliberate act, bat subtler fashion. Science

can destroy religion by ignoring it as well as ligpdoving its tenets. No-one
ever demonstrated, so far as | am aware, the nigsteage of Zeus or Thor-but
they have few followers now. The Wainwrights féan, that we know the truth
about the origins of their faiths. How long, thegmder, have we been observing
humanity? Have we watched Mohammed begin the Heglilsloses giving the Jews
their laws? Do we know all that is false in therigt® they believe?"

"And do you?" whispered Stormgren, half to himselL

"That, Rikki, is the fear that torments them, ettsough they will never admit

it openly. Believe me, it gives us no pleasuredstby men's faiths, but all

the world's religions cannot be right-and they knbwooner or later man has

to learn the truth: but that time is not yet. Asdar secrecy, which you are
correct in saying aggravates our problems- thatrisatter beyond our control.

| regret the need for this concealment as mucloasly, but the reasons are
sufficient. However, | will try and get a statemém my-superiors- which may
satisfy you and perhaps placate the Freedom Leatpwe, please, can we return
to the agenda and start recording again?"

"Well?" asked van Ryberg anxiously. "Did you hawy duck?"

"I don't know," Stormgren replied wearily as heethrthe files down on his desk
and collapsed into the seat. "Karellen's consulilsgsuperiors now, whoever
or whatever they may be. He won't make any pronmiises

"Listen," said Pieter abruptly, "I've just thouglitsomething. What reason
have we for believing that there is anyone beyoateKen? Suppose all the
Overlords, as we've christened them, are right bergarth in these ships of
theirs?

They may have nowhere else to go, but they're githe fact

from us."

"It's an ingenious theory," grinned Stormgren. "Bulashes with what little

| know-or think | know-about Karellen's backgrouhd.

"And how much Is that?"

"Well, he often refers to his position here as sihing
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temporary, hindering him from getting on with heswork, which | think is
some form of mathematics. Once | mentioned Actguttation about power
corrupting, and absolute power corrupting absojutevanted to see how he'd



react to that. He gave that cavernous laugh ofamid,said: 'There's no danger
of that happening to me. In the first case, thensobfinish my work here,

the sooner | can get back to where | belong, a goadly light-years from here.
And secondly, | don't have absolute power, by aegms. I'm just-Supervisor.'
Of course, he may have been misleading me. | ceer e sure of that."

"He's immortal isn't he?"

"Yes, by our standards, though there's somethinigariuture he seems to fear:
| can't imagine what it is. And that's really akrlow about him."

"It isn't very conclusive. My theory is that higle fleet's lost in space

and is looking for a new home. He doesn't wanbugibw how few he and his
comrades are. Perhaps all those other ships aymatit, and there's no-one in
any of them. They're just an imposing fagade."

"You," said Stormgren, "have been reading too nmaeiénce-fiction."

Van Ryberg grinned, a little sheepishly.

"The 'Invasion From Space' didn't turn out quite@gsected, did it? My theory
would certainly explain why Karellen never showsbelf. He doesn't want us to
learn that there aren't any more Overlords."

Stormgren shook his head in amused disagreement.

"Your explanation, as usual, is much too ingenituse true. Though we can
only infer its existence, there must be a greatization behind the
Supervisor-and one that's known about man for g leag time. Karellen himself
must have been studying us for centuries. Looksatdmmand of English, for
example. He taught me how to speak it idiomatitally

"Have you ever discovered anything he doesn't kiow?

"Oh yes, quite often-but only on trivial pointghink he has an absolutely
perfect memory, but there are some things he hasthiered to learn. For
instance, English is the only language he undedstaompletely, though in the
last two years he's picked up a good deal of Hmjpist to tease me. And one
doesn't learn Finnish in a hurry! He can quotetgrea
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slabs of the 'Kalevala', whereas I'm ashamed t¢ lsagw only a few lines. He
also knows the biographies of all living statesnmaerd sometimes | can identify
the references he's used. His knowledge of histodyscience seems complete-.
you know how much we've already learned from hiret, Yaken one at a time, |
don't think his mental gifts are quite outside téwege ot human achievement.
But no man could possibly do all the things he does

"That's more or less what I've decided alreadyréad) van Ryberg. "We can
argue round Karellen forever, but in the end weagwxcome back to the same
guestion-why the devil won't he show himself? Uhgldoes, I'll go on
theorizing and the Freedom League will go on fulmiimg."

He cocked a rebellious eye at the ceiling.

"One dark night, Mr. Supervisor, | hope some regraikes a rocket up to your
ship and climbs in through the back-door with a eeanWhat a scoop that would
be!" -

If Karellen was listening, be gave no sign. Butcofirse, he never did.

In the first year of their coming, the advent o tAverlords had made less



difference to the pattern of human life than migave been expected. Their
shadow was everywhere, but it was an unobtrusigd@h. Though there were few
great cities on Earth where men could not see btieesilver ships glittering
against the zenith, after a little while they wiaken as much for granted as

the sun, moon or clouds. Most men were probably dimhly aware that their
steadily rising standards of living were due to @eerlords. When they stopped
to think of it-which was seldom-they realized tHatse silent ships had

brought peace to all the world for the first timehistory, and were duly

grateful.

But these were negative and unspectacular beratitepted and soon forgotten.
The Overlords remained aloof, hiding their facesfrmankind. Karellen could
command respect and admiration: he could win ngtteeper so long as he
pursued his present policy. It was hard not to feeéntment against these
Olympians who spoke to man only over the radiopiger circuits at United
Nations Headquarters. What took place between learahd Stormgren was never
publicly revealed, and sometimes Stormgren himgetidered why the Supervisor
found these interviews necessary. Perhaps he
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felt the need of direct contact with one human dpeinleast:

perhaps he realized that Stormgren needed thisdbparsonal support If this
was the explanation, the Secretary-General appeecia he did not mind if

the Freedom League referred to him contemptuowssi arellen's office-boy".
The Overlords had never had any dealings with iddis

states and governments: they bad taken the Uniggid$ Organization as they
found it, given instructions for installing the mssary radio equipment, and
issued their orders through the mouth of the Sagrébeneral. The Soviet
delegate had quite correctly pointed out, at caraiole length and upon
innumerable occasions, that this was not in accm@lavith the Charter.

Karellen did not seem to worry.

It was amazing that so many abuses, follies and ewuld be dispelled by

those messages from the sky. With the arrival @@kerlords, nations knew
that they need no longer fear each other, andghegsed-even befbre the
experiment was made-that their existing weapong wertainly impotent against
a civilization that could bridge the stars. Somtethe greatest single

obstacle to the happiness of mankind had been rednov

The Overlords seemed largely indifferent to forrhga/ernment, provided that
they were not oppressive or corrupt. Earth stifggssed democracies,
monarchies, benevolent dictatorships, communisncapdalism. This was a
source

of great surprise to many simple souls who weréeqronvinced that theirs was
the only possible way of life. Others believed tKatellen was merely waiting

to introduce a system that would sweep away afiterg forms of society, and
so had not bothered with minor political reformsit Bhis, like all other
speculations concerning the Overlords, was puregyuerk. No-one knew their
motives: and no-one knew towards what future thesevéhepherding mankind.



3

STORMOREN was sleeping badly these nights, whick steange, since soon he
would be putting aside the cares of ofilce forevs.had served mankind for
forty years, and its masters for five, and few roeuld look back upon a life

that had seen
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so manyof its ambitions achieved. Perhaps thatteagouble:

in the years of retirement, however many they migghthe would have no further
goals to give any zest to life. Since Martha hatidind the children had
established their own families, his ties with therdd seemed to have weakened.
It might be, too, that he was beginning to identifiynself with the Overlords,

and thus become detached from humanity.

This was another of those restless nights whebrais went on turning like a
machine whose governor had failed. He knew bdttan to woo sleep any further,
and reluctantly climbed out of bed. Throwing on ¢hisssing-gown, he strolled
out on to the roof garden of his modest flat. Theas not one of his direct
subordinates who did not possess much more luxaiqoarters, but this place
was ample for Stormgren’s needs. He had reachqub#igon where neither
personal possessions nor official ceremony couttaanything to his stature. -
The night was warm, almost oppressive, but thensky clear and a brilliant
moon hung low in the south-west. Ten kilometresyawrze lights of New York
glowed on the skyline like a dawn frozen in thea@fdbreaking.

Stormgren raised his eyes above the sleepingatitlybing again the heights

that he alone of living men had scaled. Far awaygh it was, he could see the
hull of Karellen's ship glinting in the moonlighie wondered what the
Supervisor was doing, for he did not believe that®verlords ever slept.

High above, a meteor thrust its shining spear tindhe dome of the sky. The
luminous trail glowed faintly for a while:

then it died away, leaving only the stars. The retar was brutal: in a hundred
years, Karellen would still be leading mankind tosgathe goal that he alone
could see, but four months from now another manlevba Secretary-General. That
in itself Stormgren was far from minding-but it méshat little time was left

if he ever hoped to learn what lay behind thatkdaned screen.

Only in the last few days had he dared to admitttiea Overlords'

secretiveness was beginning to obsess him. Ughtdy, his faith in Karellen
had kept him free from doubts; but now, he thowuglittle wryly, the protests

of the Freedom League were beginning to have #ffsct upon him. It was true
that the propaganda about Man's enslavement was no
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more than propaganda. Few people seriously beligyvedreally wished for a
return to the old days. Men had grown accustomd<htellen's imperceptible
rule-but they were becoming impatient to know whled them. And how could they
be blamed?

Though it was much the largest, the Freedom Leaggeonly one of the
organizations that opposed Karellen-and, consety¢in¢ humans who co-
operated with the Overlords. The obj¢ctions andcpes of these groups varied



enormously:

some took the religious viewpoint, while others evarerely expressing a sense
of inferiority. They felt, with good reason, mucé @ cultured Indian of the
nineteenth century must have done as he conterdplaeBritish Raj. The
invaders had brought peace and prosperity to Barthvho knew what the cost
might be? History was not reassuring: even the ipeateable of contacts
between races at very different cultural levels bften resulted in the
obliteration of the more backward society. Natiassyell as individuals,
could lose their spirit when confronted by a chadie which they could not
meet. And the civilization of the Overlords, veiledmystery though it might
be, was the greatest challenge Man had ever faced.

There was a faint click from the facsimile machim¢he adjoining room as it
ejected the hourly, summary sent out by Central fNé&&tormgren wandered indoors
and ruffled halfheartedly through the sheets. @natner side of the world,

the Freedom League had inspired a not-very-oridieadline.

"IS MAN RULED BY MONSTERS?" asked the paper, anchiven to quote:
"Addressing a

meeting in Madras today, Dr. C. V.

Krishnan, President of the Eastern Division of ineedom League, said: 'The
explanation of the Overlords' behaviour Is quigt@e: Their physical form is
so alien and repulsive that they dare not show slebras to humanity. |
challenge the Supervisor to deny this."

Stormgren threw down the sheet in disgust. Evémeifcharge were true, did it
really matter? The idea was an old one, but itieacder worried him. He did not
believe that there was my biological form, howesteange, which he could not
accept Lii time and, perhaps, even find beautifble mind, not the body, was
all that mattered. If only he could convince Kagalbf this, the Overlords
might change their policy. It was certain that tieeuld not be half as hideous
as the
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imaginative drawings that had filled the paperssafter their coming to

Earth!

Yet it was not, Stormgren knew, entirely considerator his successor that
made him anxious to see the end of this statefaifaf He was honest enough
to admit that, in the final analysis, his, main metwas simple human
curiosity. He bad grown to know Karellen as a peysmd he would never be
satisfied until he had also discovered what kindrefture he might be.

When Stormgren fliiled to arrive at his usual timext morning, Pieter van
Ryberg was surprised and a little annoyed. ThobglSecretary General often
made a number of calls before reaching his owr®fte invariably left word

that he was doing so. This morning, to make matterse, there had been
several urgent messages for Stormgren. Van Rybegyhalfa dozen departments
to try and locate him, then gave it up in disgust.

By noon he had become alarmed and sent a car tm@ten's house. Ten minutes
later he was startled by the scream of a sirenagmalice patrol came racing



up Roosevelt Drive. The news agencies must havériegudis in that vehicle, for
even as van Ryberg watched it approach, the radsotelling the world that he
was no longer merely Assistant-but Acting-Secre@eyeral of the United
Nations.

Had van Ryberg fewer troubles on his hands, he avbaVe found it entertaining
to study the Press reactions to Stormgren's disagpee. For the past month,
the world's papers had divided themselves intodiaarply defined groups. The
Western press, on the whole, approved of Kar~llgais to 'make all men
citizens of the world. The Eastern countries, @andther hand, were undergoing
violent but largely synthetic spasms of nationag@r Some of them had been
independent for little more than a generation, faftdhat they bad been
cheated out of their gains. Criticism of the Ovettowas widespread and
energetic: after an initial period of extreme cantithe Press had quickly

found that it could be as rude to Karellen askidi and nothing would happen.
Now it was excelling itself.
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Most of these attacks, though very vocal, werer@ptesentative of the great
mass of the people. Along the frontiers that waddn be gone forever the
guards had been doubled

-but the soldiers eyed each other with a stillticatate friendliness. The
politicians and the generals might storm and rauéthe silently waiting
millions felt that, none too soon, a long and bipobapter of history was
coming to an end.

And now Stormgren had gone, no-one knew where tdimelt suddenly subsided as
the world realized that it had lost the only marotiygh whom the Overlords, for
their own strange reasons, would speak to Earttaralysis seemed to descend
upon the press and radio commentators: but inilyece could be heard the
voice of the Freedom League, anxiously protestsignnocence.

It was utterly dark when Stormgren awoke. For a mainhe was too sleepy to
realize how strange that was. Then, as full constiess dawned, he sat up with
a start and felt for the switch beside his bed.

In the darkness his hand encountered a bare stalheceld to the touch. He
froze instantly, mind and body paralysed by thedotwf the unexpected. Then,
scarcely believing his senses, he kneeled on ttheube began to explore with
his finger-tips that shockingly unfamiliar wall.

He had been doing this only for a moment when thv&®a sudden click and a
section of the darkness slid aside. He caughtapglée of a man silhouetted
against a dimly lit background: then the door ctbagain and the darkness
returned. It happened so swiftly that he had nmcbdo see anything of the
room in which he was lying.

An instant later, he was dazzled by the light pbaverful electric torch. The
beam ffickered across his face, held him steadiiyafmoment, then dipped to
illuminate the whole bed



-which was, he now saw, nothing more than a matsapported on rough planks.
Out of the darkness a soft voice spoke to him gefent English, but with an
accent which Stormgren could not at first identif~~.

"Au, Mr. Secretary-I'm glad to see you're awak@ope you feel quite all
right.”

There was something about the last sentence thghta

25

Stormgren's attention, so that the angry questensad been about to ask died
upon his lips. He stared back into the darkness) thplied calmly: "How long
have | been UfICOfl scious?"

The other chuckled.

"Several days. We were promised there'd be no-eftects. I'm glad to see
it's true.”

Partly to gain time, partly to test his own reagtipStormgren swung his legs
over the side of the bed. He was sqil wearing lgbtrclothes, but they were
badly crumpled and seemed to have gathered coabidatirt. As he moved he
felt a slight dizziness-not enough to be unpleabahsufficient to convince
him that he had indeed been drugged.

He turned towards the light.

"Where am 1?" he said sharply. "Does Wainwrightwrabout this?"

"Now, don't get excited," replied the shadowy fegutWe won't talk about that
sort of thing yet. | guess you're pretty hungryt @essed and come along to
dinner."

The oval of light slipped across the room and fe first time Stormgren had
an idea of its dimensions. It was scarcely a roball gfor the walls seemed
bare rock, roughly smoothed into shape. He realizatihe was underground,
possibly at a great depth. And if he had been wwouos for several days, he
might be anywhere on Earth.

The torch-light illuminated a pile of clothes drdp&ver a packing-case.

"This should be enough for you," said the voicerfrine darkness. "Laundry's
rather a problem here, so we grabbed a couplewfsuts and half a dozen
shirts."

"That," said Stormgren without humour, "was verpsiderate of you."

"We're sorry about the absence of furniture andtetelight. This place is
convenient in some ways, but it rather lacks anemnit

"Convenient for what?" asked Stormgren as he cldnb® a shirt. The feel of
the familiar cloth beneath his fingers was strapgehssuring.
"Just-convenient," said the voice. "And by the wagce we're likely to spend
a good deal of time together, you'd better calloe.

"Despite your nationality,” retorted Stormgren, Ure
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E'olish, aren't you?-I think | could pronounce yoeal name.

Et won't be worse than many Finnish ones."

There was a slight pause and the light flickeredafodistant.

'‘Well, I should have expected it," said Joe redifgne

"You must have plenty of practice at this sorttohg."

"It's a useful hobby for a man in my position. Ag@ess | ihould say you were



brought up in the United States but didn't ~eavamblUntil-"

"That," said Joe firmly, "is quite enough. As yaem to save finished
dressing-thank you."

The door opened as Stormgren walked towards iinteaildly elated by his

small victory. As Joe stood aside to let aim phesyondered if his captor was
armed. Almost cer~ainly he would be, and in any ¢eseould have friends
around.

The corridor was dimly lit by oil lamps at intergalnd for the first time
Stormgren could see Joe clearly. He was a man @ftdlity, and must have
weighed well over two hundred pounds. Everythingulihnim was outsize, from the
stained battledress that might have come from &hglba dozen armed forces,
to the startlingly large signet ring on his lefnbdaA man built on this scale
probably would not bother to carry a gun. It shautd be difficult to trace

him, thought Stormgren, if he ever got out of {hlesce. He was a little de-.
pressed to realize that Joe must also be perfeellyaware of this fact.

The walls around them, though occasionally facdatl woncrete, were mostly bare
rock. It was dear to Stormgren that he was in sdisiessed mine, and he could
think of few more effective prisons. Until now tfeet of his kidnapping had
failed to worry him greatly. He had felt that, wevagr happened, the immense
resources of the Overlords would soon locate ascueehim. Now he was not so
sure. He had already been gone several days-ahmhgdtad happened. There must
be a limit even to Karellen's power, and if he wiadeeed buried in some remote
continent, all the science of the Overlords mighubable to trace him.

There were two other men sitting at the table enldare, dimly lit room. They
looked up with interCst, and more than a littlepeast, as Stormgren entered.
One of them pushed across a bundle of sandwicheh 8bormgren accepted
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eagerly. Though he felt extremely hungry, he cdwelde done with a more
interesting meal, but it was probable that his @ephad dined no better.

As he ate, he glanced quickly at the three mennardim.

~0e was by far the most outstanding character, ahcharely In the matter of
physical bulk. The others were clearly his asststaondescript individuals,
whose origins Stormgren would be able to place wieheard them talk.

Some wine had been produced in a not-too-aseptss gl

and Stormgren washed down the last of the sandwiche

Feeling now more fully in command of the situatibe,turned to the huge Pole.
'Well," he said evenly, "perhaps you'll tell me whH this Is about, and just

what you hope to get out of it."

Joe cleared his throat.

"I'd like to make one thing straight," he said. I nothing to do with
Wainwright. He'll be as surprised as anyone.',

Stormgren had half expected this, though he womdetey Joe was confirming his
suspicions. He had long suspected the existenae ektremist movement inside-
or on the frontiers of-the Freedom League.

"As a matter of interest,"” he said, "how did yodriap me?"

He hardly expected a reply to this, and was sometakan aback by the other's
readiness-even eagerness-to answer.



"It was all rather like a Hollywood thriller," saitbe cheerfully. "We weren't
sure if Karellen kept a watch on you, so we toakewahat elaborate precautions.
You were knocked out by gas in the air-conditiosibat was easy. Then we
carried you out into the car-no trouble at all. thils, | might say, wasn't

done by any of our people. We hired-er-professohal the job. Karellen may
get them-in fact, he's supposed to

-but he'll be no wiser. When it left your houses tar drove into a long road
tunnel not a thousand kilometres from New Yorlcaine out again on schedule at
the opposite end, still carrying a drugged manaaxttinarily like the
Secretary-General. Quite a while later a largekttaaded with metal cases
emerged in the opposite direction and drove taticeairfield where the

cases were loaded aboard a freighter on perfegltirhate business. I'm sure
the owners of those cases would be horrified tankhow we employed them.
"Meanwhile the car that had actually done the jobtioued
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elaborate evasive action towards the Canadian hdPéehaps Karellen's caught
it by now: | don't know or care. As you'll iee-1 iope you appreciate my
frankness-our whole plan depended on one thingé/peetty sure that Karellen
can ee and hear everything that happens on thecsuof the Earth-but unless
he uses magic, not science, he can't see mdeilheathhe won't know about
the transfer in the tunnel-at least until it's lake. Naturally we've taken a

risk, but there were also oneor two other safegubwbn't go into aow. We may
want to use them again, and it would be a pityive them away."

Joe had related the whole story with such obviastgthat Stormgren could
hardly help smiling. Yet he also felt very iistudbd he plan was an ingenious
one, and it was quite possible that Karellen haghlzkeceived. Stormgren was
not even certain that the Overlord kept any forrprotective rnrveillance over
him. Nor, clearly, was Joe. Perhaps that was whydakbeen so frank-he wanted
to test Stormgren's reactions. Well, he would trgf appear confident, whatever
his real feelings might be.

"You must be a lot of fools," said Stormgren scaligf "if you think you can
trick the Overlords as easily as this. In any cadat conceivable good will

it do?"

Joe offered him a cigarette, which Stormgren refugeen [it one himself and
sat on the edge of the table. There was an omicr@aking and he jumped off
hastily.

"Our motives," he began, "should be pretty obvidie!ve found arguments
useless, so we have to take other measures. Taeeeblben underground
movements before, and even Karellen, whatever pohes got, won't find it
easy to deal with us. We're out to fight for outependence.

Don't misunderstand me. There'll be nothing vielrhat, anyway-but the
Overlords have to use human agents, and we can itnakghty uncomfortable for
them."

Starting with me, | suppose, thought Stormgrenwidadered if the other had
given him more than a fraction of the whole stdnd they really think that
these gangster methods would Influence Karellgharslightest? On the ther
hand, it was quite true that a well-organized tasise movement could make



life very difficult. For Joe had put his [luger time one weak spot in the
Overlords' rule. Ultimately, all their orders wexaried out by human agents.

If these were
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terrorized into disobedience, the whole system teghapse. It was only a

faint possibility, for Stormgren felt confident thgarellen would soon find

some solution.

"What do you intend to do with me?" asked Stormgrelength. "Am | a hostage,
or what?"

"Don't worry-we'll look after you. We expect somsitors in a few days, and
until then we'll entertain you as well as we

can."

He added some words in his own language, and otieafthers produced a brand-
new pack of cards.

"We got these especially fur you," explained Jbeedd in Time the other day
that you were a good poker player." His voice satideecame grave. "l hope
there's plenty of cash in your wallet," he saidiansly. "We never thought of
looking. After all, we can hardly accept cheques."

Quite overcome, Stormgren stared blankly at hisarap

Then, as the true humour of the situation sankhgonind, it suddenly seemed
to him that all the cares and worries of office hédd from his shoulders.

From now on, it was van Ryberg's show. Whatevepeaged, there was absolutely
nothing he could do about it-and now these fardastminals were anxiously
waiting to play poker with him.

Abruptly, he threw back his head and laughed dsadenot done for years.

There was no doubt, thought van Ryberg morosely,\Wainwright was telling the
truth. He might have his suspicions, but he didkmatw who had~kidnapped
Stormgren. Nor did he approve of the kidnappinglfitd/an Ryberg had a shrewd
idea that for some tune extremists in the Freedeaglue had been putting
pressure on Wainwright to make him adopt a moneagilicy. Now they were
taking matters into their own hands.

The kidnapping had been beautifully organized,ghvess no doubt of that.
Stormgren might be anywhere on Earth, and themeedttle hope of tracing
him. Yet something must be done, decided van Rylzerg) done quickly. Despite
the jest. he had so often made, his real feelingtds Karellen was one of
overwhelming awe. The thought of approaching theeBtisor directly filled him
with dismay, but there seemed no alternative.
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The Communications Section occupied the entirdltmy

of the great building. Lines of facsimile machingsme silent, some clicking
busily, stretched away into the distance. Throingimt poured endless streams of
statistics-production figures, census returns,ahthe book-keeping of a

world economic system. Somewhere up in Karelldn[s sust lie the equivalent
of this great room-and van Ryberg wondered, witingling of the spine, what
shapes moved to and fro collecting the message&#nth was sending to the



Overlords.

But today he was not interested in these machineghee

routine business they handled. He walked to the farivate room that only
Stormgren was supposed to enter. At his instrustitire lock had been forced
and the Chief Communications Officer was waitingrénfor him.

"It's an ordinary teleprinter-standard typewriteykoard,"

he was told. "There's a facsimile machine as Wwgbu want to send any
pictures or tabular information-but you said youndn't be needing that."

Van Ryberg nodded absently. "I'hat's all. Thanks,5aid. "I don't expect to

be here very long. Then get the place locked umagal give me all the keys."
He waited until the Communications Officer had,laftd then sat down at the
machine. It was, he knew, very seldom used, sireglyall business between
Karellen and Stormgren was dealt with at their viieateetings. Since this was
something of an emergency circuit, he expectegbly fairly quickly.

After a moment's hesitation, he began to tap aitrtessage with unpractised
fingers. The machine purred away quietly and thede/gleamed for a few seconds
on the darkened screen.

Then he leaned back and waited for the answer.

Scarcely a minute later the machine started torveigiain. Not for the first

time, van Ryberg wondered if the Supervisor evepts|

The message was as brief as it was unhelpful.

NO INFORMATION. LEAVE MATTERS ENTIRELY TO YOUR DISRETION. K.
Rather bitterly, and without any satisfaction &t\en Ryberg realized how
much greatness had been thrust upon him
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During the past three days Stormgren had analyisethptors with some
thoroughness. Joe was the only one of any Impagtahe others were
nonentities-the riff-raff one would expect any gé& movement to gather round
itself The ideals of the Freedom League meant ngtto them: their only
concern was earning a living with the minimum ofriwo

Joe was an altogether more complex individual, ghcaometimes he reminded
Stormgren of an overgrown baby. Their intermingln&er games were punctuated
with violent political arguments, and it soon beeanbvious to Stormgren that
the big Pole had never thought seriously about#uses for which he was
fighting. Emotion and extreme conservatism cloudlkdis judgments. His
country's long struggle for Independence had carditd him so completely that
~ie still lived in the past. He was a picturesquevisal, one of those who had
no use for an ordered way of life. When his typeisiaed, if it ever did, the
world would be a safer but lessinteresting place.

There was now little doubt, as far as Storingres w@ncerned, that Karellen
had failed to locate him. He had tried to bluflf bis captors were
unconvinced. He was fairly certain that they haenbleolding him here to see if
Karellen would act, and now That nothing had happehey could proceed with
their plans.

Stormgren was not surprised when, four days aftecdpture, Joe told him to
expect visitors. For some time the little group Badwn increasing
nervousness, and the prisoner guessed that theréeaidthe movement, having



seen that the coast was dear, were at last comiogjlect him.

They were already waiting, gathered round the tictable, when Joe waved him
politely into the living room. Stormgren was amusechote that his jailer was
now wearing, very ostentatiously, a huge pistot tieal never been in evidence
before. The two thugs had vanished, and even &eesksomewhat restrained.
Stormgren could see at once that he was now cdefiidsy men of a much higher
calibre, and the group opposite him reminded hnongfly of a picture he had
once seen of Lenin and his associates in thedi@sys of the Russian
Revolution. There was the same intellectual foiroe determination, and
ruthlessness in these six men. Joe and his kine as@mless: here were the
real brains behind the organization.
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With a curt nod, Stormgren moved over to the orlgant seat and tried to look
self-possessed. As he approached, the elderlk-$@icman on the far side of
the table leaned forward and stared at him withcmg grey eyes. They made
Stormgren so uncomfortable that he spoke first-sbimg he had not intended to
do.

"l suppose you've come to discuss terms. What's my

ransom?"

He noticed that in the background someone wasdakinvn his words in a
shorthand notebook. It was all very businesslike.

The leader replied in a musical Welsh accent.

"You could put it that way, Mr. Secretary-GeneBit we're interested in
information, not cash.”

So that was it, thought Stormgren. He was a prisohwar, and this was his
interrogation.

"You know what our motives are," continued the othehis softly lilting

voice. "Call us a resistance movement, if you |\& believe that sooner or
later Earth will have to fight for its independerung we realize that the
struggle can only be by indirect methods such betage and disobedience. We
kidnapped you partly to show Karellen that we mieasiness and are well
organized, but largely because you are the onlywtancan tell us anything of
the Overlords. You're a reasonable man, Mr. StoemgBive us your co-
operation, and you can have your freedom."

"Exactly what do you wish to know?" asked Stormgeaatiously.

Those extraordinary eyes seemed to search his tmitgldepths: they were
unlike any that Stormgren had ever seen in hisTifen the sing-song voice
replied:

"Do you know who, or what, the Overlords reallydre

Stormgren almost smiled.

"Believe me," he said, "I'm quite as anxious as typdiscover that."

"Then you'll answer our questions?"

"I make no promises. But | may."

There was a slight sigh of relief from Joe, andstle of anticipation ran

round the room.

"We have a general idea," continued the othertHefcircumstances in which
you meet Karellen. But perhaps you
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would describe them carefully, leaving out nothaigmportance.”

That was harmless enough, thought Storingren. ldedbae it many times before,
and it would give the appearance of co-operatitverd were acute minds here,
and perhaps they could uncover something new. Waeeg welcome to any fresh
information they could extract from him-so longthsy shared it. That it could
harm Karellen in any way he did not fur a momeriehe.

Stormgren felt in his pockets and produced a pamzlan old envelope.
Sketching rapidly while he spoke, he began:

"You know, of course, that a small flying machimngth no obvious means of
propulsion, calls for me at regular intervals amkkes me up to Karellen's

ship. It enters the hull-and you've doubtless skerelescopic films that

have been taken of that operation. The door opgais-df you can call it a
door-and | go into a small room with a table, aiGleand a vision screen. The
layout is something like this."

He pushed the plan across to the old Welshrnarthbwgtrange eyes never
turned towards it. They were still fixed on Storexys face, and as he watched
them something seemed to change in their deptlesrddm had become completely
silent, but behind him he heard Joe take a suddafawn breath.

Puzzled and annoyed, Stormgren stared back atliee, and as he did so,
understanding slowly dawned. In his confusion henpled the envelope into a
ball of paper and ground it underfoot.

He knew now why those grey eyes had affected histremgely. The man opposite
him was blind.

Van Ryberg had made no further attempts to conitaellen. Much of his
department's work-the forwarding of statisticabmmhation, the abstracting of
the world's press, and the like-had continued aatmally. In Paris the

lawyers were still wrangling over the proposed W dCbnstitution, but that was
none of his business for the moment. It was a iigintrbefore the Supervisor
wanted the final draft: if it was not ready by thapn doubt Karellen would

take what action he thought fit.

And there was still no news of Stormgren.
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Van Ryberg was dictating when the "Emergency Only"

telephone started to ring. He grabbed the recaindidistened with mounting
astonishment, then threw it down and rushed tog®® window. In the distance,
cries of anlazement were rising from the streetd,teaffic was slowing to a

halt.

It was true: Karellen's ship, that never-changiymlsol of the Overlords, was

no longer in the sky. He searched the heaveng as tae could see, and found
no trace of it. Then, suddenly, it seemed as ifinigad swiftly fallen. Coming
down from the north, its shadowed underbelly blasla thundercloud, the great
ship was racing low over the towers of New Yorkidhuntarily, van Ryberg
shrank away from the onrushing monster. He hadyswaown how huge the ship.



of the Overlords really were-but it was one thiagée them far away in space,
and quite another to watch them passing overhkadlemon-driven clouds.

In the darkness of that partial eclipse, he watalhed the ship and its

monstrous shadow had vanished into the south. M@seno sound, not even the
whisper of air, and van Ryberg realized that despstapparent nearness the
ship had passed at least a kilometre above his ibad the building shuddered
once as the shock wave struck it, and from someateme the tinkling of broken
glass as a window blew inwards.

In the office behind him all the telephones hadtsthto ring, but van Ryberg

did not move. He remained leaning against the winalge, still staring into

the south, paralysed by the presence of illimitaioleer.

As Stormgren talked, it seemed to him that his mwag operating on two levels
simultaneously. On the one hand he was trying tp ttte men who had captured
him, yet on the other he was hoping that they mingip him unravel Karellen's
secret. It was a dangerous game, yet to his sarpasvas enjoying it.

The blind Weishman had conducted most of the iog@tion. It was fascinating
to watch that agile mind trying one opening afteotaer, testing and rejecting
all the theories that Stormgren himself had abaaddong ago. Presently he
leaned back with a sigh.

"We're getting nowhere," he said resignedly. "Watva
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more facts, and that means action, not argumehg"sightless eyes seemed to
stare thoughtfully at Stormgren. For a moment ppé¢d nervously on the table-
it was the first sign of uncertainty that Stormgha noticed. Then he
continued:

"I'm a little surprised, Mr. Secretary, that youhever made any effort to

learn more about the Overlords."

"What do you suggest?" asked Stormgren coldlyngryo disguise his interest.
"I've told you that there's only one way out of them in which | have my

talks with Karellen-and that leads straight back#oth."

"It might be possible,” mused the other, "to dewsgruments which could
teach us something. I'm no scientist, but we cak into the matter. If we

give you your freedom, would you be willing to assvith such a plan?”

"Once and fur all," said Stormgren angrily, "let make my position perfectly
clear. Karellen is working for a united world, afiddo nothing to help his
enemies. What his ultimate plans may be, | dordinkrbut | believe that they
are good."

'What real proof have we of that?"

"All his actions, ever since his ships appeareounskies. | defy you to

mention one act that, in the ultimate analysisntdseen beneficial."

Stormgren paused for a moment, letting his mindoack thrpugh the past years.
Then he smiled.

"If you want a single proof of the essential-hovalshput it?-benevolence of
the Overlords, think of that cruelty-to-animals @ra@vhich they made within a
month of their arrival.



If I had any doubts about Karellen before, thatiffaed them

-even though that order baa caused me more trthéaeanything else he's ever
done!"

That was scarcely an exaggeration, Stormgren ttotigke whole incident had
been an extraordinary one, the first revelatiothefOverlords' hatred of

cruelty. That, and their passion for justice andeoy seemed to be the

dominant emotions in their lives-as far as one @gudlge them by their

actions.

And it was the only time Karellen bad shown angeiat least the appearance of
anger. "You may kill one another if you wish," tiiessage had gone, "and that
is a matter between you and your own laws. Bubif glay, except for food or

in self-defence, the beasts that share your woitll you-then you may be
answerable to me."
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No one knew exactly how comprehensive this bansugposed to be, or what
Karellen would do to enforce it. They had not laagvait.

The Plaza de Toros was full when the matadors lagid attendants began their
professional entry. Everything seemed normal: tileamt sunlight blazed
harshly on the traditional costumes, the great drgmeeted its favourites as

it had a hundred times before. Yet here and theresfwere turned anxiously
towards the sky, to the aloof silver shape fiftpknetres above Madrid.

Then the picadors bad taken up their places andulhéad come snorting out
into the arena. The skinny horses, nostrils widé varror, had wheeled in the
sunlight as their riders forced them to meet teagmy. The first lance
flashed-made contact-and at that moment came alsbahhad never been heard
on Earth befbre.

It was the sound often thousand people screamitigtive pain of the same
wound-ten thousand people who, when they bad reedeom the shock, found
themselves completely unharmed. But that was theoéthat bull-fight, and
indeed of all bull-fighting, for the news spreagidiy. It is worth recording

that the aficionados were so shaken that only oen asked for their money
back, and also that the London Daily Mirror maddtaera much worse by
suggesting that the Spaniards adopt cricket asvanagonal sport.

"You may be correct," the old Weishman replieds$#oly the motives of the
Overlords are good-according to their standards;lmmay sometimes be the same
as ours. But they are interlopers-we never askeuh tio come here and turn our
world upside-down, destroying ideals-yes, and mgtithat generations of men
have fought to protect.”

"I come from a small nation that had to fight ftw liber.ties," retorted
Stormgren. "Yet | am for Kareilen. You may annognhiyou may even delay the
achievement of his aims, but it will make no difiece m the end. Doubtless you
are sincere in believing as you do: | can undedsyaur fear that the

traditions and cultures of little countries will beerwhelmed when the World
State arrives. But you are wrong:

it is useless to cling to the past. Even beforeQkerlords came to Earth, the
sovereign state was dying. They have merely hadtésend: no one can save it
now-and no one should try."
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There was no answer: the man opppsite neither moeedpoke. He sat with his
lips half open, his eyes now lifeless as well asdblAround hint the others
were equally motionless, frozen in strained, unrstattitudes. With a gasp of
pure horror, Stormgren rose to his feet and baeke towards the door. As he
did so the silence was suddenly broken.

"That was a nice speech, Rikki: thank you. Nowinkhwe can go."

Stormgren spun on his heels and stared into thaosyed corridor. Floating
there at eye-level was a small, featureless sptherseurce, no doubt, of
whatever mysterious force the Overlords had broughtaction. It was hard to
be sure, but Stormgren imagined that be could &éant humming, as of a hive
of bees on a drowsy summer day.

"Karellen! Thank God! But what have you done?"

"Don't worryj they're quite all right. You can cdélla paralysis, but it's

much subtler than that. They're simply living a flnousand years more slowly
than normal. When we've gone they'll never knowtiagpened."

"You'll leave them here until the police come?"

"No. I've a much better plan. I'm letting them go."

Stormgren felt a surprising sense of relief. Heegavast valedictory glance

at the little room and its frozen occupants. Jos standing on one foot,

staring very stupidly at nothing. Suddenly Stornmgeaighed and fumbled in his
pockets.

"Thanks for the hospitality, Joe," he said. "l thitll leave a souvenir."

He ruffled through the scraps of paper until he foashd the figures he wanted.
Then, on a reasonably clean sheet, he wrote chreful

B~u~ OF MANHATTAN
Pay Joe the sum of One hundred Thirty-Five Dollard Fifty Cents ($135.50)
R. Stormgren.

As he laid the strip of paper beside the Pole, kars voice enquired:

"Exactly what are you doing ?"

"We Stormgrens always pay our debts. The otherctvaated, but Joe played fair.
At least | never caught him out.”

He felt very gay and lightheaded, and quite foggng younger, as he walked to
the door. The metal sphere moved
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aside to let him pass. He assumed that it was &omdeof robot, and it

explained how Karellen had been able to reach himough the unknown layers of
rock overhead.

"Carry straight on for a hundred metres," saidgpbleere, speaking in

Karellen's voice. "Then turn to the left until kgiyou further instructions."

He strode forward eagerly, though he realizedtthexe was no need for hurry.
The sphere remained hanging in the corridor, preflyrcovering his retreat.

A minute later he came across a second spherangvéor him at a branch in

the corridor.



"You've half a kilometre to go," it said. "Keepttee left until we meet

again."

Six times he encountered the spheres on his wietopen. At first he
wondered if, somehow, the robot was managing tp kdead of him; then he
guessed that there must be a chain of the machaggaining a complete
circuit down into the depths of the mine. At thérance a group of guards
formed a piece of improbable statuary, watched byegret another of the
ubiquitous spheres. On the hillside a few metresyday the little flying
machine in which Stormgren had made all his jousrieiarellen.

He stood for a moment blinking in the sunlight. filee saw the ruined mining
machinery around hint, and beyond that a deradibivay stretching down the
mountainside. Several kilometres away a densetfapged at the base of the
mountain, and very far off Stormgren could seegle@am of water from a great
lake. He guessed that he was somewhere in Southidanthough it was not easy
to say exactly what gave him that impression.

As he climbed into the little flying machine, Stagran had a last glimpse of
the mine entrance and the men frozen around

it. Then the door sealed behind him and with a sigtelief

he sank back upon the familiar couch.

For a while he waited until he had recovered hestit; then he uttered a
single, heart-felt syllable:

"Well?"

"I'm sorry | couldn't rescue you before. But yoe $@w very important it was
to wait until all the leaders bad gathered here."

"Do you mean to say," spluttered Stormgren, "tloat knew where | was all the
time? If | thought-"
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"Don't be too hasty," answered Karellen, "at lel@tme 6nish expl~iining."
"Very well," said Stormgren darkly, "I'm listenirige was beginning to suspect
that he had been no more than bait In an elabtegie

"I've had a-perhaps 'tracer' is the best wordtfoniyou For some time,"

began Karellen. "Though your late friends were ecrin thinking that |
couldn't follow you underground, | was able to kémsek until they brought you
to the nine. That transfer in the tunnel was ingesj but when the first car
ceased to react it gave the plan away and | saatdd you again. Then it was
merely a matter of waiting. | knew that once thearevcertain I'd lost you, the
leaders would come here and I'd be able to~p them al

"But you're letting them go!"

"Until now," said Karellen, "I had no way of telgrwho of the two and a half
billion men on this planet were the real head$iefdrganization. Now that
they're located, | can trace their movements anysvbe Earth, and can watch
their actions in detail if | want to. That's farttee than locking them up. If

they make any moves, they'll betray their remaimiogrades.

They're effectively neutralized, and they knowyibur rescue will be
completely inexplicable to them, for you must haaeished before their eyes."
That rich laugh echoed round the tiny room.

"In some ways the whole affair was a comedy, bbad a serious purpose. I'm



not merely concerned with the few score men inahggnization-1 have to think
of the moral effect on other groups that existwlsze."

Stormgren was silent for a while. He was not altbgesatisfied, but he could
see Karellen's point of view, and some of his ahgerevaporated.

"It's a pity to do it in my last few weeks of offi¢ he said finally, "but

from now on I'm going to have a guard on my ho&seter can be kidnapped next
time. How has he managed, by the way?"

"I've watched him carefWly this last week, and hdeberately avoided helping
him. On the whole he's done very well- but he'sthetman to take your place.”
"That's lucky for him," said Stormgren, still someat aggrieved. "And by the
way, have you had any word yet from your superadysut showing yourself to us?
I'm sure now

40

that it's the strongest argument your enemies hsy&n and

again they told me: 'We'll never trust the Overtoudhtil we

can see them."

Kardilen sighed.

"No. I've heard nothing. But | know what the answerst be."

Stormgren did not press the matter. Once he mig¢¢ done so, but now for the
first time the faint shadow of a plan was beginnimgake shape in his mind.
The words of his interrogator passed again thrdugimemory. Yes, perhaps
instruments could be devised....

What he had refused to do under duress, he miglattgampt of his own free
wilL

4
IT would never have occurred to Stormgren, eveswadays before, that he could
seriously have considered the action he was plignmanv. This ridiculously
melodramatic kidnapping, which in retrospect seehieda third-rate TV drama,
probably had a great deal to do with his new owtldiowas the first time in

his life that Stormgren had ever been exposeddieni physical action, as
opposed to the verbal battles of the conferencenrdine virus must have

entered his bloodstream: or else he was merelyappmng second childhood more
quickly than he had supposed.

Sheer curiosity was also a powerful motive, and/as a determination to get

his own back for the trick that had been playednulpion. It was perfectly

obvious now that Karellen had used him as a bad,even if this had been for

the best of reasons, Stormgren did not feel indltioeforgive the Supervisor

at once.

Pierre Duval showed no surprise when Stormgrenedallnannounced into his
office. They were old friends and there was nothingsual in the Secretary-
General paying a personal visit to the Chief ofSiseence Bureau. Certainly
Karellen would not think it odd, if by any chanoe-tr one of his underlings-
turned his instruments of surveillance upon thist.sp

For a while the two men talked business and exatng
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political gossip; then, rather hesitantly, Stornmgcame to the point. As his
visitor talked, the old Frenchman leaned back sndhiair and his eyebrows rose
steadily, millimetre by millimetre, until they weedmost entangled in his
forelock. Once or twice he seemed about to spagkedch time thought better
of it.

When Stormgren had finished, the scientist lookedously around the room.
"Do you think he's listening?" he said.

"I don't believe he can. He's got what he callaear on me, for my

protection. But it doesn't work underground, whiglone reason why | came down
to this dungeon of yours. It's supposed to be dacefrom all forms of

radiation, isn't it? Karellen's no magician. He Wsovhere | am, but that's

all.”

"l hope you're right. Apart from that, won't thdre trouble when he discovers
what you're trying to do? Because he will, you kriow

"I'll take that risk. Besides, we understand eatieorather well."

The physicist toyed with his pencil and stared space for a while.

"It's a very pretty problem. | like it," he saidrgly. Then he dived into a
drawer and produced an enormous writing-pad, qoédiggest that Stormgren
had ever seen.

"Right," he began, scribbling furiously in what sesl to be some private
shorthand. "Let me make sure | have all the faai.me everything you can
about the room in which you have your interviewenDomit any derail, however
trivial it seems."

"There isn't much to describe. It's made of metad] is about eight metres
square and four high. The vision screen is aboagie on a side and there's a
desk immediately beneath it-here, it will be quicke draw it for you."

Rapidly Stormgren sketched the little room he kisewvell, and pushed the
drawing over to DuvalL As he did so, he recalledhwi slight shiver, the last
time he had done this sort of thing. He wonderedtvlad happened to the blind
Welsh-man and his confederates, and how they lzedee to his abrupt
departure.

The Frenchman studied the drawing with a puckered/ b

"And that's all you can tell me?"
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Duval snorted in disgust.

"What about lighting? Do you sit in total darknegs®l how about ventilation,
heating. . .

Stormgren smiled at the characteristic outburst.

"The whole ceiling is luminous, and as far as | tghthe air comes through
the speaker grille. | don't know how it leaves;hagrs the stream reverses at
intervals, but | haven't noticed it. There's nasi§ any heater, but the room

is always at normal temperature.”

"Meaning, | suppose, that the water vapour hasframut, but not the carbon
dioxide."

Stormgren did his best to smile at the well-workejo

"I think I've told you everything," he concluded\s'for the machine that takes



me up to Kardllen's ship, the room in which | triageas featureless as an
elevator cage. Apart from he couch and table, ghtwery well be one."

There was silence for several minutes while thesjainst embroidered his
writing-pad with meticulous and microscopic doodl&s he watched, Stormgren
wondered why it was that a man like Duval-whosedwias incomparably more
brilliant than his own-had never made a greateknrathe world of science. He
remembered an unkind and probably inaccurate comafenfriend in the U.S.
State Department. "The French produce the beshdeweders in the world."”
Duval was the sort of man who supported that statém

The physicist nodded to himself in satisfactioanked forward and pointed his
pencil at Stormgren.

"What makes you think, Rikki," he asked, "that Klee's vision-screen, as you
call it, really is what it pretends to be?"

"I've always taken it for granted: it looks exadike one. What else would it

be, anyway?"

"When you say that it looks like a vision-screem,) ynean, don't you, that it
looks like one of ours?"

"Of course."

"l find that suspicious in itself. I'm sure the @eed's own apparatus won't

use anything so crude as an actual physical s¢hestil probably materialize
images directly in space. But why should Karellethler to use a TV system,
anyway?

The simplest solution is always best. Doesn'tenséar more probable that

your 'vision-screen' is really ?wtluizg mon corepled than a sheet of one-way
glass?"
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Stormgren was so annoyed with himself that for anet

h~ sat in silence, retracing the past. From therlmegg, he j~id never
challenged Rardllen’'s story-yet now he came to

look back, when had th~ Supervisor ever told hint llgawas using a TV system?
He had simply taken it for granted: the

whole thing had been a piece of psychological &gkand he

had been completely deceived. Always assumingooifse, that Duval's theory
was correct. But he was jumping to conclusionsraga one had proved anything
yet.

"If you're right," he said, "all | have to do is $mash the glass-"

Duval sighed.

"These unscientific laymen! Do you think it'll beade of anything you could
smash without explosives? And if you succeededodnim~agine that Karellen is
likely to breathe the same air that we do? Wotdeinice for both of you if

he flourishes in an atmosphere of chlorine?"

Storrogren felt a little foolish. He should haveulght of that.

"Well, what do you suggest?" he asked with some@ation.

"I want to think it over. First of all we've got fmd if my theory is

correct, and if so learn something about the mltefithat screen. I'll put a
couple of my men on the job. By the way, | suppgsecarry a brief-case when
you visit the Supervisor? Is it the one you'vethetre?"



"Yes."

"It should be big enough. We don't want to attedtgntion by changing it for
another, particularly if Karellen's grown usedttd i

'What do you want me to do?" asked Stormgren. YCanoncealed X-ray set?"
The physicist grinned.

"I don't know yet, but we'll think of somethindl let you know what it is in

a fortnight's time."

He gave a little laugh.

"Do you know what all this reminds me of?"

"Yes," said Stormgren promptly, "the time you wbuglding illegal radio sets
during the German occupation.”

Duval looked disappointed.

"Well, | suppose | have mentioned that once oréviiefore. But there's one
other thiug-"
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"What's that?"

"When you are caught, | didn't know what you warttezlgear for."

"What, after all the fuss you once made about thensist's social
responsibility for his inventions? Really, Pier'sy ashamed of you!"

Stormgren laid down the thick folder of typescrpth a sigh of relief.

"Thank heavens that's settled at last," he said.strange to think that

these few hundred pages hold the future of manKihd.World State! | never
thought | would see it in my lifetime!"

He dropped the file into his brief-case, the baicWleich was no more than ten
centimetres from the dark rectangle of the scrEssm time to nine his fingers
played across the locks in a half-conscious nerveastion, but he had no
intention of pressing the concealed switch ungl theeting was over. There was
a chance that something might go wrong: though Dioad sworn that Karellen
would detect nothing, one could never be sure.

"Now, you said you'd some news for me," Stormgm@mtiaued, with scarcely
concealed eagerness. "Is it about-"

"Yes," said Karellen. "l received a decision a teours ago."

What did he mean by that? wondered Storingren.lsiine@as not possible for
the Supervisor to have communicated with his didtame, across the unknown
numbers of light years that separated him fronbhse. Or perhaps-this was van
Ryberg's theory-he had merely been consulting saaecomputing machine which
could predict the outcome of any political action.

"I don't think," continued Karellen, "that the Fdeen League and its associates
will be very satisfied, but it should help to redube tension. We won't

record this, by the way.

"You've often told me, Rikki, that no matter howlika you we are physically,
the human race would soon grow accustomed to . shows a lack of
imagination on your part. It would probably be trag/our case, but you must
remember that most of the world is still uneducdtg@ny reasonable
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standards, and is riddled with prejudices and sipens that may take
decades to eradicate.

"You will grant that we know something of human gsglogy. We know rather
accurately what would happen if we revealed oueseto the world in its
present state of develop-merit. | can't go int@igteven with you, so you
must accept my analysis on trust. We can, howewake this definite promise,
which should give you some satisfaction. In fifgays-two generations from
now-we will come down from our ships and humanitl} at last see us as we
are."

Stormgren was silent for a while, absorbing theeBupor's words. He felt

little of the satisfaction that Karellen's statetn&nuld once have given him.
Indeed, he was somewhat confused by his partigess¢ and for a moment his
resolution faltered. The truth would come with ffassage of time:

all his plotting was unnecessary and perhaps unwike still went ahead, it
would be only for the selfish reason that he wadtbe alive in fifty years.
Karellen must have seen his irresolution, for hetiooied:

"I'm sorry if this disappoints you, but at least tholitical problems of the

near future won't be your responsibility. Perhams will think that our fears

are unfounded, but believe me we've had convingiogfs of the danger of any
other course.”

Stormgren leaned forward, breathing heavily.

"So you have been seen by Man!"

"l didn't say that," Karellen answered promptly ot world isn't the only
planet we've supervised."

Stormgren was not to be shaken off so easily.

"There have been many legends suggesting thattEs44 been visited in the
past by other races.”

"I know: I've read the }listorical Research Sectsoreport. It makes Earth

look like the crossroads of the Universe."

"There may have been visits about which you knothing," said Stormgren, still
angling hopefully. "Though since you must have befeserving us for thousands
of years, | suppose that's rather unlikely."

"I suppose it is," replied Karellen, in his mosheipful manner. And at that
moment Stormgren made up his mind.

"Karellen," he said abruptly, "I'll draft out theagement and send it up to

you for approval. But | reserve the right to con@rpestering you, and if |

see any opportunity, I'll do my best to learn ysecret."”
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"I'm perfectly well aware of that,” replied the Supisor, with a slight

chuckle.

"And you don't mind?"

"Not in the least-though I draw the line at nucle@apons, poison gas, or
anything else that might strain our friendship."

Stormgren wondered what, if anything, Karellen gadssed. Behind the
Supervisor's banter he had recognized the notadgrstanding, perhaps-who
could tell?-even of encouragement.

"I'm glad to know it," Stormgrcn replied in as Iégevoice as he could manage.



He rose to his feet, bringing down the cover ofdaise as he did so. His thumb
slid along the catch.

"I'll draft that statement at once," he repeatedd'send It up on the

teletype later today."

While he was speaking, he pressed the button-aed kmat all his fears had
been groundless. Karellen's senses were no stidieMMan's. The Supervisor
could have detected nothing, for there was no ahamdis voice as he said
goodbye and spoke the fRnlili2r code-words thanegethe door of the chamber.
Yet Stormgren still felt like a shoplifter leavimgdepartment store under the
eyes of the house-detective, and breathed a sighief when the smooth wall
had sealed itself behind

"l admit," said van Ryberg, "that some of my thesrhaven't been very
successful. But tell me what you think of this dne.

"Must I?" sighed Stormgren.

Pieter didn't seem to notice.

"It isn't really my idea," he said modestly. "I gbfrom a story of

Chesterton's. Suppose the Overlords are hidintatiighat they've got nothing

to hide?"

"That sounds just a little complicated to me," saidrmgren, beginning to take
slight interest.

'What | mean is this," van Ryberg continued eagérlghink that physically
they're human beings like us. They realize thall tedéerate being ruled by
creatures we imagine to be- well, alien and supteligent. But the human

race being what it is, it just won't be bossed adooy creatures of the same
species."
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"Very ingenious, like all your theories,” said Stmren.

"l wish you'd give them opus numbers so that | dddep up with them. The
objections to this one----" But at that moment Adager Wainwright was ushered
in.

Storzngren wondered what he was thinking. He wader

too, if Wainwright had made any contact with thenméno had kidnapped him. He
doubted it, for he believed Wainwright's disapptafaviolence to be perfectly
genuine. The extremists in his movement had. dige@ themselves thoroughly,
and it would be a long time before the world heafrthem again.

The head of the Freedom League listened carefuilievthe draft was read to
him. Stormgren hoped he appreciated this gesturehvwad been Karellen's
idea. Not for another twelve hours would the réshe world know of the
promise that had been made to its grandchildren.

"Fifty years," said Wainwright thoughtfully. "That a long time to wait."

"For mankind, perhaps, but not for Karellen," Stgren answered. Only now was
he beginning to realize the nearness of the Owislsolution. It had given

them the breathing space they believed they neaahedt had cut the ground
from beneath the Freedom League's feet. He dithmaadine that the League would



capitulate, but its position would be seriously kereed. Certainly Wainwright
realized this as well.

"In fifty years," he said bitterly, "the damage Mie done. Those who

remembered our independence will be dead:

humanity will have forgotten its heritage."

Words-empty words, thought Stormgren. The wordsMioich men had once fought
and died, and for which they would never die ohfiiggain. And the world would
be better for it.

As he watched Wainwright leave, Stormgren wondé@d much trouble the Freedom
League would still cause .in the years that layadh& et that, he thought with

a lifting of his spirits, was a problem for his sassor.

There were some things that only time could cuvd.rgen could be destroyed,

but nothing could be done with good men who wetadks.

"Here's your case," said Duval. "It's as good as.'he

"Thanks," Storrugren answered, inspecting it cdiyefione
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the less. "Now perhaps you'll tell me what it whsbout, and what we are
going to do next."

The physicist seemed more interested in his owaghts.

"What | can't understand," he said, "is the eask which we've got away with
it. Now if I'd been Kar-"

"But you're not. Get to the point, man. What diddwscover?"

"Ah me, these excitable, highly-strung Nordic rdtegghed Duval. "What we did
was to make a type of low-powered radar set. Bes@adio waves of very high
frequency, it used far infra-red-all waves, in fachich we were sure no
creature could possibly see, however weird antdyad."

"How could you be. sure of that?" asked Stormgbecpoming intrigued by the
technical problem in spite of himself.

"Well-we couldn't be quite sure," admitted Duvduotsntly. "But Karellen
views you under normal lighting, doesn't he? Sceliess must be approximately
similar to ours in spectral range. Anyway, it watk&Ve've proved that there is
a large room behind that screen of yours. The saseabout three centimetres
thick, and the space behind it is at least tenesetcross. We couldn't detect
any echo from the far wall, but we hardly expedtedith the low power which
was all we dared use. However, we did get this."

He pushed across a piece of photographic papehahwas a single wavy line.
In one spot was a kink like the autograph of a reddhquake.

"See that little kink?"

"Yes: what is it?"

"Only Karellen."

"Good Lord! Are you sure?"

"It's a pretty safe guess. He's sitting, or stagdan whatever it is he does,
about two metres on the other side of the scrééine Iresolution had been a
bit better, we might even have calculated his %ize.

Stormgren's feelings were very mixed as he stardthascarcely visible



inflexion of the trace. Until now, there had beenpmnoof that Karellen even
had a material body. The evidence was still indjrieat he accepted it without
guestion.

"The other thing we had to do," said Duval, "wasatculate the transmission
of the screen to ordinary light. We think we've gatasonable idea of that-
anyway it doesn't matter If we're out even by adiaoften. You'll realize, of
course,
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that there's no such thing as a truly one-way gléssimply

a matter of arranging the lights. Karellen sitsiidarkened room: you are
illuminated-that's all." Duval chuckled.

"Well, we're going to change that!"

With the air of a conjurer producing a whole liteérwhite

rabbits, he reached into his desk and pulled owatvangrown

nash-lamp. The'end flared out into a wide nozaehat the whole device
looked rather like a blunderbuss.

Duval grinned.

"It's not as dangerous as it looks. All you havdaas to tam the nozzle
against the screen and press the trigger. It givea very powerful beam
lasting ten seconds, and in that

dine you'll be able to swing it round the room getla good view. All the

light will go through the screen and it will flooght your friend

beautifully."

"It won't hurt Karellen?"

"Not if you aim low and sweep upwards. That wiNgihis eyes time to adapt-I
suppose he has reflexes like ours, and we dontt wdnind him."

Stormgren looked at the weapon doubtfully and ldeften his hand. For the
last few weeks his conscience had been pricking Kimrellen bad always treated
him with unmistakable affection, despite his ocoaal devastating frankness,
and now that their time together was drawing teltse he did not wish to do
anything that might spoil that relationship. Bug¢ tBupervisor had received due
warning, and Stormgren had the conviction thatef ¢thoice had been his,
Karellen would long ago have shown himself. Nowdleeision would be made for
him: when their last meeting came to its end, Sgwem would gaze upon
Karellen's face.

it; of course, Karellen bad a face.

The nervousness that Stormgren had first felt bad kince passed away.
Karellen was doing almost all the talking, weavihg intricate sentences which
he was occasionally prone to use. Once this hadexéo Stormgren the most
wonderful and certainly the most unexpected oKallellen's gifts. Now it no
longer appeared quite so marvellous, for he knewlike most of the
Supervisor's abilities it was the result of sheégllectual power and not of

any special talent.

Karellen had time for any amount of literary compos
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when he slowed his thoughts down to the pace ofamuspeech.

"There is no need for you or your successor to ywonduly about the Freedom
League, even when it has recovered from its prefespgondency. It has been
very quiet for the past month, and though it waNive again it will not be a
danger for some years. Indeed, since it is alwalisable to know what your
opponents are doing, the League is a very usedtitution. Should it ever get
into financial difficulties | might even have tolsidize it."

Stormgren had often found it difficult to tell wh&arellen was joking. He kept
his face impassive and continued to listen.

"Very soon the League will lose another of its angmts. There has been a good
deal of criticism, all somewhat childish, of theesal position you have held

for the past few years. | found it very valuableghe early days of my
administration, but now that the world is movingraj the lines that | planned,
it can cease. In future, all my dealings with Eavtt be in-direct and the

office of Secretary-General can revert to sometha@sgmbling its original

form.

"During the next fifty years there will be manyses, but they will pass. The
pattern of the future is clear enough, and oneatlahese difflgilties will

be forgotten-even to a race with memories as lengpars."

The last words were spoken with such peculiar esiptthat Stormgren
immediately froze in his seat. Karellen, he wa® soever made accidental
slips: even his indiscretions were calculated tayr@gecimal places. But there
was no time to ask questions-which certainly wowdtbe answered-before the
Supervisor had changed the subject again.

"You have often asked me about our long-term pldmescontinued. "The
foundation of the World State is, of course, ohly tirst step. You will live

to see its completion-but the change will be sodrapptible that few will

notice it when it comes. After that there will bperiod of slow consolidation
while your race becomes prepared for us. And thikoamethe day which we have
promised. lain sorry you will not be there."

Stormgren's eyes were open, but his gaze was faxdgbyond the dark barrier
of the screen. He was looking into the future, imisgy the day that he would
never see, when the great ships of the Overlonae cbown at last to Earth and
were thrown open to the waiting world.
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"On that day," continued Karellen, "the human radeexperience what can only
be called a psychological discontinuity. But norpanent harm will be done: the
men of that age will be more stable than their dfathers. We will always have
been part of their lives, and when they meet usvillenot seem so-strange-as
we would do to you."

Stormgren had never known Karellen in so contenya@at mood, but this gave him
no surprise. He did not believe that he had even seore than a few facets of
the Supervisor's personality: the real Karellen washown and perhaps
unknowable to human beings. And once again Stonmigael the feeling that the
Supervisor's real interests were elsewhere, artdhéhauled Earth with only a
fraction of his mind, as effortlessly as a mastehcee-dimensional chess



might play a game of draughts.

"And after that?" asked Stormgren softly.

"Then we can begin our real work."

"l have often wondered what that might be. Tidyupgour world and civilizing
the human race is only a means-you must have anenell. Will we ever be
able to come out into space and see your univesdgaps even help you in your
tasks?"

"You can put it that way," said Karellen-and now toice held a clear yet
inexplicable note of sadness that left Stormgresmgely perturbed.

"But suppose, after all, your experiment fails wilan? We have known such
things in our own dealings with primitive humaneacSurely you have your
failures too?"

"Yes," said Karellen, so softly that Stormgren cbstarcely hear him. "We have
had our failures."

"And what do you do then?"

'We wait-and try again."

There was a pause lasting perhaps five secondsn Wirellen spoke again, his
words were so unexpected that for a moment Stommdjcenot react.
"Good-bye, Rikki!"

Karellen had tricked him-probably it was already tate. Storrngren's
paralysis lasted only a moment. Then, with a sisgldt, well-practised
movement, he whipped out the flash gun and jammagkiinst the glass.
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The pine trees came almost to the edge of the le&keing along its border

only a narrow strip of grass a few metres wide.

Every evening when it was warm enough Stormgrespitke

his ninety years, would walk along this strip te tanding-

stage, watch the sunlight die upon the water, hed teturn to the house
before the chill night wind came up from the fordste simple ritual gave him
much contentment, and he would continue it as &sge had the strength.

Far away over the lake something was coming in fitoen

west, flying low and fast. Aircraft were uncommarthese

parts, unless one counted the trans-polar linershwhust be

passing overhead every hour of the day and nighttthre

was never any sign of their presence, save anioo@yapour trail high
against the blue of the stratosphere. This machasea small helicopter, and

it was coming towards him with obvious determinati§tormgren glanced along
the beach

and saw that there was no chance of escape. Thamingged his shoulders and
sat down on the wooden bench at the head of thye jet

The reporter was so deferential that Stormgrendausurprising. He had
almost forgotten that he was not only an eldeestain but, outside his own
country, almost a mythical figure.

"Mr. Stormgren," the intruder began, "I'm very saiw bother you, but | wonder
if you'd care to comment on something we've jusrti@bout the Overlords."”
Stormgren frowned slightly. After all these yedrs,still shared Karellen's
dislike for that word.



"l do not think," he said, "that | can add a gréaal to what has been written
elsewhere."

The reporter was watching him with a curious inmess.

"l thought that you might. A rather strange stoag fjust come to our notice.

It seems that, nearly thirty years ago, one oftience Bureau's technicians
made some remarkable equipment for you. We wondéyed could tell us
anything about it."

For a moment Stormgren was silent, his mind goextkbnto the past. He was not
surprised that the secret had been discoverededidtevas surprising that it
had been kept so tong.

He rose to his feet and began to walk back aloagetty, the reporter
following a few paces behind.
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"The story," he said, "contains a certain amourituidh. On my last visit to
Karellen's ship | took some apparatus with

me, in the hope that | might be able to see theemigor. It

was rather a foolish thing to do, but-well, | wasyosixty at the time."

He chuckled to himself and then continued.

"It's not much of a story to have brought you ki tway. You see, it didn't
work."

"You saw nothing ?"

"No, nothing at all. I'm afraid you'll have to wdntit

after all, there are only twenty years to go!"

Twenty years to go. Yes, Karellen bad been righttign the world would be
ready, as it had not been when he had spokenaha Be to Duval thirty years
ago.

Karellen had trusted him, and Stormgren had notped his faith. He was as
sure as he could be of anything that the Supertigdrknown his plan from the
beginning, and had fbreseen every moment of itd fnt.

Why else had that enormous chair been already ewlpay the circle of light
blazed upon it! In the same moment he had staoted/iing the beam, fearing
that he was too late. The metal door, twice as hggh man, was closing
swiftly when he first caught sight of it-closing iftly, yet not quite swiftly
enough.

Yes, Karellen had trusted him, had not wished lirgd down into the long
evening of his life haunted by a mystery he cowdan solve. Karellen dared
not defy the unknown powers above him (were theyaf same race also?) but he
had done all that he could. If he had disobeyemhthibey could never prove it.
It was the final proof, Stormgren. knew, of Karalgaffection for him. Though
it might be the affection of a man for a devoted antelligent dog, it was

none the less sincere for that, and Stormgree'sifl given him few greater
satisfactions.

"We have had our failures."

Yes, Karellen, that was true: and were you thewane failed, before the dawn
of human history? It must have been a failure idd#d&ught Stormgren, for its
echoes to roll down all the ages, to haunt thedbloibd of every race of man.
Even In fifty years, could you overcome the powealbthe myths and legends



of the world?

Yet Stormgren knew there would be no second failure
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When the two races met again, the Overlords woale twon the trust and
friendship of mankind, and not even the shock ocbgaition could undo that
work. They would go together Into the future, ane tinknown tragedy that must
have darkened the past would be lost forever dtwrdim corridors of
prehistoric time.

And Stormgren hoped that when Karellen was fregalix once more on Earth, he
would one day come to these northern forests, tamdl eside the grave of the
first man to be his friend.

4
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THE GOLDEN AGE

5

"Tins is the day!" whispered the radios in a huddangues. "This is the day!"
said the headlines of a thousand newspapers. I§the day!" thought the
cameramen as they checked and rechecked the equigatkered round the vast
empty space upon which Karellen's ship would beeleding.

There was only the single ship now, hanging aboew Mork. Indeed, as the world
had just discovered, the ships above Man's otliesdiad never existed. The
day before, the great fleet of the Overlords hadaed into nothingness,
fading like mists beneath the morning dew.

The supply ships, coming and going far out in sphad been real enough; but
the silver clouds that had hung for a lifetime abalmost all the capitals of
Earth had been an illusion. How it had been doaegme could tell, but it
seemed that every one of those ships had beemgatiore than an image of
Karellen's own vessel. Yet it had been far more thanatter of playing with
light, for radar had also been deceived, and thvere still men alive who
swore that they had heard the shriek of torn athadleet came in through

the skies of Earth.

It was not important: all that mattered was thatdtlan no longer felt the

need for this displayof force. He had thrown awsydsychological weapons.
"The ship is moving !" came the word, flashed infiiato every corner of the
planet. "It is heading westward!"

At less than a thousand kilometres an hour, fakilogvly down from the empty
heights of the stratosphere, the ship moved otita@reat plains and to its
second rendezvous with history. It settled dowrdadrgly before the waiting
cameras and the packed thousands of spectatdesy €5 whom coul'~ see as
much as the millions gathered round their TV sets.

The ground should have cracked and trembled beneath
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that tremendous weight, but the vessel was sttthéngrip of whatever forces
drove it among the stars. It kissed the earth atlygas a falling snowflake.

The curving wall twenty metres above the grounarszeto flow and shimmer:
where there had been a smooth and shining sudagreat opening had appeared.
Nothing was visible within it, even to the questeges of the camera. It was
as dark and shadowed as the entrance to a cave.

Out of the orifice, a wide, glittering gangway exded itself and drove
purposefully towards the ground. It seemed a s#get of metal with hand-
rails along either side. There were no steps; ¢ staep and smooth as a
toboggan slide and, one would have thought, equalipssible to ascend or
descend in any ordinary manner.

The world was watching that dark portal, within efimnothing had yet stirred.
Then the seldom-heard yet unfor-. gettable voidéastllen floated softly down
from some hidden source. His message could scdnegly been more unexpected
"There are some children by the foot of the gangweaypuld like two of them to
come up and meet me."

There was silence for a moment. Then a boy and argke from the crowd and
walked, with complete lack of self-consciousnes@iards the gangway and into
history. Others followed, but stopped when Karédlemuckle came from the
ship.

"Two will be enough.”

Eagerly anticipating the adventure, the childrezytbould not have been more
than six years old-jumped on to the metal slideerirtine first miracle
happened.

Waving cheerfi.illy to the crowds beneath, andhit anxious parents-who, too
late, had probably remembered the legend of the Piger-the children began
swiftly ascending the steep slope. Yet their legsaamotionless, and soon it
was clear also that their bodies were tilted ditrangles to that peculiar
gangway. It possessed a private gravity of its amme, which could ignore that
of Earth. The children were still enjoying this ebexperience, and wondering
what was drawing them upwards, when they disappeate the ship.

A vast silence lay over the whole world for thespaf twenty seconds-though,
afterwards, no-one could believe that the timelteeh so short. Then the
darkness of the
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great opening seemed to move forward, and Kareleme forth into the sunlight.
The boy was sitting on his left arm, the girl os hght. They were both too
busy playing with Karellen's wings to take any oetof the watching multitude.
It was a tribute to the Overlords' psychology, emtheir careful years of
preparation, that only a few people fainted. Yet¢hcould have been fewer
still, anywhere in the world, who did not feel twecient terror brush for one
awful instant against their minds before reasondbesl it forever.

There was no mistake. The leathery wings, the Iittirns, the barbed tail-all
were there. The most terrible of all legends hadeto life, out of the

unknown past. Yet now it

stood smiling, in ebon majesty, with the sunligleagning upon its tremendous



body, and with a human child resting trustfullyether arm.

6

Furry years is ample time in which to change a @varld its people almost
beyond recognition. All that is required for thekare a sound knowledge of
social engineering, a clear sight of the intendeal-gnd power.

These things the Overlords possessed. Thoughgbaimwas hidden, their
knowledge was obvious-and so was their power.

That power took many forms, few of them realizedhm/peoples whose destinies
the Overlords now ruled. The might enshrined inrtheeat ships had been clear
enough for every eye to see. But behind that dyspi@leeping force were

other and much subtler weapons.

"All political problems," Karellen had once tolddstngren, "can be solved by
the correct application of power."

"That sounds a rather cynical remark," Stormgrehrealied doubtfully. "It's a
little too much like 'Might is Right'. In our owragt, the use of power has

been notably unsuccessflu in solving anything."

"The operative word is correct. You have never psssd real power, or the
knowledge necessary to apply it. As in all problethere are efficient and
inefficient approaches. Suppose, for example,dghatof your nations, led by
some
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fanatical ruler, tried to revolt against me. Thghly inefficient answer to

such a threat would be some billions of horsepowéne shape of atomic bombs.
If 1 used enough bombs, the solution would be cetepand finei. It would also,
as | remarked, be inefficient-even if it possessedther defects."

"And the efficient solution?"

"That requires about as much power as a small taaismitter-and rather
similar skills to operate. For it's the applicatmiithe power, not its

amount, that matters. How long do you think Hideareer as dictator of
Germany would have lasted, if wherever he wentieevwas talking quietly in
his ear? Or if' a steady musical note, loud endagirown all other sounds and
to prevent sleep, filled his brain night and dayi2hihg brutal, you

appreciate. Yet, in the final analysis, just assistible as a tritium bomb."

"l see," said Stormgren; "and there would be nogta hide?"

"No place where | could not send my-ah-devicedeftlsufficiently strongly
about it. And that is why I shall never have to tesly drastic methods to
maintain my position."

The great ships, then, had never been more thabadgnand now the world knew
that all save one had been phantoms.

Yet, by their mere presence, they had changedish@y of Earth. Now their
task was done, and their achievementlingered behem to go echoing down the
centuries.

Karellen's calculations had been accurate. Thekshio@vulsion had passed
swiftly, though there were many who prided themsglon their freedom from



superstition yet would never be able to face onb®fOverlords. There was
something strange here, something beyond all reaslmgic.

In the Middle Ages, people believed in the devi &mared him. But this was
the twenty-first century: could it be that, aftdly there was such a thing as
racial memory?

It was, of course, universally assumed that therlOras, or beings of the same
species, had come into violent conflict with antiean. The meeting must have
lain in the remOte past, for it had left no trasesecorded history. Here was
another puzzle, and Karellen would give no helggrsolution.

The Overlords, though they had now shown themsetvesan, seldom left their
one remaining ship. Perhaps they found it physicalcomfortable on Earth, for
their size, and the existence of their wings, iathd that they came from
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a world of much lower gravity. They were never sedghout a belt adorned with
complex mechanisms which, it was generally belieeedtrolled their weight and
enabled them to communicate with each other. Dgestight was painful to
them, and they never stayed in it for more thaevmadeconds. When they had to
go into the open for any length of time, they wdaek glasses which gave them
a somewhat incongruous appearance. Though theyesesite to breathe
terrestrial air, they sometimes carried small dgdirs of gas from which they
refreshed themselves occasionally.

Perhaps these purely physical problems accountdtdiy aloofness. Only a
small fraction of the human race had ever actualy an Overlord in the flesh,
and no-one could guess how many of them were aliaellen’s ship. No more
than five had ever been seen together at one biotehere might be hundreds,
even thousands of them aboard that tremendouslvesse

In many ways, the appearance of the Overlords &digdd more problems than it
had solved. Their origin was still no-known, thigiology a source of endless
speculation. On many matters they would give infation freely, but on others
their behaviour could only be described as sea@e@®n the whole, however,
this did not annoy anyone except the scientists. alerage man, though he
might prefer not to meet the Overlords, was gratefithem for what they had
done to his world.

By the standards of all earlier ages, it was Utolgiaorance, disease, poverty
and fear had virtually ceased to exist. The membryar was fading into the
past as a nightmare vanishes with the dawn: sasadutd lie outside the
experience of all living men.

With the energies of mankind directed into congtmacchannels, the face of
the world had been remade. It was, almost literallgew world. The cities

that had been good enough for earlier generatiad$ken rebuilt-or deserted
and left as museum specimens when they had ceasedvie any useful purpose.
Many cities had already been abandoned in this erafor the whole pattern of
industry and commerce had changed completely. Rtimhuhad become largely
automatic: the robot factories poured forth consugeeds in such unending
streams that all the ordinary necessities of liggewirtually free. Men

worked for the sake of the luxuries they desiredhey did not work at all.
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It was One World. The old nhames of the old coustwere still used, but they
were no more than convenient postal divisions. &kes no-one on earth who
could not speak English, who could not read, whe m@ within range of a
television set, who could not visit the other sifi¢he planet within twenty-

four hours..

Crime had practically vanished. It had become lnatinecessary and impossible.
When no-one lacks anything, there is no pointéalgtg. Moreover, all

potential criminals knew that there could be naapsdrom the surveillance of
the Overlords. In the early days of their rule ythad intervened so

effectively on behalf of law and order that thestas had never been forgotten.
Crimes of passion, though not quite extinct, wéneoat unheard of. Now that so
many of its psychological problems had been rempokedhanity was far saner and
less irrational. And what earlier ages would haaked vice was now no more
than eccentricity-or, at the worst, bad manners.

One of the most noticeable changes had been angedawn of the mad tempo that
had so characterized the twentieth century. Life mare leisurely than it had
been for generations. It therefore had less zeshéfew, but more

tranquillity for the many. Western man had reledradnat the rest of the world
had never forgotten-that there was nothing sinfuéisure as long as it did

not degenerate into mere sloth.

Whatever problems the future might bring, time wlod yet hang heavy on
humanity's hands. Education was now much more tlgtr@and much more protracted.
Few people left college before twenty-and that masely the first stage, since
they normally returned again at twenty-five fotesst three more years, after
travel and experience had broadened their mindsn Ehven, they would probably
take refresher ~urses at intervals for the remaiatilreir lives in the

subjects that particularly interested them.

This extension of human apprenticeshi~ so far pesbeginning of physical
maturity had given rise to many social changes. &ohthese had been necessary
for generations, but earlier periods had refusddde the challenge-or had
pretended that it did not exist. In particular, gatern of sexual mores-

insofar as there had ever been a single patternakexed radically. It had

been virtually shattered by two
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inventions, which were, ironically enough, of pyrelbman ~rn and owed nothing
to the Overlords.

The first was a completely reliable oral contraseptthe 3econd was an

equally infallible method-as certain as fingergngt and based on a very
detailed analysis of the blood- of identifying fla¢gher of any child. The

effect of these two inventions upon human societylat only be described as
devastating, and they had swept away the last netsioé the Puritan

aberration.

Another great change was the extreme mobility efrtbw society. Thanks to the
perfection of air-transport, everyone

was free to go anywhere at a moment's notice. TWuagemore room in the skies
than there had ever been on the roads, and thetykfiest century had

repeated, on a larger scale, the great Americae\aent of purnng a nation



on wheels.

It had given wings to the world.

Though not literally. The ordinary private flyer air-car

had no wings at all, or indeed any visible constaifaces.

Even the clumsy rotor blades of the old helicopkerd been

banished. Yet Man had not discovered anti-grawityy the Overlords possessed
that ultimate secret. His air-cars were propelhgdooces which the Wright
brothers would have understood. Jet reaction, be#ddirectly and in the more
subtle form of boundary layer control, drove higfk forward and held them in
the air. As no laws or edicts of the Overlords ddudve done, the ubiquitous
little air-cars had washed away the last barriets/ben the different tribes

of mankind.

Profounder things had also passed. It was a coetpkstcular age. Of the

faiths that had existed before the coming of therf@vds, only a forn~ of

purified Buddhism-perhaps the most austere ofedithions-still survived. The
creeds that had been based upon miracles andtiexslaad collapsed utterly.
With the rise of education, they had already béewlg dissolving, but for a
while the Overlords had taken no sides in the mafieough Karellen was often
asked to express his views on religion, all thatvbald say was that a man's
belieft were his own affair, so long as they did imberfere with the liberty

of others.

Perhaps the old faiths would have lingered for garens yet, had it not been

for human curiosity. It was known that the Overblad access to the past, and
more than once historians had appealed to Kar&lleettle some ancient contro
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versy. It may have been that he had grown tireslioh questions, but it is

more likely that he knew perfectly well what the@ame of his generosity would
be....

The instrument he handed over on permanent lo#retdVorld History Foundation
was nothing more than a television receiver witlelaorate set of controls

for determining coordinates in time and space.ustiave been linked somehow
to a far more complex machine, operating on priesighat no-one could
imagine, aboard Karellen's ship. One had meredjost the controls, and a
window into the past was opened up. Almost the wlodlhuman history for the
past five thousand years became accessible instamin Earlier than that the
machine would not go, and there were bafihing kdaadkdown the ages. They
might have had some natural cause, or they mightubkedo deliberate censorship
by the Overlords.

Though it had always been obvious to any rationatrthat all the world's
religious writings could not be true, the shock \wasertheless profound. Here
was a revelation which no-one could doubt or déeye, seen by some unknown
magic of Overlord science, were the true beginnofgdl the world's great

faiths. Most of them were noble and inspiring- that was not enough. Within a
few days, all mankind's multitudinous messiahslbattheir divinity. Beneath
the fierce and passionless light of truth, faitiet had sustained millions

for twice a thousand years vanished like morning.ddl the good and all the
evil they had wrought were swept suddenly intoghst, and could touch the



minds of men no more.

Humanity had lost its ancient gods: now it wasendugh to have no need for
new ones.

Though few realized it as yet, the fall of religibad been paralleled by a
decline in science. There were plenty of technalsgibut few original workers
extending the frontiers of human knowledge. Cutjosmained, and the leisure
to mdulge in it, but the heart had been taken bturedamental scientific
research. It seemed futile to spend a lifetimecketog fur secrets that the
Overlords had probably uncovered ages before.

This decline had been partly disguised by an enasnedflorescence of the
descriptive sciences such as zoology, botany asdreational astronomy. There
had never been so
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many amateur scientists gathering facts for theim amusement-but there were
few theoreticians correlating these facts.

The end of strife and conflicts of all kinds hadaaimeant the virtual end of
creative art. There were myriads of performers,tamraand professional, yet
there had, been no really outstanding new worksgesature, music, painting

or sculpture for a generation. The world was Btilhg on the glories of a

past that could never return.

No-one worried except a few philosophers. The ve&e too intent upon savouring
its new-found freedom to look beyond the pleasofdle present. Utopia was
here at last: its novelty had not yet been assayetie supreme enemy of all
Utopias-boredom.

Perhaps the Overlords had the answer to thategstd to all other problems.
No-one knew-any more than they knew, a lifetimerattteir arrival-what their
ultimate purpose might be. Mankind had grown tattthem, and to accept
without question the superhuman altruism that heqat Karellen and his
companions so long exiled from their homes.

If, indeed, it was altruism. For there were stillee who wondered if the
policies of the Overlords would always coincidehniihe true welfare of
humanity.

7

WHEN Rupert Boyce sent out the invitations for pasty, the total mileage
involved was impressive. To list only the first éazguests, there were the
Fosters from Adelaide, the Shoenbergers from Hai Farrans from Stalingrad,
the Moravias from Cincinnati, the Ivankos from Baand the Sullivans from the
general vicinity of Easter Island, but approximgtelur kilometres down on the
ocean bed. It was a considerable compliment to Rtip&t although thirty
guests had been invited, over forty turned up-wknels about the percentage he
had expected. Only the Krauses let him down, aatilas simply because they
forgot about the International Date Line and aditenty-four hours late.

By noon an imposing collection of flyers had acclated in
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the park, and the later arrivals would have quitestance to walk once they
had found somewhere to land. At least, it wouldsegeite a distance to them,
under this doudless sky and with the mercury atradred and ten. The assembled
vehicles ranged from one-man Flitterbugs to far@&dillacs which were more
like air-borne palaces than sensible flying machime this age, however,
nothing could be deduced concerning the socialstait the guests from their
modes of transport.

"It's a very z~gly house," said Jean Morrel as tie¢eldk spiralled down. "It
looks rather like a box that somebody's stepped on.

George Greggson, who had an old-fashioned dishleeimmatic landings,
readjusted the rate-of-descent control before ansgie

"It's hardly fair to judge the place from this am{lhe replied, sensibly

enough. "From ground level it may look quite diéfet. Oh dear!"

"What's the matter?"

"The Fosters are here. I'd recognize that colobhes®e anywhere."

"Well, there's no need to talk to them if you devennt to. That's one
advantage of Rupert's parties-you can always nidlea crowd."

George had selected a landing place and was namgdmrposefully towards it.
They floated to rest between another Meteor anceiung that neither of them
could identify. It looked very fast and, Jean thiolygery uncomfortable. One
of Rupert's technical friends, she decided, habtadsty built it himself. She

had an idea that there was a law against thab&dning.

The heat hit them like a blast from a blow-torchtaes/ stepped out of the

flyer. It seemed to suck the moisture from theidibs, and George almost
imagined that he could feel his skin cracking. dtsvpartly their own fault, of
course.

They had left Alaska three hours before, and shbaig remembered to adjust
the cabin temperature accordingly.

"What a place to live!" gasped Jean. "l thoughd thimate was supposed to be
controlled.”

"Soitis," replied George. "This was all deserteand look at it now. Come
on-it'll be all right indoors!"

Rupert's voice, slightly larger than life, booméxaerfully
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in their ears. Their host was standing besidelyle,fa glass in each hand,
looking down at them with a roguish expression.

He looked down at them for the simple reason teawas about twelve feet tall:
he was also semi-transparent. One could see hghigh him without much
difficulty.

"This is a fine trick to play on your guests!" prsted

George. He grabbed at the drinks, which he cowdtrpach.

His hand, of course, went right through them. "hégou've got something more
substantial for us when we reach the house!"

"Don't worry!" laughed Rupert. "Just give your ardew, and it'll be ready by
the time you arrive."

"Two large beers, cooled in liquid air," said Genpggomptly. 'We'll be right
there."



Rupert nodded, put down one of his glasses onasilite table, adjusted an
equally invisible control, and promptly vanishedrfr sight.

"Well!" said Jean. "That's the first time I've semre of those gadgets in

action. How did Rupert get hold of it? | thoughtyotihe Overlords had them."
"Have you ever known Rupert not to get anythingvaated?" replied George.
"That's just the toy for him. He can sit comfortainl his studio and go
wandering round half of Africa. No heat, no bugs axertion-and the icebox
always in reach. | wonder what Stanley and Livingstwould have thought?"
The sun put an end to further conversation ungy thad reached the house. As
they approached the front door (which was not eagy to distinguish from the
rest of the glass wall facing them) it swung autbcadly open with a fanfare

of trumpets. Jean guessed, correctly, that shedimriheartily sick of that
fanfare before the day was through.

The current Mrs. Boyce greeted them in the delgicaniness of the hail. She
was, if truth be known, the main reason for thedjtuwn-out of guests. Perhaps
half of them would have come in any case to seeeRgmew house: the waverers
had been decided by the reports of Rupert's nea. wif

There was only one adjective that adequately desgter. She was distracting.
Even in a world where beauty was almost commonplaea would turn their heads
when she entered the room. She was, George guadsed,one quarter Negro; her
features were practically Grecian and her hair iag and
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lustrous. Only the dark, rich texture of her skie-bverworked word

"chocolate" was the only one that described iteed®d her mixed ancestry.
"You're Jean and George, aren't you?" she saidjfgobut her hand. "I'm so
pleased to meet you. Rupert is doing something toatpd with the drinks-come
along and meet everybody."

Her voice was a rich contralto that sent littleveins running up and down
George's back, as if someone was playing on hiedjke a flute. He looked
nervously at Jean, who had managed to force a shateutificial smile, and
finally recovered his voice.

"It's-it's verynice to meet you," he said lameWe"ve been looking forward to
this party."

"Rupert always gives such nice parties," put imJ&y the way she accented
the "always", one knew perfectly well she was tmgK'Every time he gets
married". George flushed slightly and gave Jealaacg of reproof, but there
was no sign that their hostess noticed the barb vw&is friendliness itself as

she ushered them into the main lounge, alreadyplaaked with a representative
collection of Rupert's numerous friends. Rupertdathwas sitting at the
console of what seemed to be a television engseeritrol unit: it was,

George assumed, the device that had projectediaga out to meet them. He was
busily demonstrating it by surprising two more s as they descended into
the parking place, but paused just long enougheaetglean and George and to
apologize for having given their drinks to somebethe.

"You'll find plenty more over there," he said, wagione hand vaguely behind
him while he adjusted controls with the other. tJuake yourselves at home.
You know most of the people here-Maia will introdyou to the rest. Good of



you to come."

"Good of you to invite us," said Jean, without mgomviction. George had
already departed towards the bar and she madedyeafter him, occasionally
exchanging greetings with someone she recognizedut®hree-quarters of those
present were perfect strangers, which was the natai@ of affairs at one of
Rupert's parties.

"Let's explore,” she said to George when they b&@shed themselves and waved
to everyone they knew. "l want to look at the house
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George, with a barely concealed backward look aaNBayce, followed after her.
There was a faraway look in his eyes that Jearitdikia in the least. It was

such a nuisance that men were fundamentally polgganOn the other hand, if
they weren't. . . Yes, perhaps it was better tlag, &fter

511.

George quickly came back to normal as they invastijthe wonders of Rupert's
new abode. The house seemed very large for two@dmyt this was just as well
in view of the frequent overloads it would havénemdle. There were two
storeys, the upper considerably larger so thatatltung and provided shade
around the ground floor. The degree of mechaniaatias considerable, and the
kitchen closely resembled the cockpit of an airline

"Poor Ruby!" said Jean. "She would have loved phase."

"From what I've heard," replied George, who hadyreat sympathy for the last
Mrs. Boyce, "she's perfectly happy with her Ausaralboy-friend."

This was such common knowledge that Jean couldyheodtradict it, so she
changed the subject.

"She's awfully pretty, isn't she?"

George was sufficiently alert to avoid the trap.

"Oh, | suppose so," he replied indifferently. "Thgtof course, if one likes
brunettes."

"Which you don't, | rake it," said Jean sweetly.

"Don't be jealous, dear," chuckled George, strokiagplatinum hair. "Let's go
and look at the library. What floor do you thinlattwill be on?"

"It must be up here: there's no more room downvbeBesides, that fits in with
the general design. All the living, eating, slegpamd so on's relegated to

the ground flopr. This is the fun and games depamtrathough [ still think it's

a crazy idea having a swimming-pool upstairs."

"l guess there's some reason for it," said Geangening a door

experimentally. "Rupert must have had skilled adwitien he built this place.
I'm sure he couldn't have done it himself."

"You're probably right. If he had, there'd haverbe@oms without doors, and
stairways leading nowhere. In fact, I'd be afraidtep inside a house that
Rupert had designed all by himself."

"Here we are," said George, with the pride of agetor
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making landfall, "the fabulous Boyce collectionli®i new home. | wonder just
how many of them Rupert has really read.”



The library ran the whole width of the house, baswirtually divided into

half a dozen small rooms by the great bookcasendixtg across it. These held,
if George remembered correctly, some fifteen thodsalumes-almost everything
of importance that had ever been published ondhelous subjects of magic,
psychic research, divining, telepathy, and the @ahge of elusive phenomena
lumped in the category of paraphysics. It was & peculiar hobby for anyone

to have in this age of reason. Presumably it waplgi Rupert's particular form
of escapism.

George noticed the smell the moment he enterecbtira.

It was faint but penetrating, not so much unpletaarpuzzling. Jean had
observed it too: her forehead was wrinkled in tiiereof identification.

Acetic acid, thought George- that's the nearesgtto it. But it's got

something else as well....

The library terminated in a small open space jargfd enough for a table, two
chairs and some cushions. This, presumably, wasanRapert did most of his
reading. Someone was reading there now, in an uraligtdim light.

Jean gave a little gasp and clutched at Georgets er reaction was, perhaps
excusable. It was one thing to watch a televisictupe, quite another to meet
the reality. George, who was seldom surprised lpthamg, rose to the occasion
at once.

"I hope we haven't disturbed you, sir," he saidtelyl 'We'd no idea that

there was anyone here. Rupert never told us...."

The Overlord put down the book, looked at themealjgghen commenced reading
again. There was nothing impolite about the actioming as it did from a

being who could read, talk, and probably do sewvatsr things at the same
time. Nevertheless, to human observers the spectad disturbingly
schizophrenic.

"My name is Rashaverak," said the Overlord amidlhiy afraid I'm not being
very sociable, but Rupert's library is a difficplace from which to escape.”
Jean managed to suppress a nervous giggle. Treeipaated fellow guest was,
she noticed, reading at the rate of a
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page every two seconds. She did not doubt thatdseassimilating every word,
and she wondered if he could manage to read aWwitbleach eye. "And then, of
course," she thought to herself, "he could go dedon braille so he could

use his fingers. . . ." The resulting mental pietwas too comic to be
comfortable, so she tried to suppress it by enganto the conversation.

After all, it was not every day that one had a deaof talking to one of the
masters of Earth.

George let her chatter on, after he had made thedunctions, hoping that she
wouldn't say anything tactless. Like Jean, he lmaenseen an Overlord in the
flesh. Though they mixed socially with governmefiictals, scientists and
others who dealt with them in the course of businke had never heard of one
being present at an ordinary private party. Onererice was that this party

was not as private as it seemed. Rupert's possasseopiece of Overlord
equipment also hinted at this, and George begamtaler, in capital letters,

just What Was Going On. He would have to tackle &ugbout this when he could



get him into a corner.

Since the chairs were too small for him, Rashavesak sitting on the floor,
apparently quite at ease since he had ignoredugt@ans only a metre away. As
a result his head was a mere two metres from ihengl; and George had a unique
chance of studying extra-terrestrial biology. Utdoately, as he knew little
about terrestrial biology, he was not able to leauch that he did not already
know. Only the peculiar, and by no means unpleasard odour was new to him.
He wondered how humans smelt to the Overlords haped for the best.

There was nothing anthropomorphic about Rashaverak.

George could understand the way in which, if seemfa distance by ignorant,
terrified savages, the Overlords could be mistdkemwinged men, and so could
have given rise, to the conventional portrait @ Bevil. From as clOse as

this, however, some of the illusion vanished. Titielhorns (what function

did they serve? wondered George) were as per sgamh, but the body was
neither like that of a man nor of any animal Edndld ever known. Coming from a
totally alien evolutionary tree, the Overlords waegther m~mmnls, insects,

nor reptiles. It was not even certain that theyenartebrates: their hard,
external armour might well be their only supportirgmework.
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Rashaverak's wings were folded so that George cmildee them dearly, but his
tail, looking like a piece of armoured hose-pifag, heatly curled under him.

The famous barb was not so much an arrowheadaage Fat diamond. Its
purpose, it was now generally accepted, was to gjsdaility in flight, like

the tail-feathers of a bird. From scanty facts smglpositions such as these,
scientists had concluded that the Overlords caoma & world of low gravity and
very dense atmosphere.

Rupert's voice suddenly bellowed from a concegbedlser.

"Jean! George! Where the hell are you hiding? Cdowen and join the party.
People are beginning to talk."

"Perhaps I'd better go too," said Rashaverak,mttis book back on the

shelf~ He did that quite easily, without moving freine floor, and George
noticed for the first time that he had two oppogednbs, with five fingers
between them. I'd hate to do arithmetic, Georgaghoto himself, in a system
based on fourteen.

Rashaverak getting to his feet was an impressghg,sand as the Overlord bent
to avoid the ceiling it became obvious that, ef¥ghay were anxious to mix

with human beings, the practical difficulties wolde considerable.

Several more cargoes of guests had arrived iratenklf hour, and the room
was now quite crowded. Rashaverak's arrival madéensaa good deal worse,
because everyone in the adjacent rooms came runmiogee him. Rupert was
obviously very pleased with the sensation. JeanGaatge were much less
gratified, as no-one took any notice of them. Iatjdew people could see them,
because they were standing behind the Overlord.

"Come over here, Rashy, and meet some of the fadksuted Rupert. "Sit on the
divan-then you can stop scraping the ceiling."

Rashaverak, his tail draped over his shoulder, mh@eoeoss the room like an
icebreaker worrying its way through a pack. As &iedown beside Rupert, the



room seemed to become much larger again and Gltrget a sigh of relief.

"It gave me claustrophobia when he was standingnder how Rupert got hold of
him-this looks like being an interesting party."

"Fancy Rupert addressing him like that, in pubdiec.tBut he didn't seem to
mind. It's all very peculiar.”
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"l bet you he did mind. The trouble with RupertHat he likes to show oft;

and he's got no tact. And that reminds me- sontikeasfe questions you asked!"
"Such as?"

"Well-'How long have you been here?' 'How do youayewith Supervisor
Karellen?' 'Do you like it on Earth?’

Really, darling! You just don't talk to Overlordsat way!"

"I don't see why not. It is about time someone"did.

Before the discussion could get acrimonious, thesevaccosted by the
Shoenbergers and fission rapidly occurred. The gidnt off in one direction

to discuss Mrs. Boyce: the men went in anotherchdexactly the same thing,
though from a different viewpoint. Benny Shoenbergdio was one of George's
oldest friends, had a good deal of informationtengubject.

"For heaven's sake don't tell anyone," he saidti'laesn't know this, but |
introduced her to Rupert.”

"I think," George remarked enviously, "that shelscintoo good for Rupert.
However, it can't possibly last. She'll soon getde with him." This thought
seemed to cheer him considerably.

"Don't you believe it! Besides being a beauty, she’eally nice person. It's

high time someone took charge of Rupert, and gist'she girl to do it."

Both Rupert and Maia were now sitting beside Rasteky receiving their guests
in state. Ruperf S parties seldom had any focadtpbut usually consisted of
half a dozen independent groups intent on their affairs. This time, however,
the whole gathering was polarized towards a caftedtraction.

George felt rather sorry for Maia. This should hbaeen her day, but Rashaverak
had partially eclipsed her.

"Look," said George, nibbling at a sandwich. "Hdwe tevil has Rupert got hold
of an Overlord? I've never heard of such a thingHeuseems to take it for
granted. He never even mentioned it when he invited

Benny thudded.

"Just another of his little surprises. You'd be#tsk him about it. But this

isn't the first time it's happened, after all. Kk@'s been to parties at the

White House and Buckingham Palace, and-"

"Heck, that's different! Rupert's a perfectly o@tycitizen."
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l.

"And maybe Rashaverak's a very minor Overlord.y®wtd better ask them."

"I will," said George, "just as soon as | can gapBrt by himself."

"Then you'll have to wait a long time."

Benny was right, but as the party was now warmimng was easy to be patient.
The slight paralysis which the appearance of Rasfa&nhad cast over the
assembly had now vanished. There was still a sgnaillp around the Overlord,



but elsewhere the usual fragmentation had takere@ad everyone was behaving
quite naturally. Sullivan, for example, was desagphis latest submarine
research to an interested audience.

"We're not sure, yet," he said, "just how big tigegw.

There's a canyon not far from our base where agraat lives.

I've caught a glimpse of it once, and I'd say ifsatentacle-spread is the

best part of thirty metres. I'm going in after éxt week. Anyone like
something really novel in the way of pets?"

There was a squeal of horror from one of the women.

"Ugh! It gives me the creeps just to think aboutbu must be terribly

brave."

Sullivan looked quite surprised.

"I'd never thought about that," he said. "Of coutdake suitable

precautions, but I've never been in any real danger

The squids know that they can't eat me, and asdsriglon't go too close they
never take the slightest notice. Most sea-creataes® you alone unless you
interfere with them."

"But surely,” someone asked, "sooner or later gdodund to run up against one
that thinks you're edible?"

"Oh," replied Sullivan airily, "that happens nowdathen.

| try not to hurt them, because after all I'm amsi®o make

friends. So | just turn the jets full on and it abytakes onl

a minute or two to pull free. If I'm too busy t@gtand play,

may tidde them up with a couple of hundred voltsaflsettles

the matter and they never bother me again."

You certainly met some interesting people at Rigpgpdrties, thought George as
he moved on to the next group.

Rupert's literary tastes might be specialized hmifriendships were wide-
ranging. Without bothering to turn his head, Geargeld see a famous film
producer, a minor poet, a mathematician, two actr&tomic power engineer, a
game warden,

73

the editor of a weekly news magazine, a statistiiam the World Bank, a
violin virtuoso, a professor of arth~ology and atigshysicist. There were no
other representatives of George's own professabevision studio design-which
was

a good thing, as he wanted to get away from shegdot#ed his work: indeed, in
this age, for the first time in human history, neeavorked at tasks they did

not like. But George was content to mentally |doi $tudio doors behind him at
the

end of the day.

He finally trapped Rupert in the kitchen, experitireg wlthdrinks. It seemed
apitytobringhim backto earth when he had such-afay look in his eye, but
George could be ruthless when necessary.

"Look here, Rupert," he began, perching himselttennearest table. "I thipk
you owe us all some explanation."



"Um," said Rupert thoughtfully, rolling his tongoeund his mouth. "Just a
teeny bit too much gin, I'm afraid."

"Don't hedge, and don't pretend you're not stilespbecause | know perfectly
well you are. Where does your Overlord friend cdroen, and what's he doing
here?"

"Didn't | tell you?" said Rupert. "l thought I'd glained it to everybody. You
couldn't have been around-of course, you were §idmin the library." He
thudded in a manner which George found offensilts.the library, you know,
that brought Rashy here."

"How extraordinary!"

"Why?"

George paused, realizing that this would requice Rupert was very proud of
his peculiar collection.

"Er-well, when you consider what the Overlords kratvout science, | should
hardly think they'd be interested in psychic pheaonanand all that sort of
nonsense."

"Nonsense or not," replied Rupert, "they're intex¢sn human psychology, and
I've got some books that can teach them a lot.khkfste | moved here some
Deputy Under-Overlord, or Over-Underlord, got im¢b with me and asked if they
could borrow about fifty of my rarest volumes. Qofehe keepers of the British
Museum Library had put him on to me, it seemedc@ifrse, you can guess what |
said.”

"l can't imagine."

"Well, | replied very politely that it had taken taenty years to get my

library together. They were welcome to study
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my books, but they'd darn well have to read thers.H&o

Rasby came along and has been absorbing abouytwaomes a day. I'd love to
know what he makes of them."

George thought this over, then shrugged his shauldedisgust.

"Frankly," he said, "my opinion of the Overlordsegadown. | thought they had
better things to do with their time."

"You're an incorrigible materialist, aren't you@dn't think Jean will agree

at all. But even from your oh-so-practical viewgoitrstill makes sense.
Surely you'd study the superstitions of any priveitiace you were having
dealings with!"

"l suppose so," said George, not quite convincée. fble-top was feeling
hard, so he rose to his feet. Rupert had now ntixedrinks to his

satisfaction and was heading back to his guestsrufus voices could already
be heard demanding his presence.

"Hey!" protested George, "just before you disappkare's one other question.
How did you get hold of that two-way television gatlyou tried to frighten us
with?"

"Just a bit of bargaining. | pointed out how valigaib would be for a job.like
mine, and Rashy passed the suggestion on to thequgrters.”
"Forgive me for being so obtuse, but what is yaew mob? | suppose, of course,



it's something to do with animals."”

"That's right. I'm a super-vet. My practice covap®ut ten thousand square
kilometres of jungle, and as my patients won't coon@c I've got to look for
them."

"Rather a full-time job."

"Oh, of course it isn't practical to bother abdwg small fry. Just lions,

elephants, rhinos, and so on. Every morning Ireetontrols for a height of a
hundred metres, sit down in front of the screengmdruising over the
countryside. When | find anyone in trouble | climmbo my flyer and hope my
bedside manner will work. Sometimes it's a bitkyid_ions and such-like are
easy-but trying to puncture a rhino from the aittvan an~sthetic dart is the

devil of a job."

"RUPERT!" yelled someone from the next room.

"Now look what you've done! You've made me forggtguests. There-you take that
tray. Those are the ones with vermouth-I don't viargfet them mixed up."
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It was just before sunset that George found hiswyato the roof. For a number
of excellent reasons he had a slight headachetidhdd escaping front the

noise and confusion downstairs. Jean, who was & foeiter dancer than he was,
still seemed to be enjoying herself hugely andsedito leave. This annoyed
George, who was beginning to feel alcoholically amag, and he decided to have
a quiet sulk beneath the stars.

One reached the roof by taking the escalator tditstefloor

and then climbing the spiral stairway round thaletof the

air-conditioning plant. This led, through a hatcgyaut on to the wide, flat

roof. Rupert's flyer was parked at one end: théreaarea was a garden-already
showing signs of running

wild-and the rest was simply an observation platfevith a few deckchairs
placed on it. George flopped into one of theseragdrded his surroundings

with an imperial eye. He felt very much monarclalbhe surveyed.

It was, to put it mildly, quite a view. Rupert'suse had

been built on the edge of a great basin, whicheslajpwnwards towards the east
into swamplands and lakes five kilo-metres awaysWards the land was flat and
the jungle came almost to Rupert's back-door. Bybhd the jungle, at a
distance that must have been at least fifty kiloeggta line of mountains ran

like a great wall out of sight to north and south.

Their summits were streaked with snow, and thed$above them were turning to
fire as the sun descended on the last few mindtés daily journey. As he

looked at those remote ramparts, George felt anteda sudden sobriety.

The stars that sprang out in such indecent hastemtiment the sun had set were
completely strange to him. He looked for the Soutl€ross, but without
success. Though he knew very little of astronomsmg could recognize only a
few constellations, the absence of familiar friem@s disturbing. So were the
noises drifting in from the jungle, uncomfortablpse at band. Enough of this
fresh air, thought George. I'll go back to the paefore a vampire bat, or
something equally pleasant, comes flying up to stigate.

He was just starting to walk back when another gee®rged from the hatchway.



It was now so dark that George could not see whag, so he called out:
"Hello, there. Have you had enough of it too?" iHigsible companion laughed.
"Rupert's starting to show some of his movies. $&en them all before.”
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"Have a cigarette,” said George.

"Fhanks."

By the flame of the lighter-George was fond of saaliques-he could now
recognize his fellow-guest, a strikingly handsormang negro whose name George
had been told but had immediately forgotten, Itkese of the twenty other
complete strangers at the party. However, thenmedesomething familiar about
him, and suddenly George guessed the truth.

"I don't think we've really met," he said, "but @te/ou Rupert's new brother-
in-law?"

"That's right. I'm Jan Rodricks. Everyone says Mala and | look rather

alike."

George wondered whether to commiserate with Jahisonewly acquired relative.
He decided to let the poor fellow find out for hilfs after all, it was just
possible that Rupert would settle down this time.

"I'm George Greggson. This is the first time youyeen to one of Rupert's
famous parties?"

"Yes. You certainly meet a lot of new people thesyw

"And not only humans," added George. "This is thst thance I've had of
meeting an Overlord socially."

The other hesitated for a moment before replyind, @eorge wondered what
sensitive spot he had struck. But the answer redaabthing.

"I've never seen one before, either-except of @ars

TV."

There the conversation languished, and after a mb@eorge realized that Jan
wanted to be alone. It was getting cold, anywayestook his leave and re-
joined the party.

The jungle was quiet now; as Jan leaned againstuitveng wall of the air
intake, the only sound he could hear was the faummur of the house as It
breathed through its mcdianical lungs. He felt varch alone, which was the
way he wanted to be. He also felt highly frustreged that was something he
had no desire to be at all.
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No Utopia can ever give satisfaction to everyoligha time.

As their material conditions improve, men raisartbghts and become
discontented with powers and possessions thatwaukl have seemed beyond
their wildest dreams. And even when the externaldMeas granted all it can,
there still remain the searchings of the mind d&edldngings of the heart.

Jan Rodricks, though he seldom appreciated his mckid

have been even more discontented in an earlierfagentury before, his colour
would have been a tremendous, perhaps an overwigglimindicap. Today, it meant
nothing. The inevitable- reaction that had giverlygaventy-first-century
negroes a slight sense of superiority had alreadgqd away.



The convenient word "nigger" was no longer tabpatite society, but was used
without embarrassment by everyone. It had no moratienal content than such
labels as republican or methodist, conservativderal.

Jan's father had been a charming but somewhaefecEcot who had made a
considerable name for himself as a professionalcizag His death at the early
age of forty-five had been aggravated by the exees®nsumption of his
country's most famous product. Though Jan had remesr his father drunk, he
was not sure that he had ever seen him sober.

Mrs. Rodricks, still very mt~ch alive, lectured idvanced probability theory

at Edinburgh University. It was typical of the extre mobility of twenty-first-
century Man that Mrs. Rodricks, who was coal bld@d been born in Scotland,
whereas her expatriate and blond husband had ajeast all his life in Haiti.
Maia and Jan had never had a single home, but$altbted between their
parents' families like two small shuttlecocks. Tieatment had been good fun,
but had not helped to correct the instability thag both inherited from their
father.

At twenty-seven, Jan still had several years degel life ahead of him before
he needed to think seriously about his career.ddetéiken his bachelors'
degrees without any difilculty, following a syllabthat would have seemed very
strange a century before. llis main subjects baxuh meathematics and physics,
but as subsidiaries he had taken philosophy and
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musical appreciation. Even by the high standardeetime he was a first-rate
amateur pianist.

In three years he would take his doctorate in ezgging

physics, with astronomy as a second subject. Thidav

involve fairly hard work, but Jan rather welcomébdtt He

was studying at what was perhaps the most bedytstiated place of higher
education in the world-the University of Cape Towastling at the foot of
Table Mountain.

He had no material worries, yet he was disconteatedsaw no cure for his
condition. To make matters worse, Maia's own haggsrthotigh he did not grudge
it in the least-had underlined the chief causei®blwn trouble.

For Jan was still suffering from the romantic ilusthe cause of so much
misery and so much poetry-that every man has amdyreal love in his life. At
an unusually late age, be had lost his heart ®fitkt time, to a lady more
renowned for beauty than constancy. Rosita Tsi@meld, with perfect truth, to
have the blood of Manchu emperors flowing in henseShe still possessed many
subjects, including most of the Faculty of Scieat€ape. Jan had been taken
prisoner by her delicate, flower-like beauty, ane affair had proceeded far
enough to make its termination all the more gallidg could not imagine what
had gone wrong....

He would get over it, of course. Other men hadised/similar catastrophes
without irreparable damage, had even reached &ge sthen they could say, "I'm
sure | could never have been really serious abaugraan like that!" But such
detachment still lay far in the future, and at th@ment Jan was very much at
odds with life.



His other grievance was less easily remedied fooncerned the impact of the
Overlords upon his own ambitions. Jan was a roraai only in heart but in
mind. Like so many other young men since the cosigoiethe air had been
assured, he had let his dreams and his imaginaiaim the unexplored seas of
space.

A century before, Man had set foot upon the ladliar could lead him to the
stars. At that very moment-could it have been dderce?-the door to the
planets had been slammed in his face. The Overlmdsmposed few positive
bans on any form of human activity (the conduavaf was perhaps the major
exception), but research into space flight hadigity ceased. The challenge
presented by the science
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of the Overlords was too great. For the momenrgast, Man had lost heart and
had turned to other fields of activity. There waspoint in developing rockets
when the Overlords had Infinitely superior meanprajpulsion, based on
principles of which they had never given any hint.

A few hundred men had visited the moon, for theppee of establishing a lunar
observatory. They had travelled as passengersimad vessel loaned by the
Overlords-and driven by rockets. It was obvioug titée could be learned

from a study of this primitive vehicle, even if igvners handed it over

without reservation to inquisitive terrestrial sdists.

Man was, therefore, still a prisoner on his wn ptait was a much fairer, but

a much smaller, planet than it had been a cenefigré. When the Overlords had
abolished war and hunger and disease, they hadlbddizshed adventure.

The rising moon was beginning to paint the eastkyrwith.

a pale milky glow. Up there, Jan knew, was the nbaise of the Overlords, lying
within the ramparts of Pluto. Though the supplyshnust have been coming and
going for more than seventy years, it was onlyain'd lifetime that all
concealment had been dropped and they had madelépzirture in clear sight of
Earth. In the two-hundred-inch telescope, the siaduaf the great ships could

be dearly seen when the morning or evening surtloast for miles across the
lunar plains. Since everything that the Overlordsvehs of immense interest to
mankind, a careful watch was kept of their comiagd goings, and the pattern
of their behaviour (though not the reason for igsvibeginning to emerge. One
of those great shadows had vanished a few hoursTagd meant, Jan knew, that
somewhere off the moon an Overlord ship was lymggace, carrying out
whatever routine was necessary before it beggautsey to its distant,

unknown home.

He had never seen one of those returning shipsHeitself towards the stars.

If conditions were good the sight was visible olalf the world, but Jan had
always been unlucky. One could never tell exactigmwthe take-off would be-and
the Overlords did not advertise the fact. He detide would wait another ten
minutes, then rejoin the party.

What was that? Only a meteor sliding down throughbdhus. Jan relaxed,
discovered his cigarette had gone out, and litrerot

He was half-way through it when, half a milliondahetres
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away, the Stardrive went on. Up from the heartefdpreading moon-glow a tiny
spark began to climb towards the zenith.

At first its movement was so slow that it coulddigibe perceived, but second
by second it was gaining speed. As it

climbed it increased in brilliance, then suddemlgdd from sight. A moment
later it had reappeared, gaining speed and brightW#axing and waning with a
peculiar rhythm, it

ascended ever more swiftly into the sky, drawirflgietuating

line of light across the stars. Even if one did krmdw its real distance, the
impression of speed was breathtaking: when one khatthe departing ship was
somewhere beyond the moon, the mind reeled ajpeeds and energies involved.
It was an unimportant by-product of those energlas,knew, that he was seeing
now. The ship itself was invisible, already far ath@f that ascending light.

As a high-flying jet may leave a vapour trail behity so the outward-bound
vessel of the Overlords left its own peculiar wakiee generally accepted
theory-and there seemed little doubt of its truthas that the immense
accelerations of the Stardrive caused a local diistoof space. What Jan was
seeing, he knew, was nothing less than the ligdistant stars, collected and
focused into his eye wherever conditions were faalle along the track of the
ship. It was a. visible proof of relativity-the mbng of light in the presence

of a colossal gravitational field.

Now the end of that vast, pencil-shaped lens seembd moving more slowly,
but that was only due to perspective. In realigyship was still gaining

speed: its path was merely being foreshortenedhasled itself outwards to

the stars. There would be many telescopes followjkan knew, as Earth's
scientists tried to uncover the secrets of the ©ridzens of papers had

already been published on the subject; no doubDtrezlords had read them with
the greatest interest.

The phantom light was beginning to wane. Now it wdading streak, pointing to
the heart of the constellation Carina, as Jan naevk that it would. The home

of the Overlords was somewhere out there, butghintircle any one of a
thousand stars in that sector of space. There wagy of telling its distance
from the Solar System.

It was all over. Though the ship had scarcely batgudourney, there was
nothing more that human eyes could see. But irs Jamid the memory of that
shining path still burned,
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a beacon that would never fade as long as he Eesbasibition and desire.

The parry was over. Almost all the guests had alidhback into the sky and were
now scattering to the four corners of the globeer&hwere, however, a few
exceptions.

One was Norman Dodsworth, the poet, who had gadeaspntly drunk but had been
sensible enough to pass out befbre any violenbtagtioved necessary. He had
been deposited, not very gently, on the lawn, witexas hoped that a hyena

would give him a rude awakening. For all practipatposes he could, therefore,



be regarded as absent.

The other remaining guests were George and JeawBls not George's idea at
all: he wanted to go home. He disapproved of tieadiship between Rupert and
Jean, though not for the usual reason. Georgedhuieself on being a
practical, level-headed character, and regardethteeest which drew Jean and
Rupert together as being not only childish in #ge of science, but more than
a little unhealthy. That anyone should still pl#ive slightest credence in the
supernormal seemed extraordinary to him, and foppéRashaverak here had shaken
his faith in the Overlords.

It was now obvious that Rupert had been plottingessurprise, probably with
Jean's connivance. George resigned himself glodmilyhatever nonsense was
coming.

"I tried all sorts of things before | settled omsth said Rupert proudly.

"The big problem is to reduce friction so that y®i complete freedom of
movement. The old-fashioned polished table and tlenget-up isn't bad, but
ft's been used for centuries now and | was suttentibdern science could do
better. And here's the result. Draw up your chars-you quite sure you don't
want to join, Rashy?"

The Overlord seemed to hesitate for a fraction ®#@nd. Then he shook his
head. (Had they learned that habit on Earth? Gesogelered.)

"No, thank you," he replied. "l would prefer to ebge. Some other time,
perhaps."”

"Very well-there's plenty of time to change youmihiater."

Oh, Is there? thought George, looking gloomilyiatvmatch.

Rupert had shepherded his friends round a smalhlagsive
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table, perfectly circular in shape. It had a flitstic top which he lifted

off to reveal a glittering sea of closely packed-baarings. They were
prevented from escaping by the table's slightlyaairim, and George found it
quite impossible to imagine their purpose. The medsl of reflected points of
light formed a fascinating and hypnotic patterrd ae felt himself becoming
slightly dizzy.

As they drew up their chairs, Rupert reached utiteetable and brought forth a
disc some ten centimetres in diameter, which heegplan the surface of the
ball-bearings.

"There you are," he said. "You put your fingerstlois, and it moves around
with no resistance at all."

George eyed the device with profound distrust. btec that the letters of the
alphabet were placed at regular intervals

-though in no particular order-round the circumfee of the table. In addition
there were the numbers one to nine, scatterechdbna among the letters, and
two cards bearing the words "~s" and "NO". Thesesveer opposite sides of the
table.

"It looks like a lot of mumbo-jumbo to me," he nergd. "I'm surprised that
anyone takes it seriously in this age." He felttielbetter after delivering

this mild protest, which was aimed at Jean quiteash as Rupert. Rupert
didn't pretend to have more than a detached sticeimtierest in these



phenomena. He was open-minded, but not creduleas, &n the other hand-well,
George was sometimes a little worried about hee.8hlly seemed to think that
there was something in this business of telepatdysacond-sight.

Not until he had made his remark did George redhagit also implied a

criticism of Rashaverak. He glanced nervously rooatdthe Overlord showed no
reaction. Which, of course, proved absolutely najhat all.

Everyone had now taken up their positions. Going @hockwise direction round
the table were Rupert, Maia, Jan, Jean, GeorgeBandy Shoenberger. Ruth
Shoenberger was sitting outside the cirde withtebmok. She apparently had
some objection to taking part in the proceedindsctwhad caused Benny to
snake obscurely sarcastic remarks about peoplestithtwok the Talmud
seriously. However, she seemed perfectly willing¢bas a recorder.

"Now listen," began Rupert, "for the benefit of gies like George, let's get

this straight. Whether or not there's
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anything supernormal about this, it works. Perdgnhthink there's a purely
mechanical explanation. When we put our hands ermligc, even though we may
try to avoid influencing its movements, our subaogs starts playing tricks.

I've analysed lots of these seances, and I've m@ienswers that someone in
the group mightn't have known or guessed- thoughetines they weren't aware of
the fact. However, I'd like to carry out the expeent in these rather-ah-

peculiar circumstances.”

The Peculiar Circumstance sat watching them sitehtlt doubtless not with
indifference. George wondered just what Rashawviirakght of these antics. Were
his reactions those of an anthropologist watchorges primitive religious rite?
The whole set-up was really quite fantastic, andr@e felt as big a fool as he
had ever done in his life.

If the others felt equally foolish, they concealkrdir emotions. Only Jean

looked flushed and excited, though that night Haeen the drinks.

"All set?" asked Rupert. "Very well." He paused negsively; then, addressing
no-one in particular, he called ~ut: "Is there armdypthere?"

George could feel the plate beneath his fingemlite ~lightly. That was not
surprising, considering the pressure teing exerpeh it by the six people in

the circle. It ilithered around in a small figuriglet, then came to rest back

at the centre.

"Is there anybody there?" repeated Rupert. In @&monversational tone of

voice he added, "It's often ten or fifteen mindiefore we get started. But
sometimes-"

"Hush!" breathed Jean.

The plate was moving. It began to swing in a widebetween the cards labelled
"yEs" and "NO". With some difficulty, George supgsed a giggle. Just what
would it prove, he wondered, if the answer was "RiG&e remembered the old joke:
"There's nobody here but us chickens, Massa. .. ."

But the answer was "YES". The plate came swiftlgi@ the centre of the

table. Somehow it now seemed alive, waiting fir le&t question. Despite
himself, George began to be impressed.

"Who are you?" asked Rupert.



There was no hesitation now as the letters werkesipgut. The plate darted
across the table like a sentient thing, moving
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so swiftly that George sometimes found it hardeegkhis fingers in contact.
He could swear that he was not contributing tanitgion. Glancing quickly
round the table, he could see nothing suspiciotisariaces of his friends.
They seemed as intent, and as expectant, as helkims

"IAMALL" spelled the plate, and returned to its poof equilibrium.

"l am all,” repeated Rupert. "That's a typicallye Evasive, yet

stimulating. It probably means that there's notliage except our combined
minds." He paused for a moment, obviously decidipgn his next question. Then
he addressed the air once more.

"Have you a message for anyone here?"

"No," replied the plate promptly.

Rupert looked around the table.

"It's up to us; sometimes it volunteers informatibat this time we'll have to
ask definite questions. Anyone like to start?"

"Will it rain tomorrow?" said George jestingly.

At once the plate began to swing back and forthenYES-

NO line. -

"That's a silly question,” reproved Rupert. "lttaibd to be r2ining somewhere
and to be dry somewhere else. Don't ask questi@idtive ambiguous answers."
George felt appropriately squashed. He decideéttedmeone else have the next
turn.

"What is my favourite colour?" asked Maia.

"BLUE," came the prompt reply.

"That's quite correct.”

"But it doesn't prove anything. At least three dedpere knew that," George
pointed out.

"What's Ruth's favourite colour?" asked Benny.

"RED."

"Is that right, Ruth?"

The recorder looked up from her notebook.

"Yes, it is. But Benny knows that, and he's in¢hele."

"l didn't know," retorted Benny.

"You darn well ought to-I've told you enough tinfes.

"Subconscious memory," murmured Rupert. "That oftappens. But can we have
some more intelligent questions, please? Now thatias started so well, |
don't want It to peter out.”

Curiously enough, the very triviality of the phenemon was
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beginning to impress George. He was sure that thaseno supernormal
explanation; as Rupert had said, the plate waslgirapponding to their
unconscious muscular movements.

But this fact in itself was surprising and impressihe would never have
believed that such precise, swift replies couldehla@en obtained. Once he



tried to see if he could influence the board by mgkt spell out his own

name. He got the "G", but that was all: the rest mansense. It was virtually
unpossible, he decided, for one person to takeaonithout the remainder of

the circle knowing it.

After half an hour, Ruth had taken down more thaozen messages, some of them
quite long ones. There were occasional spellingakes and curiosities of
grammar, but they were few. Whatever the explanatéeorge was now convinced
that he was not contributing consciously to thelltesSeveral times, as a

word was being spelt out, he had anticipated tkx¢ leéter and hence the

meaning of the message. And on each occasion dlte Iphd gone in a quite
unexpected direction and spelt something totaffedint. Sometimes, indeed
-since there was no pause to indicate the endefvand and the beginning of

the next-the entire message was meaningless uwils complete and Ruth had
read it back.

The whole experience gave George an uncanny impreskbeing in contact with
some purposeful, independent mind. And yet there weaconclusive proof one way
or the other. The replies were so trivial, so ambigs. What, for example,

could one make of:

BELIEVEINMANNATURRISWITHYOU.
Yet sometimes there were suggestions of profourel) disturbing truths:
RIMEMBERMANISNOTALONENEARMANISCOUNTRYOFOTHERS.

But of course everyone knew that-though could ansure that the message
merely referred to the Overlords?

George was growing very sleepy. It was high tineetHought drowsily, that they
headed for home. This was all very Intriguing, ibwtasn't getting them
anywhere and you could have too much of a goodjthie glanced around the
table.

Benny looked as if he might be feeling the same, Wigjia and Rupert both
appeared slightly glazed, and Jean-well, she had taking it too seriously

all along. Her expression worried

86

George; it was almost as if she were afraid to-g&i@fraid to go on.

That left only Jan. George wondered what he thoaghts brother-in-law's
eccentricities. The young engineer had asked nstigms, shown no surprise at
any of the answers. He seemed to be studying tvement of the plate as if it
was just another scientific phenomenon.

Rupert roused himself from the lethargy into whirehappeared to have fallen.
"Let's have one more question,” he said, "then wa&l it a day. What about
you, Jan? You've not asked anything."

Surprisingly, Jan never hesitated. It was as tidd made

his choice a long time ago and had been waitingh@opportunity. He glanced
once at the impassive bulk of Rashaverak, theedallt in a clear, steady
voice:



"Which star is the Overlord's sun?"

Rupert checked a whistle of surprise. Maia and Betmowed no reaction at all.
Jean had closed her eyes and seemed to be aststavierak had leaned forward
so that he could look down into the circle over Rtip shoulder.

And the plate began to move.

When it came to rest again, there was a brief pdbea Ruth asked, in a

puzzled voice:

"What does NGS 549672 mean?"

She got no reply, for at the same moment Geordedcalit anxiously:

"Give me a hand with Jean. I'm afraid she's faifited

9

"THIS man Boyce," said Karellen. "Tell me all abdwtn." The Supervisor did not
use those actual words, of course,

and the thoughts he really expressed were far sudste. A human listener
would have heard a short burst of rapidly modula@ahd, not unlike a high-
speed Morse sender in action. Though many sampleserlord language had been
recorded, they all defied analysis because of th@neme coinplexity. The

speed of transmission made it certain that nopné¢er, even if he had

mastered the elements of the
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language, could ever keep up with the Overlordbéir normal conversation.
The Supervisor for Earth stood with his back tolRasrak,

staring out across the multicoloured gulf of theu@ Canyon.

Ten kilometres away, yet scarcely veiled by dis¢arice terraced walls were
catching the full force of the sun. Hundreds of reetdown the shadowed slope
at whose brim Karellen stood, a mule-train was Blawnding its way into the
valley's depths. It was strange, Karellen thoutjfatt so many human beings

still seized every opportunity for primitive behawur. They could reach the
bottom of the canyon in $ fraction of the time, amdiar greater comfort, if

they chose. Yet they preferred to be jolted alwagks which were probably as
unsafe as they looked.

Karellen made an imperceptible gesture with higdhdihe great panorama faded
from view, leaving only a shadowy blankness of tedminable depth. The
realities of his office and of his position crowdadipon the Supervisor once
more.

"Rupert Boyce is a somewhat curious character,h®asrak answered.
"Professionally, he's in charge of animal welfavercan important section of

the Main African Reservalion. He's quite efficieammd interested in his work.
Because he has to keep watch over several thogsaiade kilometres, he has one
of the fifteen panoramic viewers we've so far isisa@ loan-with the usual
safeguards, of course. It is, incidentilly, theyomhe with full projection

facilities. He was able to make a good case fadhso we let him have them."
"What was his argument?"

"He wanted to appear to various wild animals sé ttiray could get used to



seeing him, and so wouldn't attack when he wasigdil)s present. The theory
has worked out quite well with ~nirnals that relysoght rather than smell-
though he'll probably get killed eventually. And,course, there was an)ther
reason why we let him have the apparatus.”

"It made him more co-operative?"

"Precisely. | originally contacted him because as @ine rf the world's finest
libraries of books on parapsychology and illiedjeats. He politely but firmly
refused to lend any of them, so there was notlardptbut to~it him. I've now
read ibout half his library. It has been a consd&r ordeal.”

"That | can well believe," said Kardllen dryly. "#ayou fiscovered anything
among all the rubbish?"
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"Yes-eleven dear cases of partial breakthrough paedty-seven probables. The
material is so selective, however, that one cansetit for sampling purposes.
And the evidence is hopelessly confused with migstieperhaps the prime
aberration of the human mind."

"And what is Boyce's attitude to all this?"

"He pretends to be open-minded and sceptical tlsut i

clear that he would never have spent so much timdes#ort in this field

unless he had some subconscious faith. | challehigedn this and he admitted
that | was probably right.

He would like to find some convincing proof. Thatwhy he Is always carrying
out these experiments, even though he pretendghiéatre only gaines."”

"You are sure he doesn't suspect that your integesbre than academic?"
"Quite sure. In many ways Boyce is remarkably obtasd simple-minded. That
makes his attempts to do research in this, ofeddd, rather pathetic. There

is no need to take any special acon regarding him."

"l see. And what about the girl who fainted?"

"This is the most exciting feature of the entiraaf Jean Morrel was, almost
certainly, the channel through which the informatc@ame. But she is twenty-
six-far too old to be a prime contact herself, jnddoy all our previous
experience. It must, therefore, be someone cldisddgd to her. The conclusion
is obvious. We cannot have many more years to Wétmust transfer her to
Category Purple: she may be the most important hureag alive.”

"l will do that. And what of the young man who agdkée question? Was it random
curiosity, or did he have some other motive?"

"It was chance that brought him there-his sisterjbhat married Rupert Boyce.
He had never met any of the other guests befema. $ure the question was
unpremeditated, being inspired by the unusual ¢mmdi-and probably by my
presence. Given these factors, it is hardly sungithat he acted in the way

he did. His great interest is astronautics:

he is secretary of the space-travel group at CapenTUniversity, and obviously
intends to make this field his life study."

"Flis career should be interesting. Meanwhile, wdwion do you think he will
take, and what shall we do about him?"
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"lie will undoubtedly make some checks as sooneasam.



But there is no way in which he can prove the amcyof his information, and
because of its peculiar origin he is hardly likeypublish it. Even if he

does, will it affect matters in the slightest?"

"I will have both situations evaluated," Karelleplied. "Though it is part of
our Directive not to reveal our base, there is ay w which the information
could be used against us."

"l agree. Rodricks will have some information whishof doubtful truth, and of
no practical value."

"So it would seem," said Karellen. "But let us bettoo certain. Human beings
are remarkably ingenious, and often very persisterst never safe to
underrate them, and it will be interesting to fallMr. Rodricks' career. |

must think about this further.”

Rupert Boyce never really got to the bottom o¥\then his guests had departed,
rather less boisterously than usual, he bad théulghtolled the table back

into its corner. The mild alcoholic fog preventery @rofound analysis of what
had happened, and even the actual facts were glségttly blurred. He had a
vague idea that something of great but elusive mapoe had happened, and
wondered if he should 3iscuss it with Rashaveraksé€cond thought, he decided
it aught be tactless. After all, his brother-in-laad caused the trouble, and
Rupert felt vaguely annoyed with young Jan. But wdan's fault? Was it
anybody's fault? Rather guiltily, Rupert remembeted it had been his
experiment. He lecided, fairly successfully, togketrthe whole business.
Perhaps he might have done something if the lag paRuth's notebook could
have been found, but it had vanished in the coafuslan always feigned
innocence-and, well, one ould hardly accuse RasakvAnd no-one could ever
~emember exactly what had been spelled out, exieapittlidn't seem to make
any sense.

The person most immediately affected had been @gorgeggson. He could never
forget his feeling of terror as Jean iitched ini®drms. Her sudden

helplessness transformed icr in that moment froramansing companion to an
object
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of tenderness and affection. Women had faintedaivedys without forethought-
since time immemorial, and men had invariably resiea in the desired way.
Jean's collapse was completely spontaneous, bouiid not ~have been better
planned. In that instant, as he realized later r@eoame to one of the most
important decisions of his life. Jean was defigitée girl who mattered,

despite berqueer ideas and queerer friends. Hadadention of totally
abandoning Naomi or Joy or Elsa or-what was hera?faBenise; but the tune bad
come for something more permanent. He had no dbabtlean would agree with
him, for her feelings had been quite obvious frow start.

Behind his decision there was another factor othvhine was unaware. Tonight's
experience had weakened his con-tempt and sceptioisJean's peculiar



interests. He would never recognize the fact, tawbs so-and it had removed
the last barrier between them.

He looked at Jean as she lay, pale but composéuk ireclining chair of the
flyer. There was darkness below, stars above. @duad no idea, to within a
thousand kilometres, where they might be-nor diddre. That was the business
of the robot that was guiding them homewards andldviand them in, so the
control board announced, fifty-seven minutes frawn

Jean smiled back at him and gently dislodged hed lfrmm his.

"Just let me restore the circulation," she pleaddohing her fingers. "I wish
you'd believe me when | tell you I'm perfectly @djht now."

"Then what do you think happened? Surely you renegrabmetFth~g?"
"No-it's just a complete blank. | heard Jan aslgissdon-and then you were
all making a fuss over me. I'm sure it was somd kihtrance. After all-"

She paused, then decided not to tell George tigasdint of thing had happened
before. She knew how he felt about these mattacshad no desire to upset him
further-and perhaps scare him away completely.

"After all-what?" asked George.

"Oh, nothing. | wonder what that Overlord thoughoat the whole business. We
probably gave him more material than he bargained f
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Jean shivered slightly, and her eyes clouded.

"I'm afraid of the Overlords, George. Oh, | domiex they're evil, or anything
foolish like that. I'm sure they mean well and doeng what they think is best
for us. | wonder just what their plans really are?"

George shifted uncomfortably.

"Men have been wondering that ever since they darirth," he said. "They'll
tell us when we're ready for it-and, frankly, I'mtmnquisitive. Besides, I've

got more import~t things to bother about." He turt@selards Jean and grasped
her hands.

"What about going to Archives tomorrow and signingontract for-let's say-five
years?"

Jean looked at him steadfastly, and decided thi#e whole, she liked what
she saw.

"Make it ten," she said.

Jan bided his time. There was no hurry, and heemgtat think. It was almost
as if he feared to make any checks, lest the fantaspe that had come into
his mind be too swiftly destroyed. While he wa# sticertain, he could at
least dream.

Moreover, to take any further action he would heveee the Observatory
librarian. She knew hint and his interests too wasld would certainly be
intrigued by his request. Probably it would makedrfterence, but Jan was
determined to leave nothing to chance. There wbald better opportu~jty in a
week. He was being super-cautious, he knew, btatided a schoolboy zest to
the enterprise. Jan also feared ridicule quite @shnas anything that the
Overlords might Conceivably do to thwart him. If\Wwas embarking on a wild-



goose chase, no-one else would ever know.

He had a perfectly good reason for going to Londloa:arrangements had been
made weeks ago. Though he wa~ too young and tocalifigd to be a delegate, he
was one of the three students who had ni2nllgedtéezh themselves to the
official party going to the meeting of the Intenoatal Astr~..

nomical Union. The vacancies had been there, aswkit~ed a pity to waste the
opportunity, as he had not visited London sincechiklhood. He knew that very
few of the dozens of papers to be delivered td.thé&). would be of the

~lig~t~
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interest to turn, even if he could understand tHake a delegate to any
scientific congress, he would attend the lectunesboked promising, and
spend the rest of the time talking with fellow amgfasts, or simply

sightseeing.

London had changed enormously in the last fiftyyek now contained scarcely
two million people, and a hundred

times as many machines. It was no longer a greatfpo

with every country producing almost all its nedtig, entire

pattern of world trade had been altered. There wenege goods that certain
countries still made best, but they went

directly by air to their destinations. The tradates that had once converged
on the great harbours, and later on the greatrs;duad finally dispersed

into an intricate web-work

covering the whole world with no major nodal points

Yet some things had not altered. The city was &tdéntre

of administration, of art, of learning. In thesettaes, none of the

continental capitals could rival it-not even Padespite many claims to the
contrary. A Londoner from a century before coulll Bave found his way
around, at least at the city's centre, with nadaiffy. There were new

bridges over the Thames, but in the old places.gFeat, grimy railway

stations had gone-banished to the suburbs. BiHdlses of Parliament were
unchanged: Nelson's solitary eye still stared d@éwmtehall: the dome of St.
Paul's still stood above Ludgate Hill, though ntnere were taller buildings to
challenge its pre-eminence.

And the guard still marched in front of Buckingh&alace.

All these things, thought Jan, could wait. It wasation time, and he was
lodged, with his two fellow students, in one of theiversity hostels.
Blooinsbury also had not changed its charactenendst century: it was still

an island of hotels and boarding-houses, thoughribdonger jostled each
other so closely, or formed such endless, identmat of soot-coated brick.

It was not until the second day of the Congresslaa got his opportunity.

The main papers were being read in the great asgetmimber of the Science
Centre, not far from the Concert Hall that had demenuch to make London the
musical metropolis of the world. Jan wanted to hkarfirst of the day's
lectures, which, it was rumoured, would completidynolish the current theory
of the formation of the planets.

Perhaps it did, but Jan was little the wiser whetefft after
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the interval. He hurried down to the directory, éouked up

the rooms he wanted.

Some humorous civil servant had put the Royal Asbraical Society on the top
floor of the great building, a gesture which theu@al members fully
appreciated as it gave them a magnificent viewssctioe I'hnames and over the
entire north~rn part of the city. There seemed tadizody around, but
~an-duching his membership card like a passporase be

was challenged-had no difficulty in locating therdry.

It took him almost an hour to find what he wantaagl to learn how to handle
the great star catalogues with their millions dfies. He was trembling

slightly as he neared the end of his quest, andlizdl that there was no-one
around to see his nervousness.

He put the catalogue back among its fellows, an@fong time sat quite

still, staring sightlessly at the wall of volumesfdre him. Then he slowly
walked Out into the still corridors, past the seangs office (there was
somebody there now, busily unpacking parcels okbpand down the stairs. He
avoided the elevator, for he wanted to be freeuammbnfined.

There was another lecture he had intended to hetathat was nO longer
important now.

His thoughts were still in turmoil as he crossethiembankment wall and let
his eye follow the Thames on its unhurried wayh $ea. It was hard for
anyone with his training in orthodox science toegtdhe evidence that had now
come into his hands. He would never be certaitsafuth, yet the probability
was overwhelming. As he paced slowly beside thernvall, he marshalled the
facts one by one.

Fact one: no-one at Rupert's party could possiéetknown that he was going
to ask that question. He had not known it himsehad been a spontaneous
reaction to the circumstances. Therefore, no-on&dwave prepared any answer,
or had it already lying in their minds.

Fact two: "NGS 549672" probably meant nothing tpca@ except an astronomer.
Though the great National Geographic Survey had bempleted half a century
before, its existence was known only to a few thodsspecialists. And taking
any number from it at random, no-one could have séiere that particular star
lay in the heavens.

But-and this was Fact three, which he had onlyrisnent discovered-the small
and insignificant star known as
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NGS 549672 was in precisely the right place. Ititathe heart of the
constellation Carina, at the end of that shiniag ttan himseLf had seen, so
few nights ago, leading from the Solar System cubss the depths of space.

It was an impossible coincidence. NGS 549672 meshe home of the Overlords.
Yet to accept the fact violated all Jan's cherisbeds of scientific method.

Very well-let them be violated. He must acceptfdut that, somehow, Rupert's
fantastic experiment had tapped a hitherto unknseurce of knowledge.
Rashaverak? That seemed the most probable explan@he Overlord had not been
in the circle, but that was a minor point. Howeulam was not concerned with



the mechanism of paraphysics: he was only intedestasing the results.

Very little was know about NGS 549672: there hadrbeothing to distinguish it
from a million other stars. But the catalogue gaésenagnitude, its co-

ordinates, and its spectral type. Jan would hawm®ta little research, and

make a few simple calculations: then he would kratWeast approximately, how
far the world of the Overlords was from Earth.

A slow smile spread over Jan's face as he turneg &am the Thames, back
towards the gleaming white fagade of the Scienagr€ekKnowledge was power-and
he was the only man on Earth who knew the origithefOverlords. How he would
use that knowledge he could not guess. It woulddfely in his mind, awaiting

the moment of destiny.

10

Tw~ human race continued to bask in the long, clesglsummei afternoon of
peace and prosperity. Would there ever be a wagam? It was unthinkable.
The age of reason, prematurely welcomed by theetsaaf the French Revolution
two and a half centuries before, had now reallived: This time, there was no
mistake.

There were drawbacks, of course, though they wélagly accepted. One had to
be very old indeed to realize that the papers wthiettelecaster printed in

every home were really rather dull. Gone were tises that had once produced
banner headlines. There were no mysterious mutders
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baffle the police and to arouse in a million bredle moral indignation that
was often suppressed envy. Such murders as

did occur were never mysterious: it was only nemgs® turn a dial-and the
crime could be seen re-enacted. That instrumeptsbta of such feats existed
had at first caused considerable panic among tawteabiding people. This was
something that the Overlords, who had mastered mdstot all the quirks of
human psychology, had not anticipated. It had tobde perfectly clear that no
Peeping Tom would be able to spy on his fellows, #at the very few
instruments in human hands would be under strictrob Rupert Boyce's
projector, for instance, could not operate beydrmddorders of the

Reservation, so he and Main were the only persmde its range.

Even the few serious crimes that did occur recenegar..

ricular attention in the news. For well-bred peagidenot, after all, care to

read about the social gaffes of others.

The average working week was now about twenty hdausthose twenty hours were
no sinecure. There was little work left of a roetimechanical nature. Men's
minds were too valuable to waste on tasks thatvaheusand transistors, some
photoelectric cells, and a cubic metre of printieduits could perform. There
were factories that ran for weeks without beingtedsby a single human being.
Men were needed for trouble-shooting, for makingslens, for planning new
enterprises. The robots did the rest.

The existence of so much leisure would have creta¢edendous problems a



century before. Education had overcome most okthes a well-stocked mind is
safe from boredom. The general standard of culia®at a level which would
once have seemed fantastic. There was no evideatthe intelligence of the
human race had improved, but for the first timergmee was given the fullest
opportunity of using what brains they had.

Most people had two homes, in widely separated drthe world. Now that the
polar regions had been opened up, a consideraudin of the human race
oscillated from Arctic to Antarctic at six monthiytervals, seeking the long,
nightiess polar summer. Others bad gone into teertle up the mountains, or
even into the sea. There was nowhere on the plamate science and technology
could not provide one with a comfortable home néavanted it badly enough.
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Some of the more eccentric dwelling-places provithedfew items of excitement
in the news. In the most perfectly ordered-sodietye will always be

accidents. Perhaps it was a good sign that peeftlg worthwhile to risk,

and occasionally break, their necks for the sala adsy villa tucked under

the summit of Everest, or looking out through theag of Victoria Falls. As a
result, someone was always being rescued from sberewlt had become a kind of
game-almost a planetary sport.

People could indulge in such whims, because thdybb#h the time and the
money. The abolition of armed forces had at ono®at doubled the world's
effective wealth, and increased production had dbeegest. As a result, it

was difficult to compare the standard of livingteenty-first-century man with
that of any of his predecessors. Everything washgeap that the necessities of
life were free, provided as a public service bydbmmunity as roads, water,
street lighting and drainage had once been. A malddravel anywhere he
pleased, eat whatever food he fancied-without mgnadver any money. He had
earned the right to do this by being a productiwmber of the community.

There were, of course, some drones, but the nuoflople sufficiently
strong-willed to indulge in a life of complete idkess is much smaller than is
generally supposed. Supporting such parasites avesderably less of a burden
than providing the armies of ticket-collectors, glassistants, bank clerks,
stockbrokers and so forth whose main function, wbrea took the global point of
view, was to transfer items from one ledger to heot

Nearly a quarter of the human race's total activityad been calculated, was
now expended on sports of various kinds, rangiamnfsuch sedentary occupations
as chess to lethal pursuits like ski-gliding acnosaintain valleys. One
unexpected result of this was the extinction ofgilefessional sportsmen.

There were too many brilliant amateurs, and theged economic conditions had
made the old system obsolete.

Next to sport, entertainment, in all its branclvess the greatest single

industry. For more than a hundred years there bad people who had believed
that Hollywood was the centre of the world. Theyldonow make a better case
for this claim than ever before, but it was safedy that most of
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2050's productions would have seemed incomprehgrsdhbrow to 1950. There
had been some progress: the box-office was no tdageof all it surveyed.



Among all the distractions and diversions of a ptamhich'~.

now seemed well on the way to becoming one vaggpdand, there were some who
still found time to repeat an ancient and nevemaned question:

"Where do we go from here?"

Jail leaned against the elephant and rested hdsh@nthe skin, rough as the
bark of a tree. He looked at the great tusks aedtinving trunk, caught by

the skill of the taxidermist in the moment of clealjje or salutation. What

still weirder creatures, he wondered, from whatnawn worlds would one day be
looking at this exile from Earth?

"How many animals have you sent the Overlords?ddked Rupert.

"At least fifty, though of course this is the bigjene. He's magnificent,

isn't he? Most of the others have been quite smaterflies, snakes, monkeys,
and so on. Though | did get a hippo last year."

Jan gave a wry smile.

"It's a morbid thought, but | suppose they've ghha stuffed group of Homo
sapiens in their collection by this time. | woneéro was honoured?"

"You're probably right,” said Rupert, rather indikntly. "It would be easy to
arrange through the hospitals."

"What would happen,” continued Jan thoughtfullysémeone volunteered to go
as a live specimen? Assuming that an eventualrretas guaranteed, of course.”
Rupert laughed, though not unsympathetically.

"Is that an offer? Shall | put it to Rashaverak?"

For a moment Jan considered the idea more thaséatfusly. Then he shook his
head.

"Er-no. | was only thinking out loud. They'd certlgiturn me down. By the way,
do you ever see Rashaverak these days?"

"He called me up about six weeks ago. He'd just4aubook I'd been hunting.
Rather nice of him."
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Jan walked slowly round the stuffed monster, admgithe

skill that had frozen it forever at this instantgpéatest vigour.

"Did you ever discover what he was looking for?"ds&ed.

"I mean, it seems so hard to reconcile the Oveslacdence with an interest

in the occult.”

Rupert looked at Jan a little suspiciously, wonagif his brother-in-law was
poking fun at his hobby.

"His explanation seemed adequate. As an anthroptlog was interested in
every aspect of our culture. Remember, they hasetylbf time. They can go

into more detail than a human research worker emald. Reading my entire
library probably put only a slight strain on Rashgsources."

That might be the answer, but Jan was not convinced

Sometimes he had thought of confiding his secr&upert but his natural



caution had held him back. When he met his

Overlord friend again, Rupert would probably gieenething away-the temptation
would be far too great.

"Incidentally," said Rupert, changing the subjdatgtly, "if you think this

is a big job, you should see the commission Sullsrgot. He's promised to
deliver the two biggest creatures of all-a spermale/land a giant squid.

They'll be shown locked in mortal combat. Whatlddgau that will make!"

For a moment Jan did not answer. The idea thaekpldded in his mind was too
outrageous, too fantastic to be taken seriously;,. bcause of its very

daring, it might succeed.

"What's the matter?"” said Rupert anxiously. "Thatlyetting you down?"

Jan shook himself back to present reality.

"I'm all tight," he said. "l was just wondering halae Overlords would collect

a little packet like that.”

"oh," said Rupert, "one of those cargo ships oir$he&ill come down, open a
hatch, and hoist it in."

"That," said Jan, "is exactly what I thought.'

It might have been the cabin of a spaceship, wéag not. The walls were

covered with meters and instruments: there weneindows-merely a large screen
in front of the pilot. The vessel could carry sespengers, but at the moment

Jan was the only one.
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He was watching the screen intently, absorbing géinipse of this strange and
unknown region as it passed before his eyes. Unkn@s, as unknown as anything
he might meet beyond the stars, ifhis mad planemd®d. He was going into a
realm of nightmare creatures, preying upon eacérotha darkness undisturbed
since the world began. It was a realm above whieh had sailed for thousands
of years: it lay no more than a kilometre below kkels of their ships-yet

until the last hundred years they had known lessifaib than the visible face

of the moon.

The pilot was dropping down from the ocean heigioiwards the still unexplored
vastness of the South Pacific Basin. He was foligwdan knew, the invisible

grid of sound waves created by beacons along th@oftoor. They were still
sailing as far above that floor as clouds abovesthtace of the Earth....

There was very little to see: the submarine's se@wwere searching the waters

in vain. The disturbance created by their jets prathably scared away the

smaller fish: if any creature came to investigate/ould be something so

large that it did not know the meaning of fear.

The tiny cabin vibrated with power-the power whaduld hold at bay the immense
weight of the waters above their heads, and cadate this little bubble of

light and air within which men could live. If thpower failed, thought Jan,

they would become prisoners in a metal tomb, butesgh in the silt of the

ocean bed.

"Time to get a fix," said the pilot. He threw a séswitches, and the

submarine came to rest in a gentle surge of degeleas the jets ceased their



thrust. The vessel wasinotioniess, ~oating in dguilim as a balloon floats in
the atmosphere.

It took only a moment to check their position oa #onar ~rid. When he had
finished with his instrument readings, the pilaneeked: "Before we start the
motors again, let's see if we can hear anything."

The loudspeaker flooded the quiet little room vatlow, ~ontinuous murmur of
sound. There was no outstanding ioise that Jardabstinguish from the rest.
It was a steady Dackground, into which all indivatisounds had been Diended.
He was listening, Jan knew, to the myriad creatjfréee sea talking together.
It was as if he stood in the centre )f a forest teamed with life-except

that there he would
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have recognized some of the individual voices. Heok one thread in the
tapestry of sound could be disentangled and idedtift was so alien, so
remote from anything he had ever known, that itlsets scalp crawling. And
yet this was part of his own world- The shriek aatoss the vibrating
background like a flash

of lightning against a dark stormdoud. It fadedfdyaway Into a banshee
walil, an ululation that dwindled and died, yet wageated a moment later from
a more distant source. Then a chorus of screanke loat, a pandemonium that
caused the pilot to reach swiftly for the volumatcol.

'What in the name of God was that?" gasped Jan.

"Weird, isn't it? It's a school of whales, abourt ko-metres away. | knew

they were in the neighbourhood and thought yol&lto hear them."

Jan shuddered.

"And | always thought the sea was silent! Why deytmake such a din?"
"Talking to one another, | suppose. Sullivan cdeltlyou

-they say he can even identifS' some individualleyahough | find that hard
to believe. Hello, we've got company!"

A fish with incredibly exaggerated jaws was visilsighe viewing screen. It
appeared to be quite large, but as Jan did now khewcale of the picture it
was bard to judge. Hanging from a point just beisvgills was a long tendril,
ending In an unidentifiable, bell-shaped organ.

"We're seeing it on infra-red," said the pilot. tkdook at the normal

picture.”

The fish vanished completely. Only the pendant ieath

slowing with its own phosphorescence. Then, jusafomstant, the shape of the
creature ifickered into visibility as a line of lits flashed out along its

body.

"It's an angler: that's the bait it uses to luteeoffish. Fantastic, Isn't

it? What | don't understand is-why doesn't his atitact fish big enough to

eat him? But we can't wait here all day. Watch hamwhen | switch on the
jets."

The cabin vibrated once again as the vessel essddforward. The great
luminous fish suddenly flashed on all its lightsaifrantic signal of alarm,

and departed like a meteor Into the darkness cdilblyss.



It was after another twenty minutes of slow desdteat the Invisible fingers

of the scanner beams caught the first
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glimpse of the ocean bed. Far beneath, a rangsolfiills was passing, their
outlines curiously soft and rounded. What-~ eveagularities they might once
have possessed had long ago been obliterated logdiseless rain from the
watery heights above. Even here in mid-Pacificfriam the great estuaries

that slowly swept the continents out to sea, tat never ceased. It came

from the storm-scarred flanks of the Andes, ~J ftbenbodies of a billion

living creatures, from the dust of~i meteors that inandered through space for
ages and had come at last to rest. Here in theatteight, it was laying the
foundations of the lands to be.

The hills drifted behind. They were the frontiessfx) as Jan could see from

the charts, of a wide plain which lay at too greadepth for the scanners to
reach.

The submarine continued on its gentle downwardegitbw another picture was
beginning to form on the screen:

because of the angle of view, it was some tunerbefan could interpret what
he saw. Then he realized that they were approachsupmerged mountain,
jutting up from the hidden plain.

The picture was dearer now: at this short rangeléfiaition of the scanners
improved and the view was almost as distinct #safimage was being formed by
light-waves. Jan could see fine detail, could wakehstrange fish that

pursued each other among the rocks. Once a venelmokiag creature with gaping
jaws swam slowly across a half-concealed clefts\Biftly that the eye could

not follow the movement, a long tentacle flashetlamul dragged the struggling
fish down to its doom.

"Nearly there,".said the pilot. "You'll be abledee the lab in a minute.”

They were travelling slowly above a spur of rocking out from the base of

the mountain. The plain beneath was now comingurgw: Jan guessed that they
were not more than a few hundred metres abovestiidad. Then he saw, a
kilometre or so ahead, a cluster of spheres stgrafhirtripod legs, and joined
together by connecting tubes. It looked exactlg like tanks of some chemical
plant, and indeed was designed on the same basagbes. The only difference
was that here the pressures which had to be résigee outside, not within.
"What's that?" gasped Jan suddenly. He pointedlaysh
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finger towards -the nearest sphere. The curiousnpadf lines on its surftce

had resolved itself into a network of giant tergaclAs the submarine came
closer, he could see that they ended in a grehty jpag, from which peered a
pair of enormous eyes.

"That," said the pilot indifferently, "is probablyicifer. Someone's been
feeding him again." He threw a switch and leaneet ¢tive control desk.

"S.2 calling Lab. I'm connecting up. Will you shaway your pet?"

The reply came promptly.

"Lab to S.2. O.K.-go ahead and make contact. Luakyet out of the way."

The curving metal walls began to fill the screean daught a last glimpse of a



giant, sucker-studded arm whipping away at thgire@ch. Then there was a dull
clang, and a series of scratching noises as thepsl@ought for their locking
points on the submarine's smooth, oval hull. Iava finutes the vessel was
pressed tightly against the wall of the base, Wwedntrance ports had locked
together, and were moving forward through the btithe submarine at the end
of a giant hollow screw. Then came the "pressutakzed” signal, the batches
unsealed, and the way into Deep Sea Lab One was ope

Jan found Professor Sullivan in a small, untidymabat seemed to combine the
attributes of office, workshop and laboratory. Haswweeping through a
microscope into what looked like a small bomb. Bnegbly it was a pressure-
capsule containing some specimen of deep-seafifieswimming happily around
under its normal tons-to-the-square-centimetre itmmg.

'Well," said Sullivan, dragging himself away froheteyepiece. "How's Rupert?
And what can we do for you?"

"Rupert's fine," replied Jan. "He sends his beshes, and says he'd love to
visit you if it weren't for his claustrophobia.”

"Then he'd certainly feel a little unhappy downehewith five kilometres of
water on top of him. Doesn't it worry you, by thay®"

Jan shrugged his shoulders.

"No more than being in a stratoliner. If anythingnirwrong, the result would
be the same in either case.”

"That's the sensible approach, but it's surpribiog few
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people see it that way." Sullivan toyed with thatcols of his microscope,

then shot Jan an inquisitive glance.

"I'll be very glad to show you around," he saidjt'bmust confess | was a

little surprised when Rupert passed on your

request. | couldn't understand why one of you dpaweds~.

should be interested in our work. Aren't you gaimghe wrong direction?" He
gave a chuckle of amusement. "Personally, I've mesen why you were in such a
hurry to get~ out there. It will be centuries befar@ve got everything In~

the oceans nicely charted and pigeonholed."

Jan took a deep breath. He was glad that Sullieain+, broached the subject
himself; for it made his task that much easier.fditeshe ichthyologist's

jest, they had a great deal in common. It shoutdoedoo hard to build a
bridge, to enlist Sullivan's sympathy and aid. Hes\& man of imagination, or
he would never have invaded this underwater w@id.Jan would have to be
cautious, for the request he was going to make toasy the least of it,
somewhat unconventional.

There was one fact that gave him confidence. Eiv8nllivan refused to co-
operate, he would certainly keep Jan's secret.ifene in this quiet little

office on thc bed of the Pacific, there seemedantgdr that the Overlords-
whatever strange powers they possessed-would baals$ten to their
conversation.

"Professor Sullivan," he began, "if you were ingteel in the ocean, but the
Overlords refused to let you go near it, how wopdd feel?"

"Exceedingly annoyed, no doubt.”



"I'm sure you would. And suppose, one day, youdabtance of achieving your
goal, without them knowing, what would you do? Wbubu take the opportunity?”
Sullivan never hesitated.

"Of course. And argue later."

Right into my hsnds~ thought Jan. He can't retreat-munless he's afraid of

the Overlords. And | doubt if Sullivan is afraid arfiything. He leaned forward
across the cluttered table and prepared to préseoase.

Professor Sullivan was no fool. Before Jan coukebkp his lips twisted into a
sardonic smile.

"So that's the game, is it?" he said slowly. "Vemry Interesting! Now you go
right ahead and tell me why I should help you-"

104

12

earlier age would have regarded Professor Sufiasaan

expensive luxury. His operations cost as muchsamall war:

indeed, he could be likened to a general conduetipgrpetual campaign against
an enemy who never relaxed. Professor Sulliva@sgrwas the sea, and it
fought him with weapons of cold and darkness-ahdya all, pressure. In his
turn, he countered his adversary with intelligeacd engineering skill. He bad
won many victories, but the sea was patient: ilc¢oait. One day, Sullivan
knew, he would make a mistake.

At least he had the consolation of knowing thatteld never drown. It would

be far too quick for that

He had refused to commit himself one way or thewotrhen Jan made his request,
but he knew what his answer was going to be. Haetive opportunity for a most
interesting experiment. It was a pity that he wautder know the result;

still, that happened often enough in scientifieegsh, and he had

initiatedother programmes thatwould take decadesnaplete.

Professor Sullivan was a brave and an intelligesm,nbut looking back on his
career he was conscious of the fact that it hadbratght him the sort of fame
that sends a scientist's name safely down alléh&ucies. Here was a chance,
totally unexpected and all the more attractivetifiat, of really establishing
himself in the history books. It was not an amisitiee would ever have admitted
to anybody-and, to do him justice, he would st@Vé helped Jan even if his

part in the plot remained forever secret

As for Jan, he was now having second thoughts.nidrentum of his original
discovery had carried him thus far almost withdtare He had made his
investigations, but had taken no active stepsrohis dream into reality. In

$ few days, however, he must make his choice.dfésor Sullivan agreed to
co-operate, there was no way in which he couledattiHe must face the future
he had chosen, with all its Implications.

What finally decided him was the thought that,dfrieglected this incredible
opportunity, he would never forgive himself. Alktinest of his life would be
spent in vain regrets- and nothing could be wdnae that.
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Sullivan's answer reached him a few hours latet,henknew that the die was



cast. Slowly, because there was still plenty otitme began to put his
affairs in order.

"Dear Maia [the letter began]. This is going totbgsut it mildly-rather a
surprise for you. When you get this letter, | simalllonger be on Earth. By

that | don't mean that | shall have gone to theMasmmany others have done.
No: I shall be on my way to the home of the Ovel$ol shall be the ~rst man
ever to leave the Solar System.

"l am giving this letter to the friend who is helgime: he will hold it until

he knows that my plan has succeeded-in its firasphat least-and that it is

too late for the Overlords to interfere. | shalldwefar away, and travelling

at such a speed, that | doubt if any recall messagevertake me. Even if it
could, it seems most unlikely that the ship wowddable to put back to Earth.
And | very much doubt if I'm all that important,javay.

"First, let me explain what led to this. You kndvat I've always been
interested in spaceflight, and have always felithated because we've never
been allowed to go to the other planets, or tanlearything about the
civilization of the Overlords. If they had nevetarnvened, we might have
reached Mars and Venus by now. | admit that itjisadly probable that we would
have destroyed ourselves with coli~alt bombs anather global weapons the
twentieth century was developing. Yet sometimesshwe could have had a
chance of standing on our own feet.

"Probably the Overlords have their reasons for ke&gps in the nursery, and
probably they are excellent reasons. But evemiévk what they were, | doubt

if it would make much difference to my own feelinggsmy actions.

"Everything really began at that party of Rupe(t# doesn't know about this,
by the way, though he put me on the right trackaly Yemember that silly séance
he arranged and how it ended when that girl-I fohge name-fainted? I'd asked
what star the Overlords came from, and tne reply W&S 549672.' I'd not
expected any answer, and had treated the wholaedsssas a joke until then.
But when | realized that this was a number in acdgalogue, | decided to

look into it. | found that the star was in the dafiation Carina- 106

and one of the few facts that we do know aboutterlords is that they come
from that dire~*ion.

"Now | don't pretend to understand how that infaiiorareached us, or where it
originated. Did someone read Rashaverak's mindf Eveey had, it's hardly
likely that he would have known the reference nundédiis sun in one of our
catalogues. It's a complete mystery, and | leat@people like Rupert to
solve-if they can! I'm just content to take theommhation, and to act on it.

"We know a lot now, through our observation of theeparture, about the speed
of the Overlord ships. They leave the Solar Syateder such tremendous
accelerations that they approach the velocitygfftlin less than an hour.

That means that the Overlords must possess som@kpropulsive system that
acts equally on every atom of their ships, so déngthing aboard won't be
crushed instantly. | wonder why they employ suclogsal accelerations, when
they've got all space to play with and could tdlerttime picking up speed?



My theory is that they can somehow tap the enasgdgd round the stars, and so
have to do their starting and stopping while tleefairly close to a sun. But
that's all by the way....

"The important fact was that | knew how far theg ha travel, and therefore
how long the journey took. NGS 549672 is forty tiglears from Earth. The
Overlords ships reach more than ninety-nine petr aktihe speed of light, so
the trip must last forty years of our dine. Ourdirthat's the crux of the

matter.

"Now as you may have beard, strange things happenaapproaches the speed of
light. Time itself begins to flow at a differentteato pass more slowly, so

that what would be months on Earth would be no ntfuge days on the ships of
the Overlords. The effect is quite fundamentalas discovered by the great
Einstein more than a hundred years ago.

"I have made calculations based on what we knowtaibe Stardrive, and using
the firmly-established results of Relativity theofyom the viewpoint of the
passengers on one of the Overlord ships, the jgumBGS 549672 will last not
more than two months-even thou~h by Earth's reckpfurty years will have
passed. | know this seems a paradox, and if iysansolation it's puzzled

the world's best brains ever since Einstein anneaiitc

"Perhaps this example will show you the sort afghihat
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can happen, and will give you a clearer picturthefsituation. If the

Overlords send me straight back to Earth, | shral@home having aged only
four months. But on Earth itself; eighty years adlve passed. So you
understand, Maia, that whatever happens, thisadlgye.

"I have few ties binding me here, as you know walbugh,

so | can leave with a clear conscience. I've ndtnwther yet:

she would get hysterical, and | couldn't face thiatbetter this way. Though

I've tried to make allowances, ever since fathed+ih, there's no point now

in going into all that again!

"I've terminated my studies and told the authasitleat, for family reasons,

I'm moving to Europe. Everything has been settladitaere should be nothing
for you to worry about.

"By this time, you may imagine that I'm crazy, gntseems impossible for
anyone to get into one of the Overlord ships. Bt found a way. It doesn't
happen very often, and after this it may never bapain, for I'm sure
Karellen never makes the same mistake twice. Ddkpow the legend of the
Wooden Horse, that got the Greek soldiers into T8yt there's a story from
the Old Testament that's an even closer parallél...

"You'll certainly be much more comfortable than dloyi said Sullivan. "There is
no evidence that he was provided with electrictlighsanitation. But you'll

need a lot of. provisions, and | see you're takixggen. Can you take enough
for a two month'! voyage in such a small space?".

He stubbed his finger on the careful sketches whahhad laid on the table.
The microscope acted as a paper weight at ondlemdkull of some improbable



fish held down the other.

"I hope the oxygen isn't necessary," said Jan.Kiésv that they can breathe
our atmosphere, but they don't seem to like it wengh and | might not be able
to manage theirs at all. As for the supply situatigssing narcosamine solves
that. It's perfectly safe. When we're under wélytake a shot that will

knock me out for six weeks, plus or minus a fewsd&®411 be nearly there by
then. Actually, it wasn't the food and xygen thasswvorrying me, so much as
the boredom."
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Professor Sullivan nodded thoughtfully.

"Yes, narcosamine is safe enough, and can be adibfairly accurately. But
mind you've got plenty of food handy- you'll be @aing when you wake up, and
as weak as a kitten. Suppose you starved to deatube you hadn't the
strength to use a can-opener?"

"I'd thought of that," said Jan, a little hurtllI"Work up through sugar and
chocolate in the usual way."

"Good: I'm glad to see that you've been into tlubl@m thoroughly, and aren't
treating it like some stunt you can back out gfoéi don't like the way it's
going. It's your life you're playing with, but Ifidhte to feel | was helping

you to commit suicide.”

He picked up the skull and lifted it absentmindddihis bands. Jan grabbed
the plan to prevent it rolling up.

"Luckily," continued Professor Sullivan, "the egoient you need is all fairly
standard, and our shop can put it together in adeeks. And if you decide to
change your mind-"

"l won't,” said Jan.

"... I've considered all the risks I'm taking, ahdre seems
tobenoflawintheplan. Attheend ofsixweeks I'll eneelige any other stowaway and
give myself up. By then- in my time, remember-therney will be nearly over.
We will be about to land on the world of the Oveds

"Of course, what happens then is up to them. Pigh#itbe sent home on the
next ship-but at least | can expect to see somgthue got a four millimetre
camera and thousands of metres of film: it won'iriyefault if | can't use it.
Even at the worst, I'll have proved that man da@a'kept in quarantine
forever. I'll have created a precedent that withpel Karellen to take some
action.

"That, my dear Maia, is all | have to say. | knoguywon't miss mc greatly:
let's be honest and admit that we never had vespgties, and now that
you've married Rupert you'll be quite happy in yown private universe. At
least, | hope so.

"Goodbye, then, and good luck. | shall look forwaraneeting ~iour
grandchildren-make sure that they know about me, tyou?

"Your affectionate brother
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Wi~taii Jan first saw it, he found it hard to realithat he was not watching

the fuselage of a small airliner being assembleglntetal skeleton was twenty
metres long, perfectly streamlined, and surrourmelight scafibiding over

which the workmen were clathbering with their powesls.

"Yes," said Sullivan in reply to Jan's question.é'ise standard aeronautical
techniques, and most of these men are from thea#tilndustry. It's hard to
believe that a thing this size could be alive tig®'Or could throw itself

clear out of the water, as I've seen them do."

It was all very fascinating, but Jan had otherdkion his mind. His eyes were
searching the giant skeleton to find a suitablénigighlace for his little

cell-the "air-conditioned coflin", as Sullivan healdristened it. On one point

he was Immediately reassured. As far as space evecemed, there would be room
for a dozen stowaways.

"The framework looks nearly complete," said Janh&W¥ will you be putting on
the skin? | suppose you've already caught youreylmalyou wouldn't know how
large to make the skeleton."

Sullivan seemed highly amused by this remark.

"We haven't the slightest intention of catchingleale. Anyway, they don't have
skins in the usual sense of the word. It would lydoe practicable to fold a
blanket of blubber twenty centimetres thick arotimat framework. No, the whole
thing will be faked up with plastics and then aately painted. By the time
we've finished, no-one will be able to tell thefeliénce."

In that case, thought Jan, the sensible thingir®verlords to have done
would be to take photographs and make the fulllsmedel themselves, back on
their home planet. But perhaps their supply sheigrned empty, and a little
thing like a twenty-metre sperm whale would hata#ynoticed. When one
possessed such power and such resources, onencdlid bothered with minor
economics.

Professor Sullivan stood by one of the great statiugt had been such a
challenge to arch~cology since Easter Island was
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discovered. King, god or whatever it might be gyeless gaze

seemed to be following his as he looked upon hislineork. He was proud of what
he had done: it seemed a pity that it

would soon be banished forever from human sight.

The tableau might have been the work of some nst ar a drugged delirium.
Yet it was a painstaking copy from life:

Nature herself was the artist here. The scene nashat, until the perfection

of underwater television, few men had ever glimpaed even then only for
seconds on those rare occasions when the giamgoansss thrashed their way to
the surface. These battles were fought in the eadight of the ocean depths,
where the sperm whales hunted for their food. & fe@d that objected strongly
to being eaten alive- The long, saw-toothed lower ¢f the whale was gaping
wide, preparing to fasten upon its prey. The crestlhead was almost
concealed beneath the writhing network of whitdpparms with which the giant



squid was fighting desperately for life. Livid seckmarks, twenty centimetres

or more in diameter, had mottled the whale's skiene those arms had fastened.
One tentacle was already a truncated stump, amel toeld be no doubt as to

the ultimate outcome of the battle. When the tweatgst beasts on earth
engaged in combat, the whale was always the witizgrall the vast strength of
its forest of tentacles, the squid's only hoperagscaping before that

patiently grinding jaw bad sawn it to pieces. Itsaj expressionless eyes,

half a metre across, stared at its destroyer-thangdll probability, neither
creature could see the other in the darkness dalifiss.

The entire exhibit was more than thirty metres |angd had now been surrounded
by a cage of aluminium girders to which the liftiagkle had been connected.
Everything was ready, awaiting the Overlords' pleasSullivan hoped that they
would act quickly: the suspense was beginning tarimmfortable.

Someon~e had come out of the office into the bisgimlight, obviously looking
for him. Sullivan recognized his chief clerk, andlked over to meet him.

"Hello, Bill-what's the fuss?"

The other was holding a message form and lookéeraleased.

"Some good news, Professor. We've been honouredlStipervisor himself wants to
come and look at our tableau
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before it's shipped off. Just think of the publicite'll geti It will help a

lot when we apply for our new grant. I'd been

hoping for something like this."

Professor Sullivan swallowed hard. He never obgetiepublicity, but this time

he was afraid he might get altogether too much.

Karellen stood by the head of the whale and loakedt the great, blunt snout
and the ivory-studded Jaw. Sullivan, concealinginisase, wondered what the
Supervisor was thinking. His behaviour had notddrat any suspicion, and the
visit could be easily explained as a normal ong.3ulivan would be very glad
when it was over.

'We've no creatures as large as this on our plasat Karellen. "That is one
reason why we asked you to make this group. Myecempatriots will find it
fascinating."

"With your low gravity," answered Sullivan, "I shduhave thought you would
have had some very large ~nimals~ Alter all, look haveh bigger you are than
us !

"Yes-but we have no oceans. And where size is cordethe land can never
compete with the sea.”

That was perfectly true, thought Sullivan. And asds he knew, this was a
hitherto unrevealed fact about the world of the @rds. Jan, confound him,
would be very interested.

At the moment that young man was sitting in a hkit@metre away, anxiously
watching the inspection through field-.

glasses. He kept telling himself that there wasingtto fear.

No inspection of the whale, however close, couleatits secret. But there
was always the chance that Karellen suspected borgednd was playing with



them.

It was a suspicion that was growing in Sullivanladras the Supervisor peered
into the cavernous throat.

"In your Bible," said Karellen, "there is a remabslastory of a Hebrew

prophet, one Jonah, who was swallowed by a whaldlars carried safely to land
after he had been cast from a ship. Do you thieketlzould be any basis of

fact in such a legend?"

"l believe," Sullivan replied cautiously, "that tleds one

fairly well-authenticated case of a whaleman bewgllowed and then
regurgitated with no ill-effects. Of course, if had been inside the whale for
more than a few seconds he would have suffocated.h& must have been very
lucky to miss
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the teeth. It's an almost incredible story, butaquot. impossible.”

"Very interesting," said Karellen. He stood for #rer moment staring at the
great jaw, then moved on to examine the squidivédmlihoped he did not hear
his sigh of relief.

"If I'd known what | was going to go through," s&dofessor Sullivan, "I'd

have thrown you out of the office as soon as ymad tio infect me with your
insanity."

"I'm sorry about that,"” Jan replied. "But we've gotay

with it."

"I hope so. Good luck, anyway. If you want to chaggur

mind, you've still got at least six hours."

"l won't need them. Only Karellen can stop me nohanks for all that you've
done. If | ever get back, and write a book aboet@verlords, I'll dedicate it

to you."

"Much good that will do me," said Sullivan gruffRfll have been dead for
years." To his surprise and mild consternationh®ivas not a sentimental
man, he discovered that this farewell was begintorgffect him. He had grown
to like Jan during the weeks they had plotted togietMoreover, he had begun
to fear he might be an accessory to a complicateide.

He steadied the ladder as Jan climbed into the greacarefully avoiding the
lines of teeth. By the light of the electric tortle, saw Jan turn and wave:

then he was lost in the cavernous hollow. Therethasound of the airlock
hatch being opened and closed, and, thereaftencsil

In the moonlight, that had transformed the frozatilé into a scene from a
nightmare, Professor Sullivan walked slowly backi®office. He wondered what
he had done, and where it would lead. But thigoofrse, he would never know.
Jan might walk this spot again, having given noertban a few months of his
life in travelling to the home of the Overlords aetiurning to Earth. Yet if

he did so, it would be on the other side of Tinmajgassable barrier, for it
would be eighty years in the future.

The lights went on in the tiny metal cylinder ass@s Jan bad closed the
inner door of the lock. He allowed himself no tifoe second thoughts, but



began immediately upon the routine check he hadyr worked out. All the
stores and
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provisions bad been loaded days ago, but a fichleek would put him in the
right frame of mind, by assuring him

that nothing had been left undone.

An hour later, he was satisfied. He lay back onsih@nge-rubber couch and
recapitulated his plans. The only sound was the fahirr of the electric
calendar dock, which would warn him when the voyags coming to its end.
He knew that he could expect to feel nothing hereis cell, for whatever
tremendous forces drov'e the ships of the Overlordst be perfectly
compensated. Sullivan had checked that, pointinghau his tableau would
collapse if subjected to more than a few gravititis-clients-had assured him
that there was no danger on this score. -

There would, however, be a considerable changenadspheric pressure. This was
unimportant, since the hollow models could "breatheough several orifices.
Before he left his cell, Jan would have to equaghmssure, and he had assumed
that the atmosphere inside the Overlord ship wasaathable. A simple face-
mask and oxygen set would take care of that: twaeno need for anything
elaborate. If he could breathe without mechanichlso much the better.

There was no point in waiting any longer: it woolily be a strain on the
nerves. He took out the little syringe, alreadyded with the carefully

prepared solution. Narcosamine had been discovknedg research into animal
hibernation: it was not true to say-as was popylaelieved-that it produced
suspended animation. All it caused was a greatisgpadown of the vital
processes, though metabolism still continued atlaced level. It was as if

one had banked up the fires of life, so that tmegwddered underground. But
when, after weeks or months, the effcct of the dvoge off, they would burst
out again and the sleeper would revive. Narcosamaseperfectly safe. Nature
had used it for a milliOn years to protect manyef children from the

foodless winter.

So Jan slept. He never felt the tug of the hoistialgles as the huge metal
framework was lifted into the hold of the Overldrdighter. He never hcaid the
hatches dose, not to open again for three hundilddmmillion kilometres. He
never heard, far-off and faint through the mighsilg; the protesting scream

of Earth's atmosphere, as the ship climbed swhfligk to its natural element.
And he never felt the Stardrive go on.
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Tiu~ conference room was always crowded for thessklyeneetings, but today it
was so closely packed that the reporters had diffien writing. For the
hundredth time, they gruinbled to each other aelam's conservatism and lack
of consideration. Anywhere else in the world theyld have brought TV cameras,
tape recorders, and all the other tools of thghlyimechanized trade. But

here they had to rely on such archaic devices psr@and pencil-and even,
incredible to relate, shorthand.

There had, of course, been several attempts togmirgrecorders. They had



been successfully smuggled out again, but a sgiglece at their smoking
interiors had shown the futility of the experimeateryone understood, then,
why they had always been warned, in their own @ggrto leave watches and
other metallic objects outside the conference room.

To make things more unfair, Karellen himself reeatdhe whole proceedings.
Reporters guilty of carelessness, or downright episgsentation-though this was
very rare-had been summoned to short and unplesssasibns with Karellen's
underlings and required to listen attentively tayplacks of what the

Supervisor had really said. The lesson was notloateever had to be repeated.
It was strange how these rumours got around. N pnnouncement was made, yet
there was always a full house whenever Karellendmaighportant statement to
make- which happened, on the average, two or thmss a year.

Silence descended on the murmuring crowd as tla¢ domrway split open and
Karellen caine forward on to the dais. The lightehwas dim-approximating, no
doubt, to that of the Overlords' far distant surtbed, the Supervisor for

Earth had discarded the dark glasses he normallg when in the open.

He replied to the ragged chorus of greetings wifbriaal

"Good morning, everybody," then turned to the @itinguished figure at the
front of the crowd. Mr. Golde, doyen of the PressbCmight have been the
original inspirer of the butler's announcement:rééhreporters, m'lud, and a
gentleman from The Times." He dressed and behaked Idiplomat
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of the old school: no-one would ever hesitate tafide in him, and no-one had
ever regretted it subsequently.

"Quite a crowd today, Mr. Golde. There must be@tsiye of news."

The gentleman from The Times smiled and clearethinist.

"l hope you can rectify that, Mr. Supervisor."

He watched intently as Karellen considered hisyrdpseemed so unfair that
the Overlords' faces, rigid as masks, betrayedaute tof emotion. The great,
wide eyes, their pupils sharply contracted evethis indifferent light,

stared fathonilessly back into the frankly curitwsnan ones. The twin
breathing orifices on either cheek-if those flutedsalt curves could be

called cheeks-emitted the faintest of whistles aelen's hypothetical lungs
laboured in the thin air of Earth. Golde could jssé the curtain of tiny

white hairs fluttering to and fro, keeping accurataut of phase, as they
responded to Karellen's rapid, double-action bregtbycle. Dust filters, they
were generally believed to be, and elaborate tae@oncerning the atmosphere
of the Overlords' home bad been constructed orstérsler foundation.

"Yes, | have some news for you. As you are doubtkegare, one of my supply
ships recently left Earth to return to its base. W&ee just discovered that

there was a stowaway on board."

A hundred pencils braked to a halt: a hundred pdieyes fixed themselves
upon Karellen.

"A stowaway, did you say, Mr. Supervisor?" askedd8o"May we ask who he was-
and how he got aboard?"

"His name is Jan Rodricks: he is an engineerindestufrom the University of
Cape Town. Further details you can no doubt discfmreyourselves through your



own very efficient channels."

Karellen smiled. The Supervisor's smile was a agriaffair. Most of the effect
really resided in the eyes: the inflexible, liplessuth scarcely moved at all.
Was this, Golde wondered, another of the many hurnatoms that Karellen bad
copied with such skill? For the total effect wasdaubtedly, that of a smile,
and the mind readily accepted it as such.

"As for how he left," continued the Supervisor,dtls of secondary
importance. | can assure you, or any other potesgtaonauts, that there is

no possibility of repeating the exploit.”
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"What will happen to this young man?" persisteddaol

"Will he be sent back to Earth?"

"That is outside my jurisdiction, but | expect hi#l wome

back Ofl the next ship. He would find conditions4alien- fur comfort where he
has gone. And this leads me to the main purpO®ermmeeting today."
J(arellen paused, and the silence grew even deeper.

"There has been some complaint, among the youmger a

more romantic elements of your population, becausger space has been closed
to you. We had a purpose in doing this: we do mgase bans for the pleasure
of it. But have yoU ever stopped to consider-if yaill excuse a slightly
~attering analogy-what a man from your Stone Age

would have felt, if he suddenly found himself imadern city?"

"Surely," protested the Herald Tribune, "there faradamental difference. We
are accustomed to Science. On your

world there are doubtless many things which we tmgit understand-but they
wouldn't seem magic to us."

"Are you quite sure of that?" said Karellen, salgdhat it

was hard to hear his words. "Only a hundred yeesdde~ween the age of
electricity and the age of steam, but what wowdckorian engineer have made
of a television set or an electronic computer. Aod long would he have lived
if he started to investigate their workings? Th# batween two ~~~bnologies
can easily become so great that it is-lethal.”

("Hello," whispered Reuters to the B.B.C. "We'rduok.

He's going to make a major policy statement. | kilesvsymptolfiS. )

"And there are other reasons why we have restritted

human race to Earth. Watch."

The lights dimmed and vanished. As they faded,Ikynoipalescence formed in the
centre of the room. It congealed intO a whirlpofostars-a spiral nebula seen
from a point far beyond its outermost sun.

"No human eyes have ever seen this sight befoa&l"iarellen's voice from the
darkness. "You arc looking at your own Universe,igtand galaxy of which your
Sun is a member, from a distance of half a millight-years."

There was a long silence. Then Karellen continaed,

now his voice held something that was not quitg @itd not

~1.ecisely scorn.
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"Your race has shown a notable incapacity for dgalith the problems of its
own rather small planet. When we arrived, you weréhe point of destroying
yourselves with the powers that Science had raglgn you. Without our
intervention, the Earth today would be a radioa&ctiwlderness.

"Now you have a world at peace, and a united r&oen you will be sufliciently
civilized to run your planet without our assistaneerhaps you could
eventually handle the problems of an entire Sojate®n-say fifty moons and
planets. But do you really imagine that you cowdrecope with this?"

The nebula expanded. Now the individual stars weshing past, appearing and
vanishing as swiftly as sparks from a forge. Ancheaf those transient sparks
was a sun, with who knew how many circling worlds..

"In this single galaxy of ours," murmured Karelléthere are eighty-seven
thousand million suns. Even that figure gives anfgint idea of the immensity
of space. In challenging it, you would be like ast®mpting to label and
classify all the grains of sand in all the deseftthe world.

"Your race, in its present stage of evolution, adrface that stupendous
challenge. One of my duties has been to protecfrgon the powers and forces
that lie among the stars- fbroes beyond anythiagybu can ever imagine."
The image of the galaxy's swirling fire-mists fadkght returned to the

sudden silence of the great chamber.

Karellen turned to go: the audience was over. Atdbor he paused and looked
back upon the hushed crowd.

"It is a bitter thought, but you must face it. Tjflanets you may one day
possess. But the stars are not for Man."

"The stars are not for Man." Yes, it would annogrthto have the celestial
portals slammed in their faces. But they must I¢arfiace the truth-or as much
of the truth as could mercifully be given to them.

From the lonely heights of the stratosphere, Kanelboked lown upon the world
and the people that had been given into ~is relt&eeping. He thought of all
that lay ahead, and what this world would be ondipaen years from now.

They would never know how lucky they had been.d&or
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lifetime Mankind had achieved as much happinessgsace can ever know. It

had been the Golden Age. But gold was also theucabsunset, of autumn: and
only Karellen's ears could catch the first wailimfshe winter storms.

And~only Karellen knew with what inexorable swiftsghe Golden Age was rushing
to its close.
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"LOOK at this!" exploded George Greggson, hurlihg paper across at Jean. It
came to rest, despite her efforts to intercepitead listlessly across the
breakfast table. Jean patiently scraped away theajad read the offending
passage, doing her best to register disapprovalwals not very good at this,
because all too often she agreed with the critissially she kept these
heretical opinions to herself; and not merely far $ake of peace and quiet.
George was perfectly prepared to accept praise fremfor anyone else), but if
she ventured any criticism of his work she woulckeree a crushing lecture on
her artistic ignorance.

She read the review twice, then gave up. It appeguée favourable, and she
said so.

"He seemed to like the performance. What are yamgfting about?"

"This," snarled George, stubbing his finger atrthiddle of the column. "Just
read it again."

"Particularly restful on the eyes were the de&gaastel greens of the
background to the ballet sequence.' Well?"

"They weren't greens! | spent a lot of time gettilngt exact shade of blue!

And what happens? Either some blasted engine&eindntrol room upsets the
colour balance, or that idiot of a reviewer's gobak-eyed set. Hey, what
colour did it look on our receiver?"

"Er-1 can't remember,” confessed Jean. "The Pogipeted squealing about then
and | had to go and find what was wrong with her."

"Oh," said George, relapsing into a gently simngpguniescence. Jean knew that
another eruption could be expected at any momeherit came, however, it was
fairly mild.

"I've invented a new definition for TV," he muttdre
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gloomily. "I've decided it's a device for hinderiogmmunication between artist
and audience."

"What do you want to do about it?" retorted Je&uw back to the live theatre?"
"And why not?" asked George. "That's exactly whadtl. been thinking about.
You know that letter | received from the New Athgre®ple? They've written to
me again. This time I'm going to answer."

"Indeed?" said Jean, faintly alarmed. "I think thew lot of cranks."

"Well, there's only one way to find out. | interalgo and see them in the next
fortnight. | must say that the literature they put looks perfectly sane. And
they've got some very good men there."

"If you expect me to start cooking over a wood,foelearning to dress in
skins, you'll have-"

"Oh, don't be silly! Those stories are just nonseiifie Colony's got

everything that's really needed for civilized lilehey don't believe in
unnecessary frills, that's all. Anyway, it's a cleugf years since | visited

the Pacific, It will make a trip for us both."

"l agree with you there," said Jean. "But | domtend Junior and the Poppet

to grow up into a couple of Polynesian savages."

"They won't," said George. "l can promise you that.

He was right, though not in the way he had intended



"As you noticed when you flew in," said the littiean on the other side of the
veranda, "the Colony consists of two islands, lthkg a causeway. This is
Athens, the other we've christened Sparta. Iterawild and rocky, and is a
wonderful place for sport or exercise." His eyekiired momentarily over his
visitor's waistline, and George squirmed slightiyhe cane chair. "Sparta is

an extinct volcano, by the way. At least the gemisgsay it's extinct, ha-ha!
"But back to Athens. The idea of the Colony, aswe®gathered, is to build up
an independent, stable cultural group with its @antrstic traditions. | should
point out that a vast amount of research took ptedere we started this
enterprise. It's really a piece of applied socmgieeering, based on some
exceedingly complex mathematics which | wouldrétend
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to understand. All I know is that the mathematgmdiologists have computed
how large the Colony should be, how many typeseoipte it should contain-and,
above all, what constitution it should have furdelerm stability.

"We're ruled by a Council of eight directors, regaeting Production, Power,
Social Engineering, Art, Economics, Science, S@orti Philosophy. There's no
permanent chairman or president. The chair's hekhbh of the directors in
rotation for a year at a time.

"Our present population is just over fifty thousawthich is a little short of

the desired optimum. That's why we keep our eyes & recruits. And, of
course, there is a certain wastage: we're notuigg gelf-supporting in some

of the more specialized talents.

"Here on this island we're trying to save sometlmhgumanity's independence,
its artistic traditions. We've no hostility towartte Overlords: we simply

want to be left alone to go our own way. When ttiegtroyed the old nations and
the way of life man had known since the beginnihgistory, they swept away
many good things with the bad. The world's now iplafeatureless and
culturally dead: nothing really new has been ciatace the Overlords came.
The reason's obvious. There's nothing left to glufpr, and there are too

many distractions and entertainments. Do you redhat every day something
like five hundred hours of radio and TV pour oueothe various channels? If
you went without sleep and did nothing else, youl@¢dollow less than a
twentieth of the entertainment that's availabléhatturn of a switch! No

wonder that people are becoming passive spongeskaibg but never creating.
Did you know that the average viewing time per pens now three hours a day?
Soon people won't be living their own lives any edt will be a full-time job
keeping up with the various family serials on

TV!

"Here, in Athens, entertainment takes its propacg@l Moreover, it's live, not
canned. In a community this size it is possibladge almost complete audience
participation, with all that that means to the parfers and artists.

Incidentally we've got a very fine symphony orchegirobably among the world's
half-dozen best.

"But | don't want you to take my word for a]1 thi@hat usually happens is that



prospective citizens stay here a few
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days, getting the feel of the place. If they dec¢idy/'d like to join us, then

we let them take the battery of psychological tests
whicharereallyourmainlineofdefence. About athirtied applicants are rejected,
usually fur reasons which don't reflect on them waheth wouldn't matter
outside. Those who pass go home long enough e #atir affairs, and then
rejoin us. Sometimes, they change their mindsiatstiage, but that's very
unusual and almost invariably through personalaessutside their controL Our
tests are practically a hundred-per-cent reliablg:rthe people they pass are
the people who really want to come."

"Suppose anyone changed their mind later?" askaad aexiously.

"Then they could leave. There'd be no difficulis happened once or twice."
There was a long silence. Jean looked at George wals rubbing thoughtfully at
the side-whiskers currently popular in artistick@s. As long as they weren't
burning their boats behind them, she was not ungolyied. The Colony looked
an interesting place, and certainly wasn't as graskshe'd feared. And the
children would love it. That, in the final analysigas all that mattered.

They moved in six weeks later. The single-storiedde was small, but quite
adequate for a family which had no intention onigegreater than four. All the
basic labour-saving devices were in evidence:agt)elean admitted, there was
no danger of reverting to the dark ages of domestidgery. It was slightly
disturbing, however, to discover that there wagehkn. In a community of

this size, one would normally expect to dial Foahtal, wait five minutes,

and then get whatever meal they had selected.ithdility was all very well,

but this, Jean feared, might be taking thingstle libo far. She wondered
darkly if she would be expected to make the famtjothes as well as to
prepare its meals. But there was no spinning-whetteen the automatic dish-
washer and the radar range, soit wasn't quite dadbehat....

Of course, the rest of the house still looked \se and raw. They were its
first occupants, and it would be some time befdrthes aseptic newness had
been converted into a warm, human home, The childleubtless, would catalyze
the
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process rather effectively. There was already @halean did not know it yet)
an unfortunate victim of Jeffrey's expiring in tha&th, as a result of that

young man's ignorance of the fundamental differdoeteveen fresh and salt
water.

Jean moved to the still uncurtained window and émbé&cross the Colony. It was
a beautiful place, there was no doubt

of that. The house stood on the western slopdsedbiv bill that dominated,
because of the absence of any other competitienistand of Athens. Two
kilometres to the north she could see the causathin knife-edge dividing
the water- that led to Sparta. That rocky islanih s brooding volcanic

cone, was such a contrast to this peaceful spotttbametimes frightened



her. She wondered how, the scientists could be&dain that it would never
reawaken and overwhelm them all.

A wavering figure coming up the slope, keeping ftdleto the palm-trees’
shade in defiance of the rule of the road, attthbr eye. George was
returning from his first conference. It was timestop day-dreaming and get
busy about the house.

A metallic crash announced the arrival of Georgegcle.

Jean wondered how long it was going to take theth twolearn to ride. This was
yet another unexpected aspect of life on the is|Bngate cars were not
permitted, and indeed were unnecessary, sincerdagegt distance one could
travel in a straight line was less than fifteekiktres. There were various
community-owned service vehicles-trucks, ambulanaed fire-engines, all
restricted, except in cases of real emergencyiftyockilometres an hour. As a
result the inhabitants of Athens had plenty of etse, uncongested streets
-and no traffic accidents.

George gave his wife a perfunctory peck and codldpgith a sigh of relief into
the nearest chair.

"Phew I" he said, mopping his brow. "Everyone rapasgt me on the way up the
hill, so | suppose people do get used wit.

| think I've lost ten kilograms already."

"What sort of a day did you have?" asked JeanulytifShe hoped George would
not be too exhausted to help with the unpacking.

"Very stimulating. Of course 1 can't remember tiadf people | met, but they
all seemed very pleasant. And the theatre is gigbad as I'd hoped. We're
starting work next
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week on Shaw's 'Back to Methuselah'. I'll be in ptate

charge of sets and stage design. It'll make a eharay having

a dozen people to tell me what | can't do. Yelink we're going to like it
here."

"Despite the bicycles?"

George summoned up enough energy to grin.

"Yes," he said. "In a couple of weeks | won't ewetice this little hill of

ours."

He didn't really believe it-but it was perfectlyér: It was another month,
however, before Jean ceased to pine for the

car, and discovered all the things one could db wite's own

kitchen.

New Athens was not a natural and spontaneous grdwetthe city whose name it
bore. Everything about the Colony was delibergbdyned, as the result of
many years of study by a group of very remarkal#e.nt had begun as an open
conspiracy against the Overlords, an implicit aivadle to their policy if not

to their power. At first the Colony's sponsors bagén more than half certain
that Karellen would neatly frustrate them, but $wgervisor had done nothing-
absolutely nothing. This was not quite as reasguagmight have been



expected. Karellen had plenty of time: he mighpleparing a delayed
counterstroke. Or he might be so certain of thgepts failure that he felt

no need to take any action against it.

That the Colony would fail had been the predicbdmost people. Yet even in
the past, long before any real knowledge of satyabmics had existed, there
had been many communities devoted to special oeigyor philosophical ends. It
was true that their mortality rate had been high,dome had survived. And the
foundations of New Athens were as secure as matgence could make them.
There were many reasons for choosing an islandMitethe least important
were psychological. In an age of universal airgport, the ocean meant
nothing as a physical barrier, but it still gaveease of isolation. Moreover,

a limited land area made it impossible for too mpegple to live in the

Colony. The maximum population was fixed at a heddr

thousand: more than that, and the advantages imhara small, compact
community would be lost. One of the aims of theniders was that any member of
New Athens should
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know all the other citizens who shared his inter@std as many as one or two
per cent of the remainder as well.

The man who had been the driving force behind NéflneAs was a Jew. And, like
Moses, he had never lived to enter his promised, lom the Colony had been
founded three years after his death.

He had been born in Israel, the last independdidmaver to come into
existence-and, therefore, the shortest lived. Tiaeod national sovereignty

had been felt here perhaps more bitterly than asyevélse, for it is hard to

lose a dream which one has just achieved afteugentof striving.

Ben Salomon was no fanatic, but the memories oflishood must have
determined, to no small extent, the philosophy ke @ put into practice. He
could just remember what the world had been bdfeedvent of the Overlords,
and had no wish to return to it. Like not a fewestintelligent and well-

meaning men, he could appreciate all that Kardiehdone for the human race,
while still being unhappy about the Supervisortsndte plans. Was it

possible, he sometimes said to himself that degfliteeir enormous
intelligence the Overlords did not really understamankind, and were making a
terrible mistake from the best of motives? Suppwstheir altruistic passion

for justice and order, they had determined to raftre world, but had not
realized that they were destroying the soul of man?

The decline had barely started, yet the ftrst spmgtof decay were not hard to
discover. Salomon was no artist, but he had areaqureciation of art and
knew that his age could riot match the achievemeipsevious centuries in any
single field. Perhaps matters would right themselmedue course, when the
shock of encountering the Overlord civilization haorn off. But it might not,
and a prudent man would consider taking out arramse policy.

New Athens was that policy. Its establishment laken twenty years and some
billions of Pounds Decimal-a relatively trivial tac, therefore, of the

world's total wealth. Nothing had happened forfirst fifteen years:

everything had happened in the last five.



Salomon's task would have been impossible had hieesm able to convince a
handful of the world's most famous artists thatghes was sound. They had
sympathized because it appealed to their egofeuause it was important for
the
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race. But, once convinced, the world had listewetthé¢m and given both moral
and material support. Behind this spectacular fagddemperamental talent the
real architects of the Colony had laid their plans.

A society consists of human beings whose behawasundividuals is
unpredictable. But if one takes enough of the basits, then certain laws

begin to appear-as was discovered long ago byngerance companies. No-one
can tell what individuals will die in a given tinyet the total number of

deaths can be predicted with considerable accuracy.

There are other, subtler laws, first glimpsed m¢larly twentieth century by
mathematicians such as Weiner and Rashavesky.hdtegrgued that such events
as economic depressions, the results of armamess,rthe stability of social
groups, political elections, and so on could bdyaea by the correct
mathematical techniques. The great difficulty wasénormous number of
variables, many of them hard to define in numerieahs. One could not draw a
set of curves and state definitely: "When this iseeached, it will mean

war." And one could never wholly allow for suchanty unpredictable events as
the assassination of a key figure or the effectsoaie new scientific
discovery-still less such natural catastrophesaghguakes or floods, which
might haves profound effect on large numbers opfeeand the social groups in
which they lived.

Yet one could do much, tl1~ianks to the knowledgeeptly accumulated during
the past hundred years. The task would have beeossible without the aid of
the giant computing machines that could performwbek of a thousand human
calculators in a matter of seconds. Such aids kad bsed to the utmost when
the Colony was planned.

Even so, the founders' of New Athens could onlyjate the soil and the climate
in which the plant they wished to cherish mightvaght not-come to flower. As
Salomon himself had remarked: "We can be surel@ftave can only pray for
genius." But it was a reasonable hope that in suobncentrated solution some
int~resting reactions would take place. Few artlstise in solitude, and

nothing is more stimulating than the conflict ofais with similar interests.

So far, the conflict had produced worthwhile resutitsculpture, music,

literary criticism and film-making. It was still toearly to see if the group
working on historical research
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would fulfil the hopes of its instigators, who wedrankly aiming at restoring
mankind's pride in its own achievements. Paintiriblanguished, which
supported the view of those who considered thatstavo-dimensional forms of
art had no further possibilities.

It was noticeable-though a satisfactory explanaftorihis had not yet been
produced-that time played an essential part inGodony's most successful



artistic achievements. Even its sculpture was selohomobile. Andrew Carson's
intriguing volumes and curves changed slowly aswatehed, according to
complex p~tterns that the mind could appreciaten évi¢ could not fully
comprehend them. Indeed, Carson claimed, with dautte, to have taken the
"mobiles” of a century before to their ultimate clusion, and thus to have
wedded sculpture and ballet.

Much of the Colony's musical experimenting wastejaonsciously, concerned
with what might be called "time span". What was Ithiefest note that the mind
could grasp-or the longest that it could tolerattheut boredom? Could the
result be varied by conditioning or by the usejrapriate orchestration?

Such problems were discussed endlessly, and thenargs were not purely
academic. They had resulted in some extremelyast@&g compositions.

But it was in the art of the cartoon film, with lisiitless possibilities,

that New Athens had made its most successful expets. The hundred years
since the time of Disney had still left much undaméhis most flexible of all
mediums. On the purely realistic side, results d¢dad produced
indistinguishable from actual photography-muchht® ¢ontempt of those who were
developing the cartoon along abstract lines.

The group of artists and scientists that had sddae least was the one that
had attracted the greatest interest-and the gtedsem. This was the team
working on "total identification". The history dii¢ cinema gave the clue to
their actions. First, sound, then colour, thenestecopy, then Cinerama, had
made the old 'moving pictures" more and more ldagity itself. Where was the
end of the story? Surely, the final stage woulddaehed when the audience
forgot it was an audience, and became part of¢hera To achieve this would
involve stimulation ~f all the Senses, and perhaps h

nosis as wcll, but many beheved it to be practiddien

goal was attained, there would be an enormoushengat of
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human experience. A man could become-for a whilksast-any other person, and
could take part in any conceivable adventure,seahaginary. He could even
be plant or animal, if it proved possible to captand record the sense
impressions of other living creatures. And when'ffregramme” was over, he
would have acquired a memory as vivid as any egpes in his actual life-
indeed, indistinguishable from reality itself.

The prospect was dazzling. Many also found itfigmy, and hoped that the
enterprise would fail. But they knew in their hedttat once science had
declared a thing possible, there was no escapeitsoeventual realization....
This, then, was New Athens and some of its dre#rheped to become what the
old Athens might have been had it possessed macmstead of slaves, science
instead of superstition. But it was much too egélyto tell if the experiment
would succeed.

16
Jm'i~lu~Y Gi~GsoN was one islander who, as yet, hahteoest in esthetics or



science, the two main preoccupations of his eldushe heartily approved of

the Colony, for purely personal reasons. The see&mmore than a few
kilometres away in any direction, fascinated hiviast of his short life bad

been spent far inland, and he was not yet accustéonthe novelty of being
surrounded by water. He was a good swimmer, anddaadten cycle off with other
young friends, carrying his fins and mask, to gplesing the shallower water

of the lagoon. At first Jean was not very happyulblois, but after she had

made a few dives herself; she lost her fear osd#eand its strange creatures
and let Jeffrey enjoy himself as he pleased-on itiomdhat he never swam

alone.

The other member of the Greggson household whamapgrof the change was Fey,
the beautiful golden retriever who nominally beleddo George, but could
seldom be detached from Jeffrey. The two were msdype, both by day and-if
Jean had not put her foot down-by night. Only whefirey went off on his

bicycle did Fey remain at home, lying listlesslyfiant of the door and

staring down the road
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with moist, mournful eyes, her muzzle resting ongeawvs.

This was rather mortifying to George, who had agliff price for Fey and her
pedigree. It looked as if he would have to waittfe next generation-due in
three months-before he could have a dog of his de@an had other views on the
subject. She liked Fey, but felt that one houndhmerse was quite sufficient.
Only Jennifer Anne had not yet decided whetherigled the Colony. That,
however, was hardly surprising, for she had seéan nothing of the world
beyond the plastic panels of her cot, and hadegs/gry little suspicion

that such a place existed.

George Greggson did not often think about the pestvas too busy with plans
for the future, too much occupied by his work amldhildren. It was rare

indeed that his mind went back across the yedisatoevening in Africa, and

he never talked about it with Jean. By mutual cohgbe subject was avoided,
and since that day they had never visited the Boggain, despite repeated
invitations. They called Rupert with fresh excusegeral times a year, and

lately he bad ceased to bother them. His marriadédia, rather to everyone's
surprise, still seemed to be flourishing.

One result of that evening was that Jean had lodesire to dabble with

mysteries at the borders of known science. Theerand uncritical wonder that
had drawn her to Rupert and his experiments baglely vanished. Perhaps she
had been convinced and wanted no more proof: Gewederred not to ask her. It
was just as likely that the cares of maternity badished such interests from

her mind.

There was no point, George knew, in worrying alzootystery that could never be
solved, yet sometimes in the stillness of the nightvould wake and wonder. He
remembered his meeting with Jan Rodericks on tbkeaRupert's house, and the
few words that were all he had spoken with the dipnan being successfully to



defy the Overlords' ban. Nothing in the realm @& slupernatural, thought
George, could be more eerie than the plain sciefii€t that though almost
ten years had passed since he had spoken to danpth-far-distant voyager
would have aged by only a few days.

The universe was vast, but that fact terrified hess than its
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mystery. George was not a person who thought deepsuch matters, yet
sometimes it seemed to him that men were like cdmldimusing themselves in
some secluded playground, protected from the fiexabties of the outer

world. Jan

Rodricks had resented that protection and had eddapm it

-into no-one knew what. But in this matter Georgeerfd himself on the side of
the Overlords. He bad no wish to face whatever ~ddirik the unknown darkness,
just beyond the little circle of light cast by tlaenp of Science.

"How is it?" said George plaintively, "that Jeffllsvays off

somewhere when | happen to be home? Where's he gone

today?"

Jean looked up from her knitting-an archaic ocdopathich had recently been
revived with much success. Such fashions came and on the island with some
rapidity. The main result of this particular crazas that the men had now all
been presented with multi-coloured sweaters, fahtat to wear in the daytime
but quite useful after sundown.

"He's gone off to Sparta with some friends," Jegplied. "He promised to be
back for dinner."

"l really came home to do some work," said Geohgaightfully. "But it's a nice
day, and I think I'll go out there and have a swiyself. What kind of fish

would you like me to bring back?"

George had never caught anything, and the fishardagoon were much too wily
to be trapped. Jean was just going to point thismien the stillness of the
afternoon was shattered by a sound that still leaekp, even in this peaceful
age, to chill the blood and set the scalp crawiitg apprehension.

It was the wail of a siren, rising and filling, spding its message of danger

in concentric circles out to sea.

For almost a hundred years the stresses had lmely gicreasing, here in the
burning darkness deep beneath the ocean's flooughhthe submarine canyon had
been formed geological ages ago, the tortured roallsnever reconciled
themselves to their new positions. Countless tithestrata bad creaked and
shifted, as the unimaginable weight of water disdrtheir precarious

equilibrium. They were ready to move again.
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Jeff was exploring the rock pools along the narBpartan beach-an occupation
he found endlessly absorbing. One never knew wtattecreatures one might



find, sheltered here from the waves that marchesl/&r across the Pacific to
spend themselves against the reef. It was a faniyiar any child, and at the
moment he possessed it all himself, for his friemad gone up into the hills.
The day was quiet and peaceful. There was notattbod wind, and even the
perpetual muttering beyond the reef had sunk tdlarsundertone. A blazing
sun hung half-way down the sky, but Jeff's mahodaoyn body was now quite
immune to its onslaughts.

The beach here was a narrow belt of sand, slopaeply towards the lagoon.
Looking down into the glass-clear water, Jeff coade the submerged rocks
which were as familiar to him as any formations the. land. About ten metres
down, the weed-covered ribs of an ancient schocumaed up towards the world
it had left almost two centuries ago. Jeff andfhends had often explored

the wreck, but their hopes of hidden treasure fegoh lalisappointed. All that
they had ever retrieved was a barnacle-encrustegpass.

Very firmly, something took hold of the beach aradg it a single, sudden jerk.
The tremor passed so swiftly that Jeff wonderdgihad imagined it. Perhaps
it was a momentary giddiness, for all around himamed utterly unchanged. The
waters of the lagoon were unruffled, the sky engbtgioud or menace. And then
a very strange thing began to happen.

Swifter than any tide could ebb, the water wasdegefrom the shore. Jeff
watched, deeply puzzled and not in the least gfeidhe wet sands were
uncovered and lay sparkling in the sun. He followezlretreating ocean,
determined to make the most of whatever miracledpamhed up the underwater
world for his inspection. Now the level had sunkaothat the broken mast of
the old wreck was climbing into the air, its weddsiging limply from it as

they lost their liquid support. Jeff hastened famyaager to see what wonders
would be uncovered next.

It was then that he noticed the sound from the téefthad never heard anything
like it before, anLi he stopped to think the matieer, his bare feet slowly
sinking into the moist sand. A great fish was thnag in its death agonies a
few
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metres away, but Jeff scarcely noticed it. He statett and listening, while

the noise from the reef grew steadily around him.

It was a sucking, gurgling sound, as of a rivemg¢hrough a narrow channel.
It was the voice of the reluctantly retreating seggry at losing, even for a
moment, the lands it rightfully possessed. Throtighgraceful branches of the
coral, through the hidden submarine caves, millmit®ns of water were
draining out of the lagoon into the vastness ofRheific.

Very soon, and very swiftly, they would return.

One of the salvage parties, hours later, foundale# great block of coral

that had been hurled twenty metres above the nomaiar level. He did not seem
particularly frightened, though he was upset olierlbss of his bicycle. He

was also very hungry, as the partial destructiothefcauseway had cut him off
from home. When rescued he was contemplating swigtnack to Athens, and,



unless the currents had changed drastically, waoldbtless have managed the
cross-big without much trouble.

Jean and George had witnessed the whole sequergerds when the tsunami hit
the island. Though the damage to the low-lying susdaAthens had been severe,
there had been no loss of life. The seismograpti®ban able to give only
fifteen minutes' warning, but that had been longugyh to get everyone above
the danger line. Now the Colony was licking its wds and collecting together a
mass of legends that would grow steadily more fasing through the years to
come.

Jean burst into tears when her son was restorieerfdor she had quite
convinced herself that he had been swept out tofeahad watched with
horrified eyes as the black and foam-capped walaitr had moved roaring in
from the horizon to smother the base of Spart@umse and spray. It seemed
incredible that Jeff could have reached safetyme t

It was scarcely surprising that he could not giwvegy rational account of

what had happened. When he had eaten and was isalielgt, Jean and George
gathered by his side.

"Go to sleep, darling, and forget all about it,ldsdean.

"You're all right now."
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"But it was fun, Mummy," protested Jeff. "l wasreal~y frightened."

"That's fine," said George. "You're a brave lad] dis a good thing you were
sensible and ran in time. I've heard about

these tidal waves before. A lot of people get dresvhecause

they go out on the uncovered beach to see whatfsehad."

"That's what | did," confessed Jeff. "| wonder whwas

helped me?"

"What do you mean? There wasn't anyone with yoe. dther boys were up the
bill."

Jeff looked puzzled.

"But someone told me to run."

Jean and George glanced at each other in mild alarm

"You mean-you imagined you heard something?"

"Oh, don't bother him now," said Jean anxiouslyl aith a little too much
haste. But George was stubborn.

"l want to get to the bottom of this. Tell me justvhat happened, Jeff."

"Well, I was right down the beach, by that old vikewhen the voice spoke."”
"What did it say?"

"l can't quite remember, but it was something liedfrey, get up the hill as
quickly as you can. You'll be drowned if you staydn' I'm sure it called me
Jeffrey, not Jeff. So it couldn't have been anyidmew."

"Was it a man's voice? And where did it come from?"

"It was ever so close beside me. And it soundesldiknan. . . ." Jeff

hesitated for a moment, and George prompted him.

"Go on-just imagine that you're back on the beaal, tell us exactly what
happened.”

"Well, it wasn't quite like anyone I've ever hegaitking before. | think he



was a very big man."

"Is that all the voice said?"

"Yes-until | started to climb the hill. Then anotlienny thing happened. You
know the path up the cliff?"

"Yes."

"l was running up that, because it was the quickest | knew what was
happening now, for I'd seen the big wave comindtiwas making an awful
noise, too. And then | found there was a greatdiy m the way. It wasn't
there before, and | couldn't get past it."
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"The 'quake must have brought it down," said George

"Shush! Go on, Jeff."

"l didn't know what to do, and | could hear the waoming closer. Then the
voice said 'Close your eyes, Jeffrey, and put yaund in front of your face.'

It seemed a funny thing to do, but I tried it. Athén there was a great flash-

| could feel it all over-and when | opened my etfesrock was gone."

"Gone?"

"That's right-it just wasn't there. So | startedming again, and that's when

| nearly burnt my feet, because the path was adtil The water hissed when it
went over it, but it couldn't catch me then-1 was far up the cliff. And

that's all. | came down again when there werey'tnaore waves. Then | found
that my bike had gone, and the road home had hesrki&d down."

"Don't worry about the bicycle, dear," said Jegueezing her, son thankfully.
"We'll get you another one. The only thing that texat is that. you're safe. We
won't worry about how it happened.”

That wasn't true, of course, for the conferenceabegmediately they had left
the nursery. It decided nothing, but it bad twousds, The next day, without
telling George, Jean took her small son to the @odochild psychologist. He
listened carefully while Jeff repeated his stoyt, in the least over-awed by
his novel surroundings. Then, while his unsuspgqpiatient rejected seriatim
the toys in the next room, the doctor reassured.Jea

"There's nothing on his card to suggest any mefabrmality. You must
remember that he's been through a terrifying egpeg, and he's come out of it
remarkably well. He's a highly imaginative childdgorobably believes his own
story.

So just accept it, and don't worry unless thereaaxelater

symptoms. Then let me know at once."

That evening, Jean passed the verdict on to héxands He did not seem as
relieved as she had hoped, and she put it dowmoto/wver the damage to his
beloved theatre. He just grunted "That's fine" s@itled down with the current
issue of Stage and Studio. It looked as if he batlihterest in the whole

affair, and Jean felt vaguely annoyed with him.

But three weeks later, on the first day that theseavay was reopened, George
and his bicycle set off briskly towards Sparta.
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The beach was still littered with masses of shatteoral, and in one place

the reef itself seemed to have been breached. &&agdered how long it would



take the myriads of patient polyps to repair thenage.

There was only one path up the face of the diifff @hen he had recovered his
breath George began the climb. A few dried fragmehiveed, trapped among the
rocks, marked the limit of the ascending waters.

For a long time George Greggson stood on that yanetk, staring at the patch

of fused rock beneath his feet. He tried to teth$elf that it was some freak

of the long-dead volcano, but soon abandoned ttamat at self-deception. His
mind went back to that night, years ago, when lteJ@an had joined that silly
experiment of Rupert Boyce's. No-one had everyemterstood what had
happened then, and George knew that in some umnfaible way these two strange
events were linked together. First it had been , Jeaw her son. He did not

know whether to be glad or fearful, and in his hlaruttered a silent prayer:
"Thank you, Karellen, for whatever your people fiidJeff. But | wish | knew

why they did it."

He went slowly down to the beach, and the greateadnills wheeled around him,
annoyed because he had brought no food to thraw #sethey cirded in the sky.

17

Kiu~u~'s request, though it might have been expeatay time since the
foundation of the Colony, was something of a borelish represented, as
everyone was fully aware, a crisis in the affaira\thens, and nobody could
decide whether good or bad would come of it.

Until now, the Colony had gone its way without dogm of interference from the
Overlords. They had left it completely alone, aseied they ignored most human
activities that were not subversive or did not néfeheir codes of behaviour.
Whether the Colony's aims could be called subvensigs uncertain. They were
non-political, but they represented a bid for il@etual and artistic
independence. And from that, who knew what migime® The Overlords might well
be
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able to foresee the future of Athens more cleddyntits

founders-and they might not like it.

Of course, if Karellen wished to send an obsefwnspector, or whatever one
cared to call him, there was nothing that couldibee about it. Twenty years
ago the Overlords had announced that they hadrtisced all use of their
surveillance devices, so that humanity need nodongnsider itself spied

upon. However, the fact that such devices stiléd meant that nothing could
be hidden from the Overlords if they really wantedee it.

There were some on the island who welcomed thisagsa chance of settling
one of the minor problems of Overlord psychologghtiattitude towards Art. Did
they regard it as

a childish aberration of the human race? Did thexehany

forms of art themselves? In that case, was thegserpf this

visit purely asthetic, or did Karellen have lessacent

motives?



All these matters were debated endlessly whilgtkparations were under way.
Nothing was known of the visiting Overlord, butigs assumed that he could
absorb Culture in unlimited amounts. The experinvemild at least be attempted,
and the reactions of the victim observed with ieseby a battery of very

shrewd minds.

The current chairman of the council was the phiibsw, Charles Yan Sen, an
ironic but fundamentally cheerful man who was rettip his sixties and was
therefore still in the prime of life. Plato wouldve approved of him as an
example of the philosopher-statesman, though Senatialtogether approve of
Plato, whom he suspected of grossly misrepreseBiingates. He was one of the
islanders who was determined to make the mosti®#tkit, if only to show the
Overlords that men still had plenty of initiativedawere not yet, as he put

it, "fully domesticated".

Nothing in Athens was done without a committeet thémate hall-mark of the
democratic method. Indeed, someone had once defieefolony as a system of
interlocking committees. But the system workednksato the patient studies of
the social psychologists who had been the realdermof Athens. Because the
community was not too large, everyone in it coakktsome part in its running
and could be a citizen in the truest sense of threlw

It was almost inevitable that George, as a leadiegber
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of the artistic hierarchy, should be one of theeption committee. But he made
doubly sure by pulling a few strings. If the Oveds wanted to study the

Colony, George wanted equally to study them. Jean ot very happy about this.
Ever since that evening at the Boyces', she had fedgue hostility towards

the Overlords, though she could never give anyore&sr it. She just wished to
have as little to do with them as possible, anldeioone of the island's main
attractions had been its hoped-for independence. $the feared that this
independence might be threatened.

The Overlord arrived without ceremony in an ordynaanmade flyer, to the
disappointment of those who had hoped for sometimoe spectacular. He might
have been Karellen himself, for no-one had even ladgxe to distinguish one
Overlord from another with any degree of confiderideey all seemed duplicates
from a single master-mould. Perhaps, by some unkrimalogical process, they
were.

After the first day, the islanders ceased to paghmattention when the

official car murmured past on its sightseeing tolitee visitor's correct name,
Thanthalteresco, proved too intractable, for gdnes@, and he was soon
christened "The Inspector". It was an accurate gnmame, for his curiosity

and appetite for statistics were insatiable.

Charles Yan Sen was quite exhausted when, longraftinight, he had seen the
Inspector back to the flyer which was serving asidase. There, no doubt, he
would continue to work throughout the night whiie human hosts indulged in
the frailty of sleep.

Mrs. Sen greeted her husband anxiously on hisrretur

They were a devoted couple, despite his playfuitidlralling her Xantippe



when they were entertaining guests. She had loaghagatened to make the
appropriate retort by brewing him a cup of hemldakt, fortunately this herbal
beverage was less common to New Athens than the old

"Was it a success?" she asked as her husbandiskithen to a belated meal.

"I think so-but you can never tell what goes ondaghose remarkable minds.
He was certainly interested, even cornplimentaapdlogized, by the way, for
not inviting him here. He said he quite underst@w had no wish to bang his
head on our ceiling."

"What did you show him today?"
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"The bread-and-butter side of the Colony, whicldite't seem to find as boring
as | always do. He asked every question

you could imagine about production, how we balarmed

budget, our mineral resources, the birth rate, Wwevgot our food, and so on.
Luckily I had Secretary Harrison with me, and hethe prepared with every
Annual Report since the

Colony began. You should have heard them swappatigtscs.. The Inspector's
borrowed the lot, and I'm prepared to bet that wiwersee him tomorrow he'll be
able to quote any

figure back at us. | find that kind of mental penf@nce frightfully

depressing."

He yawned and began to peck haif-heartedly atdud.f

"Tomorrow should be more interesting. We're gomda the schools and the
Academy. That's when I'm going to ask some questiona change. I'd like to
know how the Overlords bring up their kids-assumofgcourse, that they have
any."

That was not a question that Charles Sen was eveve answered, but on other
points the Inspector was remarkably talkative. Heild evade awkward queries in
a manner that was a pleasure to behold, and thée, unexpectedly, would
become positively confiding.

Their first real intimacy occurred while they weheving away from the school
that was one of the Colony's chief prides. "litgg@at responsibility,” Dr.

Sen had remarked, "training these young mindsi&rfature. Fortunately, human
beings are extraordinarily resilient: it takes atfyrbad upbringing to do
permanent damage. Even if our aims are mistakerlitthe victims will

probably get over it. And as yoti've seen, theyeappo be perfectly happy.”

He paused for a moment, then glanced mischievaysbt the towering figure of
his passenger. The Inspector was completely clathedme reflecting silvery
cloth so that not an inch of his body was exposdti¢ fierce sunlight. Behind
the dark glasses, Dr. Sen was aware of the greatvegtching him
emotionlessly-or with emotions which he could newederstand. "Our problem in
bringing up these children must, | imagine, be \&nyilar to yours when
confronted with the human race. Wouldn't you adree?

"In some ways," admitted the Overlord gravely.dthers, perhaps a better
analogy can be found in the history of your colbp@vers. The Roman and
British Empires, for that



139

reason, have always been of considerable inteyest.tThe case of India is
particularly instructive. The main difference

between us and the British in India was that they o real

motives for going there-no conscious objectiveat ik, except such trivial
and temporary ones as trade or hostil~ty to

other European powers. They found themselves pamses

of an Empire before they knew what to do with it avere

never really happy until they had got rid of it Bga

"And will you," asked Dr. Sen, quite unable to s¢$he

opportunity, "get rid of your empire when the tiareses?"

"Without the slightest hesitation," replied thegastor.

Dr. Sen did not press the point. The forthrightrefshe

reply was not altogether flattering: moreover, thag now

arrived at the Academy, where the assembled pedagog

were waiting to sharpen their wits on a real, [@xerlord.

"As our distinguished colleague will have told yosgid Professor Chance, Dean
of the University of New Athens, "our main purpasé¢o keep the minds of our
people alert, and to enable them to realize ait fh@entialities. Beyond

this island"-his gesture indicated, and rejected, rest of

the globe-"I fear that the human race has loshitstive.

It has peace, it has plenty-but it has no horiZzons.

"Yet here, of course.. . ?" interjected the Ovetlolandly.

Professor Chance, who lacked a sense of humouvasdaguely aware of the
fact, glanced suspiciously at his visitor.

"Here," he continued, "we do not suffer from theiant obsession that leisure

is wicked. But we do not consider that it is enotmbe passive receptors of
entertainment. Everybody on this island has oneteanbwhich may be summed up
very simply. It is todo something, however smathiy be, better than anyone
else. Of course, it's an ideal we don't all achi®t in this modern world

the great thing isto have an ideal. Achieving tasisiderably less

important.”

The Inspector did not seem inclined to commenth&ie discarded his protective
clothing, but still wore dark glasses even in thledzied light of the Common
Room. The Dean wondered if they were physiologyoadicessary, or whether they
were merely camouflage. Certainly they made qumeassible the already
difficult task of reading the Overlord's thoughtte did not, however, seem to
object to the some-
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what challenging statements that had been throwamator the criticisms of

his race's policy with regard to Earth which thewlied.

The Dean was about to press the attack when Poofess

Sperling, Head of the Science Department, decidedatke it a three-cornered
fight.

"As you doubtless know, sir, one of the great peoid of



our culture has been the dichotomy between arsaighce.

I'd very much like to know your views on the matt@o you subscribe to the
view that all artists are abnormal? That their worlat any rate the impulse
behind it-is the result of some deep-seated pspgitdl dissatisfaction?"
Professor Chance cleared his throat purposefulitythe

Inspector forestalled him.

"I've been told that all men are artists to a ¢enrtxtent, so that everyone

is capable of creating something, if only on a metary level. At your
schools yesterday, for example, | noticed the emiph@Eaced on self-expression
in drawing, painting and modelling.~The impulse sedmuite universal, even
among those clearly destined to be specialistsiense. So if all artists are
abnormal, and all men are artists, we have anastiag syllogism.. . ."
Everyone waited for him to complete it. But whesduited

their purpose the Overlords could be impeccablfuac

The Inspector came through the symphony conceht fiving colours, which was a
good deal more than could be said for many humanbmees of the audience. The
only concession to popular taste bad been Straygms8ymphony of Psalms": the
rest of the programme was aggressively moderniétitatever one's views on its
merits, the performance was superb, for the Catdmyast that it possessed
some of the finest musicians in the world was e @he. There had been much
wrangling among the various rival composers forltbeour of being included in
the programme, though a few cynics wondered ifatlad be an honour at all. For
all that anyone knew to the contrary, the Overlomight be tone deaf.

It was observed, however, that after the conceaniialteresco sought out the
three composers who had been present,

and complimented them all on what he called thgred&t
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ingenuity". This caused them to retire with pleasativaguely baffled
expressions.

It was not until the third day that George Greggsad a chance of meeting the
Inspector. The theatre had arranged a kind of mgx#éidrather than a single
dish-two one-act plays, a sketch by a world-famoysersonator, and a ballet
sequence. Once again all these items were supetbbuted and one critic's
predicnon-"Now at least we'll discover if the Oweds can yawn"-was falsified.
Indeed, the Inspector laughed several times, aftitkigorrect places.

And yet-no-one could be sure. He might himself beipg on a superb act,
following the performance by logic alone and with bwn strange emotions
completely untouched, as an anthropologist migte fzart in some primitive

rite. The fact that he uttered the appropriate depyand made the expected
responses, really proved nothing at all.

Though George had been determined to have a t#tktae Inspector, he failed
utterly. After the performance they exchanged aviewds of introduction, then
the visitor was swept away. It was completely ingoolg to isolate him from his
entourage, and George went home in a state ofreatfiistration. He was by no
means certain what he wished to say even if henhbddhe chance, but somehow,



he felt sure, he could have turned the conversationd to Jeff. And now the
opportunity had gone.

His bad temper lasted two days. The Inspectors fipd departed, amid many
protestations of mutual regard, before the sequekged. No-one had thought of
guestioning Jeff, and the boy must have been thgnkiover for a long time
before he approached George.

"Daddy," he said, just prior to bedtime. "You kntve Overlord who came to see
us?"

"Yes," replied George grimly.

"Well, he came to our school, and | heard him talkome of the teachers. |
didn't really understand what he said-but | thimkdognized his voice. That's
who told me to run when the big wave came."

"You are quite sure?"

Jeff hesitated for a moment.

"Not quite-but if it wasn't him, it was another Qhed. | wondered if | ought

to thank him. But he's gone now, hasn't he?"
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"Yes," said George. "I'm afraid he has. Still, gt we'l

have another chance. Now go to bed like a goocabdydon't

worry about it any more."

When Jeff was safely out of the way, and Jennydesh attended to, Jean came
back and sat on the rug beside George's chaiinpagainst his legs. It was

a habit that struck him as annoyingly sentimerat,not worth creating a fuss
about.

He merely made his knees as nobbly as possible.

"What do you think about it now?" asked Jean imealf flat voice. "Do you
believe it really happened?”

"It happened,” George replied, "but perhaps weodish to worry. After all,

most parents would be grateful-and of course, beateful. The explanation may
be perfectly simple. We know that the Overlordsehget interested in the
Colony, so they've undoubtedly been observingtihwheir instruments-despite
that promise they made. Suppose one was just prgwdund with that viewing
gadget of theirs, and saw the wave coming. It wanalchatural enough to warn
anyone who was in danger."

"But he knew Jeff's name, don't forget that. Norevbeing watched. There's
something peculiar about us, something that afiteir attention. I've felt

it ever since Rupert's party. It's funny how tHadmged both our lives."

George looked down at her with sympathy, but ngtmrore. It was strange how
much one could alter in so short a time. He was faimher: she had borne his
children and was part of his life. But of the lovRich a not-clearly-

remembered person named George Greggson had oowe kowards a fading dream
called Jean Morrel, how much remained?

His love was divided now between Jeff and Jenmifethe one hand-and Carolle
on the other. He did not believe that Jean knewiBarolle, and he intended

to tell her before anyone else did. But somehowddnever got round to it.
"Very well-Jeff is being watched-protected, in fact

Don't you think that should make us proud? Perlia@®©verlords have planned a



great future for him. | wonder what it can be?"

He was talking to reassure Jean, he knew. He wagreatly disturbed himself~
only intrigued and baffled. And quite suddenly d®rtthought struck him,
something that
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should have occurred to him before. His eyes tum#dnatically towards the
nursery.

"I wonder if it's only Jeff they're after," he said

In due course the Inspector presented his repbe.lSlanders would have given
much to see it. All the statistics md records wetd the insatiable memories

of the great omputers which were some, but nobathe unseen powers hehind
Karellen. Even before these impersonal electricdsiimad arrived at their
conclusions, however, the Inspector had given Wwis commendations. Expressed
in the thoughts and language of the human racg wbeld have run as follows:
'We need take no action regarding the Colony.adhisnteresting experiment,
but cannot in any way affect the future. Its aitishdeavours are no concern

of ours, and there is no evidence that any sciemékearch is progressing

along dangerous channels.

"As planned, | was able to see the school recar@bject Zero, without
arousing curiosity. The relevant statistics aradited, and it will be seen

that there are still no signs of any unusual dgualent. Yet, as we know,
Breakthrough seldom gives much prior warning.

"l also met the Subject's father, and gatheredntipeession that he wished to
speak to me. Fortunately | was able to avoid fHiere is no doubt that he
suspects something, though of course he can neessdhe truth nor affect the
outcome in any way.

"I grow more and more sorry for these people.”

George Greggson would have agreed with the Inspeeerdict that there was
nothing unusual about Jeff. There was just thatlaiting incident, as

startling as a single clap of thunder. on a lodmaoday. And after that-

nothing.

Jeff bad all the energy and inquisitiveness of @tihygr seven-year-old. He was
intelligent-when he bothered to be

-but was in no danger of becoming a genius. Sonestidean thought a little
weatrily, he filled to perfection the classic recfpea small boy: "a noise
surrounded by dirt". Not that it was very easy ¢ockrtain about the dirt,

which had to accumulate
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for a considerable time before it showed again$sJermal sunburn.

By turns he could be affectionate or morose, reskor ebullient. He showed no
preference for one parent rather than the otherflamarrival of his little

sister had not produced any signs of jealousynhtidical card was spotless; he



had never had a day's illness in his life. Buhiese times, and in such a
climate, there was nothing unusual about this.

Unlike some boys, Jeff did not grow quickly borgdhis father's company and
desert him whenever possible for assodates ofvnsame. It was obvious that
he shared George's artistic talents, and almast@s as he was able to walk
had become a regular back-stage visitor to thergtddheatre, Indeed, the
theatre had adopted him as an unofficial mascohandlas now highly skilled at
presenting bouquets to visiting celebrities of stagd screen.

Yes, Jeff was a perfectly ordinary boy. So Geoegssured himself as they went
for walks or rides together over the Island's nathstricted terrain. They

would talk as sons and fathers had done sincedfimihing of time-except that

in this age there was so much more to talk abcduaugh Jeff never left the
Island, he could see all that he wished of theosumding world through the
ubiquitous eye of the television screen. He fedg &ll the Colonists, a

slight disdain for the rest of mankind. They wdre &lite, the vanguard of
progress. They would take Mankind to the heighas the Overlords had reached-
and perhaps beyond. Not tomorrow, certainly, bigt day.

They never guessed that that day would be alldoo.s

18

T~ dreams began six weeks later.

In the darkness of the sub-tropical night, GeorgegGson swam slowly upwards
towards consciousness. He did not know what hademe him, and for a moment
he lay in a puzzled stupor. Then he realized that/&is alone. Jean had got up
and gone silently into the nursery. She was talkjuigtly to Jeff, too quietly

for him to hear what she was saying.
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George heaved himself out of bed and went to jem Tihe Poppet had made such
nocturnal excursions common enough, but then th@debeen no question of his
remaining asleep through the uproar. This was dunmgeguite different and he
wondered what had disturbed Jean.

The only light in the nursery came from the flugant patterns on the walls.

By their dim glow, George could see Jean sittingjde Jeff's bed. She turned

as he came in, and whispered, "Don't disturb thepPD"

"What's the matter?"

"l knew that Jeff wanted me, and that woke me up."

The very matter-of-fact simplicity of that staterhgave George a feeling of

sick apprehension. "l knew that Jeff wanted me.WHiod you know? he wondered.
But all. he asked was:

"Has he been having nightmares?"

"I'm not sure," said Jean, "he seems all right rBut.he was frightened when |
came in."

"l wasn't frightened, Mummy," came a small, indigh&oice. "But it was such a
strange place."

"What was?" asked George. "Tell me all about it."



"There were mountains,” said Jeff dreamily. "Theyrevever so high and there
was no snow on them, like on all the mountainséwver seen. Some of them were
burning.”

"You mean-volcanoes ?"

"Not really. They were burning all over, with funbjue flames. And while | was
watching, the sun came up."

"Go on-why have you stopped?"

Jeff turned puzzled eyes towards his father.

"That's the other thing | don't understand, Dadldyame up so quickly, and it
was much too big. And-it wasn't the right colotirvas such a pretty blue.”
There was a long, heart-freezing silence. Then gesaid quietly, "Is that

all?"

"Yes. | began to feel kind of lonely, and that'ssntMummy came and woke me
up."

George tousled his son's untidy hair with one harnle tightening his
dressing-gown around him with the other. He fetidenly very cold and very
small. But there was no hint of this in his voickem he spoke to Jeff.

"It's just a silly dream: you've eaten too muchdopper. Forget all about it

and go back to sleep, there's a good boy."
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"I will, Daddy," Jeff replied. He paused for a mamehen added thoughtfully,
"I think I'll try and go there again."

"A blue sun?" said Karellen, not many hours ldt€hat

must have made identification fairly easy."

"Yes," Rashaverak answered. "It is undoubtedly Ampton 2. The Sulphur
Mountains confirm the fact. And it's interestingnatice the distortion of the
time scale. The planet rotates fairly slowly, savihest have observed many
hours in a few minutes."

"That's all you can discover?"

"Yes, without questioning the child directly."

"We dare not do that. Events must take their nhtumarse without our
interference. When his parents approach us- therhaps, we can question him."
"They may never come to us. And when they do, iy b&

too late."

"That, | am afraid, cannot be helped. We shoulcenéwrget this fact-that in
these matters our curiosity is of no importances ito more important, even,
than the happiness of mankind."

His hand reached out to break the connection.

"Continue the surveillance, of course, and repibreaults

to me. But do not interfere in any way."

Yet when he was awake, Jeff still seemed just &inees
That at least, thought George, was something foclwiiey



could be thankful. But the dread was growing inteatrt.

To Jeff~ it was only a game: it had not yet begufrigthten him. A dream was
merely a dream, no matter how strange it mightHgewas no longer lonely in
the worlds that sleep opened up to him. Only onfit&t night had his mind
called out to Jean across whatever unknown gutfsshadered them.

Now he went alone and fearless into the univeraewlas opening up before him.
In the mornings they would question him, and he ldoell what he could
remember. Sometimes his words stumbled and faddeearied to describe scenes
which were clearly not only beyond all his expecenbut beyond the
imagination of Man. They would prompt him with newerds, show him pictures
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and colours to refresh his memory, then build uptvgattern

they could from his replies. Often they could makéhing of the result, though

it seemed that in Jeft's own mind his dream wondee perfectly plain and
sharp. He was simply unable to communicate thehistparents. Yet some were
clear enough- Space-no planet, no surrounding ¢apes no world

underfoot. Only the stars in the velvet night, dadging against them a great
red sun that was beating like a heart.

Huge and tenuous at one moment, it would slowlinkhbrightening at the same
time as if new fuel was being fed to its

internal fires. It would climb the spectrum and aowt the

edge of yellow, and the cycle would reverse itsbé, star

would expand and cool, becoming once more a radigede-red cloud....
("Typical pulsating variable,” said Rashaverak elgge

"Seen, too, under tremendous time-acceleratioan't aentify it precisely,

but the nearest star that fits the descriptionharRsandron 9. Or it may be
Pharanidon 12."

"Whichever it is," replied Karellen, "he's gettihgther away from home."

"Much further," said Rashaverak....)

It might have been Earth. A white sun hung in alslky flecked with clouds,
which were racing before a storm. A bill slopedtfedown to an ocean torn
into spray by the ravening wind. Yet nothing moviie scene was frozen as if
glimpsed in a flash of lightning. And far, far awary the horizon was something
that was not of Earth-a line of misty columns, tamgslightly as they soared
out of the sea and lost themselves among the cldinty were spaced with
perfect precision along the rim of the planet-togdto be artificial, yet too
regular to be natural.

("Sideneus 4 and the Pillars of the Dawn," saidh@aesrak, and there was awe in
his voice. "He has reached the centre of the Usezer

"And he has barely begun his journey," answerectar.)
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The planet was absolutely flat. Its enormous gyavétd long ago crushed into
one uniform level the mountains of its fiery youttountains whose mightiest
peaks had never exceeded a few metres in heighth¥e was life here, for

the surface was covered with a myriad geometriadiems that crawled and



moved and changed their colour. It was a worldwaf dimensions, inhabited by
beings ~who could be no more than a fraction ofrgilceetre in thickness.

And in its sky was such a sun as no opium eatdddmave imagined in his
wildest dreams. Too hot to be white, it was a seaghost at the frontiers of
the ultra-violet, burning its planets with radiatsowhich would be instantly
lethal to all earthly forms of life. For milliond &ilometres around extended
great veils of gas and dust, fluorescing in cowstielours as the blasts of
ultra-violet tore through them. It was a star agawhich Earth's pale sun
would have been as feeble as a glow-worm at noon.

("Hexanerax 2, and nowhere else in the known usejésaid Rashaverak. "Only a
handful of our ships have ever reached it-and kizeye never risked any
landings, for who would have thought that life a@beakist on such planets?"

"It seems," said Karellen, "that you scientistséhawt been as thorough as you
had believed. If those-patterns.--are intelligéme, problem of communication
will be interesting. | wonder if they have any krdedge of the third
dimension?")

It was a world that could never know the meaningight and day, of years or
seasons. Six coloured suns shared its sky, sthidwa came only a change of
light, never darkness.

Through the clash and tug of conflicting gravitaabflelds~ the planet
travelled along the loops and curves of its incorat@y complex orbit, never
retracing the same path. Ever) moment was unitpeecanfiguration which the
six suns now held in the heavens would not repself ithis side of eternity.
And even here there was life. Though the planehitig scorched by the central
fires in one age, and frozen in the outer reaamesother, it was yet the
home of intelligence. The great, many-faceted atgsttood grouped in
intricate geometrical patterns, motionless in ttes @f cold, growing slowly
along the veins of mineral when the world was warm
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again. No matter if it took a thousand years flentito complete a thought. The
universe was still young, and Time stretched emstijdsefore them- ("I have
searched all our records," said Rashaverak. "We

have no knowledge of such a world, or such a coatiain of suns. If it existed
inside our universe, the astronomers would havectlsd it, even if it lay
behind the range of our ships."

"Then he has left the Galaxy."

"Yes. Surely it cannot be much longer now."

"Who knows? He is only dreaming. When he awakess k#ll the same. It is
merely the first phase. We will know soon enouglewthe change begins.")

'We have met before, Mr. Greggson," said the Overpavely. "My name is
Rashaverak. No doubt you remember."

"Yes," said George. "That party of Rupert Boyckesn not likely to forget.
And | thought we should meet again."



"Tell me-why have you asked fbr this interview?"

"I think you already know."

"Pernaps: but it will help us both if you tell meyour own words. It may
surprise you a good deal, but | also am tryingrtdasstand, add in some ways
my ignorance is as great as yours."

George stared at the Overlord in astonishmens. \Wais a thought that had
never occurred to him. He had subconsciously assuha the Overlords
possessed all knowledge and all power-that thegnstolod, and were probably
responsible fbr, the things that had been happdnidgff.

"l gather," George continued, "that you have sbkerréports | gave to the
Island psychologist, so you know about the dreams."

"Yes: we know about them."

"l never believed that they were simply the imaggs of a child. They were so
incredible that-I know this sounds ridiculous-thed to be based on some
reality."

He looked anxiously at Rashaverak, not knowing Ymiieto hope for confirmation
or denial. The Overlord said nothing, but merelyareled him with his great
calm eyes. They were sitting almost face to fametlfe room-which had
obviously been designed for such interviews-wasaanlevels, the
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Overlord's massive chair being a good metre lothan George's. It was a
friendly gesture, reassuring to the men who asi&ethkse meetings and who
were seldom in an easy frame of mind.

"We were worried, but not really alarmed at fidkff seemed perfectly normal
when he woke up, and his dreams didn't appeartteebbim. And then one
night"-he hesitated and glanced defensively aCerlord. "I've never
believed in the supernatural: I'm no scientist, Idhtnk there's a rational
explanation for everything."

"There is," said R.ashaverak. "I know what you skwas watching."

"l always suspected it. But Karellen had promisdet yyou'd never spy on us
with your instruments. Why have you broken thainpise?"

"l have not broken it. The Supervisor said thattthman race would no longer
be under surveillance. That is a promise we hapé kevas watching your
children, not you."

It was several seconds before George understoathfiieations of Rashaverak's
words. Then the colour drained slowly from his face

"You mean?. . ." he gasped. His voice trailed aaray he had to begin again.
"Then what in God's name are my children?"

"That," said Rashaverak solemnly, "is what we gii@g to discover."

Jennifer Anne Greggson, lately known as the Popgetn her back with her
eyes tightly closed. She had not opened them lmn@time; she would never
open them again, for sight was now as superfluolet as to the many-sensed
creatures of the lightless ocean deeps. She wag afvthe world that
surrounded her: indeed, she was aware of much thanethat.

One reflex remained from her brief babyhood, by samaccountable trick of
development. The rattle which had once delightedsbanded incessantly now,



beating a complex, ever-changing rhythm in heritotas that strange
syncopadon which had amused Jean from her sleepesmidher flying Into the
nursery. But it was not the sound alone that hadest her screaming for
George.

It was the sight of that commonplace, brightly cotxl
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rattle beating steadily in airy isolation half atreeaway from any support,
while Jennifer Anne, her chubby fingers claspebthjgtogether, lay with a
smile of calm contentment on her face.

She had started later, but she was progressingysvbon she would pass her
brother, for she had so much less to unlearn.

"You were wise," said Rashaverak, "not to touchtbgr| do not believe you
could have moved it. But if you had

succeeded, she might have been annoyed. And tdemat

know what would have happened.”

"Do you mean," said George dully, "that you camdthing?"

"I will not deceive you. We can study and obsengewe are doing already. But
we cannot interfere, because we cannot

understand.”

"Then what are we to do? And why has this thingoleayed to us?"

"It had to happen to someone. There is nothingpiameal about you, any more
than there is about the first neutron that stéwtschain reaction in an

atomic bomb. It simply happens to be the first. Atiyer neutron would have
served-just as Jeffrey might have been anybodyamwiorld. We call it Total
Breakthrough. There is no need for any secrecy aod@,| am very glad. We have
been waiting for this to happen, ever since weectnEarth. There was no way
of telling when and where it would start-until, pyre chance, we met at Rupert
Boyce's party. TheLi | knew that, almost certaiylgur wife's children would

be the first."

"But-we weren't married then. We hadn't even-"

"Yes, | know. But Miss Morrel's mind was the chanthat, if only for a moment,
let through knowledge which no-one alive at thaaeticould possess. It could
only come from another mind, intimately linked ter&1 The fact that it was a
mind not yet born was of no consequence, for Teneery much stranger than you
think."

"l begin to understand. Jeff knows these thingsdresee other workis, and can
tell where you come from. And somehow Jean caughhloughts, even before he
was born."

"There is far more to it than that-but | do not-dgine you will ever get much
closer to the truth. All through history
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there have been people with inexplicable powerslwvbeeemed to transcend space
and time. They never understood them:

almost without exception, their attempted explanetiwere rubbish. | should
know-1 have read enough of them!

"But there is one analogy which is-well, suggestwed helpful. It occurs over



and over again in your literature. Imagine thatrgwvean's mind is an island,
surrounded by ocean. Each seems isolated, yealityrall are linked by the
bedrock from which they spring. If the oceans wereanish, that would be the
end of the islands. They would all be part of oaetiment, but their

individuality would have gone.

"Telepathy, as you have called it, is something tikis. In suitable
circumstances minds can merge and share eachsatbhatents, and carry back
memories of the experience when they are isolated more. In its highest
form, this power is not subject to the usual limmdas of time and space. That

is why Jean could tap the knowledge of her unbom"s

There was a long silence while George wrestled thiéise astounding thoughts.
The pattern was beginning to take shape. It wamaelievable pattern, but it
had its own inherent logic. And it explained-if thverd could be used fur
anything so incomprehensible-all that had happeireze that evening at Rupert
Boyce's home. It also accounted, he realized nomJdan's own curiosity about
the supernormal.

"What has started this thing?" asked George. "Ahdre is it going to lead?"
"That is something we cannot answer. But thereramy races in the universe,
and some of them discovered these powers longdgéar species-or mine-
appeared on the scene. They have been waitingtotoyjoin them, and now the
time has come."

"Then where do you come into the picture?"

"Probably, like most men, you have always regatgeds your masters. That is
not true. We have never been more than guardiaisg @ duty imposed upon us
from-above.

That duty is hard to define: perhaps you can lhesk tof us as midwives
attending a difficult birth. We are helping to lgisomething new and wonderful
into the world."

Rashaverak hesitated: for a moment it almost seas&he was at a loss for
words.

"Yes, wc are the midwives. But we ourselves aredpat

In that instant, George knew he was in the presehae
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tragedy transcending his own. It was incredible-ggtdsomehow just. Despite
all their powers and their brilliance, the Overlordere trapped in some
evolutionary cul-de-sac. Here was a great and n@igle, in almost every way
superior to mankind; yet it had no future, andatsvaware of it. In the face

of this, George's own problems seemed suddenkgltriv

"Now | know," he said, "why you have been watchiedfrey. He was the guinea
pig in this experiment.”

"Exactly-though the experiment was beyond our @intr

We did not start it-we were merely trying to obgerWe did not interfere

except when we had to."

Yes, thought George-the tidal wave. It would nedeto let a valuable specimen
be destroyed. Then he felt ashamed of himself: butdrness was unworthy.
"I've only one more question," he said. "What shadldo about our children?"
"Enjoy them while you may," answered Rashaveraklgefihey will not be yours



for long."
It was advice that might have been given to angman any age: but now it
contained a threat and a terror it had never heldrb.

19

TliaRJ~ came the time when the world of Jeffreyt&sadrs was no longer sharply
divided from his everyday existence. He no longentito school, and for Jean
and George also the routine of life was compldbebken, as it was soon to
break down throughout the world.

They avoided all their friends, as if already caoss that soon no-one would
have sympathy to spare for them. Sometimes, igtietness of the night when
there were few people about, they would go for latadks together. They were
closer now than they had been since the first dagtseir marriage, united

again in the face of the still unknown tragedy t@dn would overwhelm them.
At first it had given them a feeling of guilt toalee the sleeping children

alone in the house, but now they realized thatalsdf Jenny could look after
themselves in ways. beyond the knowledge of theiemqts. And, of course, the
Overlords
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would be watching too. That thought was reassutimgy felt that they were not
alone with their problem, but that wise and sympttheyes shared their vigil.
Jennifer slept: there was no other word to deschbestate she had entered.
To all outward appearances, she was still a baltyrdund her now was a sense
of latent power so terrifying that Jean could nogler bear to enter the

nursery.

There was no need to do so. The entity that had beenifer Anne Greggson was
not yet fully developed, but even in its sleepihgysalis state it already had
enough control of its environment to take carellatsaneeds. Jean had only
once attempted to feed it, without success. It ehosake nourishment in its
own time, and in its own manner.

For food vanished from the freezer in a slow, sfesiceam:

yet Jennifer Anne never moved from her cot.

The rattling had ceased, and the discarded tograye nursery floor where
no-one dared to touch it, lest Jennifer Anne miged it again. Sometimes she
caused the furniture to stir itself into peculiattprns, and it seemed to
George that the fluoro-paint on the wall was glayumore brilliantly than it

had ever done before.

She gave no trouble; she was beyond their assestand

beyond their love. It could not last much longerd &n the

time that was left they clung desperately to Jeff.

He was changing too, but he still knew them. Thgwbose growth they had
watched from the formless mists of babyhood wasi¢pkis personality,
dissolving hour by hour before their very eyes. ¥@hetimes he still spoke to
them as he had always done, and talked of hisaiogdriends as if unconscious



of what lay ahead. But much of the time he didses them, or show any
awareness of their presence. He no longer slepitegsvere forced to do,
despite their overwhelming need to waste as fepoasible of these last
remaining hours.

Unlike Jenny, he seemed to possess no abnormakpower physical objects-
perhaps because, being already partly grown, héelsacheed for them. His
strangeness was entirely in his mental life, ofahtthe dreams were now only a
small part. He would stay quite still for hoursemd, his eyes tightly closed,

as if listening to sounds which no-one else coglrhinto his mind was
flooding knowledge-from somewhere or somewhen-wkm@bn would overwhelm and
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destroy the half-formed creature who had beenelefingus Greggson.

And Fey would sit watching, looking up at him wtthgic, puzzled eyes,
wondering where her master had gone and when hielweturn to her.

Jeff and Jenny had been the first in all the wdrld,soon they were no longer
alone. Like an epidemic spreading swiftly from laodand, the metamorphosis
infected the entire human race. It touched pratyica-one above the age of
ten, and practically no-one below that age escaped.

It was the end of civilization, the end of all tmaén had striven for since

the beginning of time. In the space of a few daysnanity had lost its future,
for the heart of any race is destroyed, and itbtwisurvive is utterly

broken, when its children are taken from it.

There was no panic, as there would have been argdrgfore. The world was
numbed, the great cities stilled and silent. Ohdyital industries continued

to function. It was as though the planet was in mimg, lamenting all that now
could never be.

And then, as he had done once before in a now-fimmyage, Karellen spoke for
the last time to mankind.

20

"My work here Is nearly ended," said Karellen'sceoirom a million radios. "At
last, after a hundred years, | can tell you whatas.

"There are many things we have had to hide from gewve hid ourselves for
half our stay on Earth. Some of you, | know, thdughat concealment
unnecessary. You are accustomed to our presenege&ayono longer imagine how
your ancestors would have reacted to us. But at iga can understand the
purpose of our concealment, and know that we h@dson for what we did.
"The supreme secret we kept from you was our parposoming to Earth-that
purpose about which you have speculated so engl&§sl could not tell you
until now, for the secret was not ours to reveal.
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"A century ago we came to your world and savedfyomn self-destruction. | do
not believe that anyone would deny that fact-buatithat self~~destruction



was, you never guessed.

"Because we banned nuclear weapons and all the d¢hely toys you were
accumulating in your armouries, the danger of glataannihilation was removed.
You thought that was the only danger. We wantedtgdaelieve that, but it was
never true. The greatest danger that confrontedwasuof a different character
altogether-and it did not concern your race alone.

"Many worlds have come to the crossroads of nugearer, have avoided
disaster, have gone on to build peaceful and hapflizations-and have then
been utterly destroyed by forces of which they km@thing. In the twentieth
century, you first began to tamper seriously whtbse forces.

That was why it became necessary to act.

"All through that century, the human race was drayslowly nearer to the
abyss-never even suspecting its existence. Achagsabyss, there is only one
bridge. Few races, unaided, have ever found it.éSoave turned back while
there was still time, avoiding both the danger #redachievement. Their worlds
have become Elysian islands of effortless confgaying no further part in

the story of the universe. That would never havenbgur fate-or your fortune.
Your race was too vital for that. It would havemded into ruin and taken
others with it, for you would never have found brelge.

"I am afraid that almost all | have to say now mastoy means of such
analogies. You have no words, no conceptions, famynof the things | wish to
tell you-and our own knowledge of them is also gadiperfect.

"To understand, you must go back into the pastraoover much that your
ancestors would have found familiar, but which yawe forgotten-which, in
fact, we deliberately helped you to forget. Foraait sojourn here has been
based on a vast deception, a concealment of traithvwou were not ready to
face.

"In the centuries before our coming, your sciestigicovered the secrets of
the physical world and led you from the energyteém to the energy of the
atom. You had put superstition behind you: Sciemas the only real religion of
mankind. It was the gift of the western minorityth@ remainder
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of mankind, and it had destroyed all other faifffsose that still existed when
we came were already dying. Science, it was feliJctexplain everything:
there were no forces which did not come withirsitepe, no events for which it
could not ultimately account. The origin of thewarse might be forever
unknown, but all that had happened after obeyedhilis of physics.

"Yet your mystics, though they were lost in theamodelusions, had seen part
of the truth. There are powers of the mind, andgrsvbeyond the mind, which
your science could never have brought within iggrfework without shattering it
entirely. All down the ages there have been cosstleports of strange
phenomena-poltergeists, telepathy, precognitiorclwiiou had named but never
explained. At first Science ignored them, even eéniheir existence, despite
the testimony of five thousand years. But theytexisl if it isto be complete
any theory of the universe must account for them.

"During the first half of the twentieth centuryfeav of your scientists began

to investigate these matters. They did not kndwuitthey were tampering with



the lock of Pandora's box. The forces they mighthaleashed transcended any
perils that the atom could have brought. For thegsigiists could only have

ruined the Earth: the paraphysicists could haveaphavoc to the stars.

"That could not be allowed. | cannot explain thié iature of the threat you
represented. It would not have been a threat tangtherefore we do not
comprehend it. Let us say that you might have becanelepathic cancer, a
malignant mentality which in its inevitable disstdn would have poisoned

other and greater minds.

"And so we came-we were sent-to Earth. We inteedigbur development on every
cultural level, but in particular we checked alliges work on paranormal
phenomena. | am well aware of the fact that we s inhibited, by the
contrast between our civilizations, all other foroficreative achievement as
well. But that was a secondary effect, and it is@importance.

"Now | must tell you something which you may findry surprising, perhaps
almost incredible. All these potentialities, akkse latent powers-we do not
possess them, nor do we understand them. Ouraatelhre far more powerful
than
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yours, but there is something in your minds that ddavays eluded us. Ever

since we came to Earth we have been studying yelhave learned a great deal,
and will learn more, yet | doubt if we shall diseoall the truth.

"Our races have much in common-that is why we whrgesen for this task. But in
other respects, we represent the ends of two diftezvolutions. Our minds

have reached the end of their development. Shein present form, have

yours. Yet you can make the jump to the next stage,therein lies the
difference between us. Our potentialities are estealy but yours are still
untapped. They are linked, in ways we do not urideds with the powers | have
mentioned- the powers that are now awakening onwoud.

"We held the clock back, we made you mark time &thlbse powers developed,
until they could come flooding out into the charsniilat were being prepared

for them. What we did to improve your planet, tseayour standards of living,

to bring justice and peace-those things we shoan@ fdone in any event, once
we were forced to intervene in your affairs. Buittlaét vast transformation
diverted you from the truth, and therefore helpeddrve our purpose.

"We are your guardians-no more. Often you must awedered what position my
race held in the hierarchy of the universe. As veeadbove you, so there is
something above us, using us for its own purpoakeshave never discovered what
it is, though we have been its tool for ages and dat disobey it. Again and
again we have received our orders, have gone te sarid in the early flower

of its civilization, and have guided it along tluad that we can never follow-

the road that you are travelling now.

"Again and again we have studied the process we haen sent to foster, hoping
that we might learn to escape from our own limitasi. But we have glimpsed
only the vague outlines of the truth. You calledhes Overlords, not knowing

the irony of that title. Let us say that abovesthe Over-mind, using us as

the potter uses his wheel.

"And your race is the clay that is being shapedthai



wheel.

"We believe-it is only a theory-that the Overmisdrying to grow, to extend

its powers and its awareness of the universe. Byihmust be the sum of many
races, and long ago it left the tyranny of mateghnibd. It is conscious of

159

intelligence, everywhere. When it knew that youevaimost ready, it sent us
here to do its bidding, to prepare you for thedfanmation that is now at

hand.

"All the earlier changes your race has known tomkntless ages. But this is a
transformation of the mind, not of the body. By st@ndards of evolution, it

will be cataclysmic-instantaneous. It has alreagtyum. You must face this

thct: yours is the last generation of Homo sapiens.

"As to the nature of that change, we can tell yery\ittle. We do not know

how it is produced-what trigger impulse the Overinemploys when it judges that
the time is ripe. All we have discovered is thatérts with a single

individual- always a ~child-and then spreads exphkdyj like the formation of
crystals round the first nucleus in a saturatedtsmi. Adults will not be

affected, for their minds are already set in arlitereble mould.

"In a few years, it will all be over, and the hunrane will have divided in

twain. There is no way back, and no future forwloeld you know. All the hopes
and dreams of your race are ended now. You hawenddirth to your successors,
and it is your tragedy that you will never undemstéhem-will never even be
able to communicate with their minds. Indeed, thdlynot possess minds as you
know them. They will be a single entity, as you rgalves are the sums of your
myriad cells. You will not think them human, anduywill be right.

"l have told you these things so that you will knatvat f~aces you. In a few
hours, the crisis will be upon us. My task and ratyds to protect those |

have been sent here to guard.

Despite their wakening powers, they could be dgsttdy the multitudes around
them-yes, even by their parents, when they re#tigeruth. | must take them
away and isolate them, for their protection, ardyfmurs. Tomorrow my ships
will begin the evacuation. | shall not blame yowyati try to interfere, but it

will be useless. Greater powers than mine are wagerow; | am only one of
their instruments.

"And then-what am | to do with you, the survivorden your purpose has been
fufilled? It would be simplest, perhaps, and mostciful, to destroy you-as

you yourselves would destroy a mortally woundedypetloved. But this | cannot
do. Your future will be your own to choose in tresays that are left to you. It

is my hope that humanity will go to its rest in peaknowing that it has not

lived in vain.
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"For what you have brought into the world may kenly alien, it may share
none of your desires or hopes, it may look uporr goeatest achievements as
childish toys-yet it is something wonderful, andiywill have created it.

"When our race is forgotten, part of yours willlgxist. Do not, therefore,
condemn us for what we were compelled to do. Amgeraber this-we shall always
envy you."
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JEAN had wept before, but she was not weeping fidw.island lay golden in the
heartless, unfeeling sunlight as the ship camelglmto sight above the twin
peaks of Sparta. On that rocky island, not long &go son had escaped death
by a miracle she now understood all too well. Somest she wondered if it might
not have been better had the Overlords stood asidéeft him to his fate.

Death was something she could face as she had itdoefdre: it was in the
natural order of things. But this was stranger theath-and more final. Until

this day, men had died, yet the race had continued.

There was no sound or movement from the childréeytood in scattered groups
along the sand, showing no more interest in on¢hanohan in the homes they
were leaving forever. Many carried babies who weocesmall to walk-or who did
not wish to assert the powers that made walkinggo@ssary. For surely, thought
George, if they could move inanimate matter, thmyl¢ move their own bodies.
Why, indeed, were the Overlord ships collectingrireg all?

It was of no importance. They were leaving, and tiss the way they chose to
go. Then George realized what it was that had bessing his memory.
Somewhere, long ago, he had seen a century-oldreeled such an exodus. It
must have been at the beginning of the First WAft-or the Second. There had
been long lines of trains, crowded with cl~ildreallipng slowly out of the
threatened cities, leaving behind the parentssbaany of them would never
see again. Few were crying: some were puzzled;hghg nervously at their

small belongings, but most seemed to be lookingdod with eagerness to some
great adventure.

And yet-the analogy was false. History never regeat
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itself. These who were leaving now were no londeideen, whatever they might
be. And this time there would be no

reunion.

The ship had grounded along the water's edge ngrdeeply into the soft sand.
In perfect unison, the line of great curving parsild upwards and the

gangways extended themselves towards the beaciméka tongues. The
scattered, unutterably lonely figures began to eogw, to gather into a crowd
that moved precisely as a human crowd might do.

Lonely? Why had he thought that, wondered Georgethat was the one thing
they could never be again. Only individuals candoely-only human beings.
When the barriers were down at last, lonelinessldveanish as personality
faded. The countless raindrops would have mergedie ocean.

He felt Jean's hand increase its pressure on laisudden spasm of emotion.
"Look," she whispered. "l can see Jeff. By thabsekc

door."

It was a long way away, and very hard to be cerfBHnere was a mist before his
eyes which made it hard to see. But it was Jefi+ag sure of that: George

could recognize his son now, as he stood with onedlready on the metal



gangway.
And Jeff turned and looked back. His face was anlyhite blur: at this

distance, there was no way of telling if it bore &mt of recognition, any
remembrance for all that he was leaving behind.Wawld George ever know if
Jeff had turned towards them by pure chance-ag Kriew, in those last moments
while he was still their son, that they stood watghim as he passed into the
land that they could never enter.

The great doors began to close. And in that morRentifted up her muzzle and
gave a low, desolate moan. She turned her bealitifpid eyes towards George,
and he knew that she had lost her master. He hagalamow.

For those who were left there were many roads blytane destination. There
were some who said: "The world is still beautifulle day we must leave it, but
why should we hasten our departure?"

But others, who had set more store by the futuaa the
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past, and had lost all that made life worth lividgl not wish to stay. They

took their leave alone, or with their friends, acling to their nature.

It was thus with Athens. The Island had been boriire; in fire it chose to

die. Those who wished to leave did so, but mostareed, to meet the end amid
the broken fragments of their dreams.

No-one was supposed to know when the time woul&'beJean awoke in the
stillness of the night, and lay for a moment sganthe ghostly glimmer from
the ceiling. Then she reached out to grasp Gednged. He was a sound
sleeper, but this time he woke at once. They didspeak, fur the words that
were wanted did not exist.

Jean was no longer frightened, or even sad. Shedrad through to the calm
waters and was beyond emotion now. But there waglang still to be done, and
she knew that there was barely time to do it.

Still without a word, George followed her throudie tsilent house. They went
across the patch of moonlight that had enteredugiiréhe studio roof, moving
as quietly as the shadows it cast, until they ceoribe deserted nursery.
Nothing had been changed. The fluoro-patterns@eatrge had painted so
carefully still glowed on the walls. And the rattleat had once belonged to
Jennifer Anne still lay where she had dropped Iitewher mind turned into the
unknowable remoteness it inhabited now.

She bad left her toys behind, thought George, brg go hence with us. He
thought of the royal children of the Pharaohs, vehdslls and beads had been
buried with them five thousand years ago. So itldide again. No-one else, he
told himsel4 will ever love our treasures: we walke them with us, and will

not part with them.

Slowly Jean turned towards him, and rested her bpad his shoulder. He
clasped his arms about her waist, and the loveadeohce known came back to
him, faint yet clear, like an echo from a distaarge of hills. It was too



late now to say all that was due to her, and theets he felt were less for
his deceits than for his past indifference.

Then Jean said quietly: "Goodbye, my darling” and

tightened her arms about him. There was no tim&twrge
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to answer, but even at that final moment he féltief astonishment as he
wondered how she knew that the moment had arrived.

Far down in the rock, the segments of uranium bégauash together, seeking
the union they could never achieve.

And the Island rose to meet the dawn.

22

Tiis ship of the Overlords came sliding In alorggtowing meteor-trail

through the heart of Carina. It had begun its mexkteération among the outer
planets, but even while passing Mars it had stiigessed an appreciable
fraction of the velocity of light. Slowly the immse fields surrounding the Sun
were absorbing its momentum, while for a milliofoknetres behind, the stray
energies of the Stardrive were painting the heawetsfire.

Jan Rodricks was coming home, six months oldeheaavorld he had left eighty
years before.

This time he was no longer a stowaway, hiddensaaet chamber. He stood
behind the three pilots (why, he wondered, did thegd so many?) watching the
patterns come and go~ on the great screen that dtdithe control room. The
colours and shapes it showed were meaninglessnoha assumed that they were
conveying information which in a vessel designedr®n would have been
displayed on banks of meters. But sometimes theeacshowed the surrounding
star-fields, and soon, he hoped, it would be shgw&arth.

He was glad to be home, despite the effort he leadtdd to escaping from it.

In these few months he had grown up. He had seerusb, travelled so far, and
now was weary for his own familiar world. He undeosl, now, why the Overlords
had sealed Earth from the stars. Humnriity stitl kary far to go before it

could play any part in the civilization he had ghised.

It might be-though this he refused to accept-thamkmd could never be more
than an inferior species, preserved in an out-efviay zoo with the Overlords
as keepers. Perhaps that was what Vindarten baatmwean he gave Jan that
ambiguous warning, just before his departure. "Much
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may have happened,"” the Overlord had said, "inithe that

has passed on your planet. You may not know youldwo

when you see it again.”

Perhaps not, thought Jan: eighty years was a lorgg &aind though he was young
and adaptable, he might find it hard to undersththe changes that had come
to pass. But of one thing he was certain-men waadt to hear his story, and

to know what he had glimpsed of the civilizatiortloé Overlords.



They had treated him well, as he had assumed tbajdwOf the outward journey
he had known nothing: when the injection had wdfrand he had emerged, the
ship was already entering the Overlord system. &tkdimbed out of his
fantastic hiding-place, and found to his relieftttree oxygen set was not
needed. The air was thick and heavy, but he caadthe without difficulty. He
had found himself in the ship's enormous red-lldhamong countless other
packing-cases and all the impedimenta one would@qn a liner of space or of
sea. It had taken him almost an hour to find hig teahe control room and to
introduce himself to the crew.

Their lack of surprise had puzzled him: he knewt tha Overlords showed few
emotions, but he had expected some reaction. bhdfeay simply continued with
their work, watching the great screen and playirtt the countless keys on
their control panels. It was then that he knew thay were landing, for from
time to time the image of a planet- larger at esghearance-would flash upon
the screen.

Yet there was never the slightest sense of moti@cceleration-only a

perfectly constant gravity, which he judged to beuw a fifth of Earth's. The
immense forces that drove the ship must have be@mpensated with exquisite
precision.

And then, in unison, the three Overlords had risem their seats, and he knew
that the voyage was over. They did not speak tio fi@ssenger or to each

other, and when one of them beckoned to him to¥glUan realized something
that he should have thought of before. There migit be no-one here, at this
end of Karellen's enormously long supply line, wimalerstood a word of English.
They watched him gravely as the great doors opbeéate his eager eyes. This
was the supreme moment of his life: now he wastthb first human being ever
to look upon a world lit by another sun. The omijnt of NGS 549672 came
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flooding into the ship, and there before him lag phanet of the Overlords.
What had he expected? He was not sure. Vast bgddin

cities whose towers were lost among the cloudshmas beyond imagination-
these would not have surprised him.

Yet what he saw was an almost featureless plaatchrag out to an unnaturally
close horizon, and broken only by three more of@kerlords' ships, a few
kilometres away.

For a moment Jan felt a surge of disappointmergnTie shrugged his shoulders,
realizing that, after all, one would expect to feagpace-port in some such
remote and uninhabited region as this.

It was cold, though not uncomfortably so. The lifsbin the great red sun low
down on the horizon was quite ample for human dyatsJan wondered how long it
would be before he yearned for greens and bluemn Tk saw that enormous,
wafer-thin crescent reaching up the sky like atgoeav placed beside the sun.
He stared at it for a long time before he realithed his journey was not yet
altogether ended. That was the world of the Ovdglorhis must be its

satellite, merely the base from which their veseplsrated.

They had taken him across in a ship no larger #hi@nrestrial airliner.

Feeling a pygmy, he had climbed up into one ofgifeat seats to try and see



something of the approaching planet through themasion windows.

The journey was so swift that he had time to makdew details on the
expanding globe beneath. Even so near to homegmed, the Overlords used
some version of the Stardrive, for in a matter afutes they were falling down
through a deep, cloud-flecked atmosphere. Wheddabes opened, they stepped
out into a vaulted chamber with a roof that mustehswung swiftly shut behind
them, for there was no sign of any entrance ovekhea

It was two days before Jan left this building. Hasvan

unexpected consignment, and they had nowhere tbhiputTo make matters worse,
not one of the Overlords could understand Englsimmunication was practically
impossible, J and Jan realized bitterly that ggtimtouch with an alien race

was not so easy as it was so often depicted ioficSign language proved
singularly unsuccessful, for it depended too mutla dwody of gestures,
expressions and attitudes which the Overlords askmd did not possess in
common.
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It would be more than frustrating, thought Jathé only Overlords who spoke
his language were all back on Earth. He could wr@y and hope for the best.
Surely some scientlst, some expert on alien racadd come and take charge of
him! Or was he so unimportant that no-one coultditered?

There was no way he could get out of the buildbeg,ause the great doors had
no visible controls. When an Overlord walked uphtem, they simply opened. Jan
had tried the same trick, had waved objects higherair to interrupt any
controlling light-beam, had tried everything he icbimagine

-with no result at all. He realized that a man fritva Stone Age, lost in a

modern city building, might be equally helplessc®he had tried to walk out
when one of the Overlords left, but had been gesittboed back. As he was very
anxious not to annoy his hosts, he did not persist.

Vindarten arrived before Jan had begun to get datpe

The Overlord spoke very bad English, much too dgplzlt improved with amazing
speed. In a few days they were able to talk togetité little trouble on any
subject that did not demand a specialized vocajpular

Once Vindarten had taken charge of him, Jan hadoe worries. He also had no
opportunity of doing the things he wished, for atnall his time was spent
meeting Overlord scientists anxious to carry Owgonioe tests with complicated
instruments. Jan was very waxy of these machimesatier one session with
some kind of hypnotic device had a splitting hehéaor several hours. He was
perfectly willing to cooperate, but was not surhif investigators realized

his limitations, both mental and physical. It wastainly a long time before

he could convince them that he had to sleep ataegqervals.

Between these investigations, he caught momentanpges of the city, and
realized how difficult-and dangerous-it would be iam to travel around in it.
Streets were practically non-existent, and theeensel to be no surface

transport. This was the home of creatures who cibyldnd who had no fear of
gravity. It was nothing to come without warning apevertiginous drop of
several hundred metres, or to find that the ontyagce into a room was an



opening high up in the wall. In a hundred ways, Bagan to realize that the
psychology of a race with wings must be fundaménthfferent from that of
earthbound creatures.
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It was strange to see the Overlords flying likeagjtards

among the towers of their city, their pinions mayinith slow, powerful beats.
And there was a scientific problem here.

This was a large planet-larger than Earth. Yegriévity was low, and Jan
wondered why it had so dense an atmosphere. Héigues Vindarten on this, and
discovered, as he had half expected, that this fegthe original planet of

the Overlords. They had evolved on a much smaltetdiand then conquered this
one, changing not only its atmosphere but evegrésity.

The architecture of the Overlords was bleakly figral:

Jan saw no ornaments, nothing that did not sepug@ose, even though that
purpose was often beyond his understanding. If @ fineen mediaval times could
have seen this red-lit city, and the beings mowmgugh it, he would

certainly have believed himself in Hell. Even Janm,all his curiosity and

scientific detachment, sometimes found himselfrenverge of unreasoning
terror. The absence of a single familiar refergrmat can be utterly

unnerving even to the coolest and clearest minds.

And there was much he did not understand, and wWictarten could or would not
attempt to explain. What were those flashing ligintd changing shapes, the
things that flickered through the air so swifthatline could never be certain

of their existence? They could have been somethémgendous and awe-inspiring-
-or as spectacular yet trivial as the neon sigradbtime Broadway.

Jan also sensed that the world of the Overlordsfwisf sounds that he could
not hear. Occasionally he caught complex rhythnpedtlerns racing up and down
through the audible spectrum, to vanish at the upp®wer edge of hearing.
Vindarten did not seem to understand what Jan nmamusic, so he was never
able to solve this problem to his satisfaction.

The city was not very large: it was certainly faradler then London or New

York had been at their heyday. According to Vindartthere were several
thousand such cities scattered over the planeh, @ae designed for some
specific purpose. On Earth, the closest paralléhioplace would have been a
university town-except that the degree of speaéilim had gone much further.
This entire city was devoted, Jan soon discoveeethe study of alien

cultures.
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In one of their first trips outside the bare cellhich Jan lived, Vindarten

had taken him to the museum. It had given Jan @amaeded psychological boost
to find himself in a place whose purpose he coully inderstand. Apart from

the scale upon which it was built, this museum mvgéll have been on Earth.
They had taken a long time to reach it, fallingadiy on a great platform

that moved like a piston in a vertical cylinderumiknown length. There were no
visible controls, and the sense of acceleratidghebeginning and ending of

the descent was quite noticeable. Presumably tleel@us did not waste their
compensating field devices for domestic uses. Jardered if the whole interior



of this world was riddled with excavations: and wiad they limited the size of
the city, going underground instead of outwardsa&tTas just another of the
enigmas he never solved.

One could have spent a lifetime exploring thesessal chambers. Here was the
loot of planets, the achievements of more civilaag than Jan could guess.
But there was no time to see much. Vindarten plédedcarefully on a strip of
flooring that at first sight seemed an ornamengdlgon. Then Jan remembered
that there were no ornaments here- and at the saragsomething invisible
grasped him gently and hurried him forward. He wasing past the great display
cases, past vistas of unimaginable worlds, at edspetwenty or thirty
kiometres an hour.

The Overlords had solved the problem of museurgdati

There was no need for anyone to walk.

They must have travelled several kilometres belarés guide grasped him
again, and with a surge of his great wings lifted away from whatever force
was propelling them. Before them stretched a hiogk,empty hail, flooded with
a familiar light that Jan had not seen since ledvaigh. It was flint, so that

it would not pain the sensitive eyes of the Ovel$oibut it was, unmistakably,
sunlight. Jan would never have believed that angtkb simple or so
commonplace could have evoked such yearning ihdast.

So this was the exhibit for Earth. They walkedddew metres past a beautiful
model of Paris, past art-treasures from a dozetudgen grouped incongruously
together, past modem calculating machines and lithieaxes, past television
receivers and Hero of Alexandra's steam-turbine. A
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great doorway opened ahead of them, and they wehei

office of the Curator for Earth.

Was he seeing a human being for the first time? Jan

wondered. Had he ever been to Earth, or was igsther of the many planets
in his charge, of whose exact location he was natipely sure? Certainly he
neither spoke nor understood English, and Vinddrghto act as interpreter.
Jan had spent several hours here, talking intea@deng device while the
Overlords presented various terrestrial

objects to him. Many of these, he discovered tshame, he could not
identif~y. His ignorance of his own race and itsiaeéments was enormous: he
wondered if the Overlords, for all their superb ta¢gifts, could really grasp
the complete pattern of human culture.

Vindarten took him out of the museum by a diffenentte. Once again they
floated effortlessly through great vaulted corrgldyut this time they were
moving past the creations of nature, not of conscimind. Sullivan, thought
Jan, would have given his life to be here, to skatwonders evolution had
wrought on a hundred worlds. But Sullivan, he rernerad, was probably already
dead.

Then, without any warning, they were on a galleghtabove a large circular
chamber, perhaps a hundred metres across. As tlsera was no protective
parapet, and for a moment Jan hesitated to gotnea&dge. But Vindarten was
standing on the very brink, looking calmly downwsrdo Jan moved cautiously



forward to join him.

The floor was only twenty metres below-far, far thmse. Afterwards, Jan was
sure that his guide had not intended to surprise &nd was completely taken
aback by his reaction. For he had given one tremgnglell and jumped backwards
frcm the gallery's edge, in an involuntary effarthide what lay below. It was
not until the muffled echoes of his shout had deay in the thick atmosphere
that he steeled himself to go forward again.

It was lifeless, of course-not, as he had thouglthat first moment of panic,
consciously staring up at him. It filled almost it great circular space,

and the ruby light gleamed and shifted in its alydepths.

It was a single giant eye.

"Why did you make that noise?" asked Vindarten.

"I was frightened," Jan confessed sheepishly.
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"But why? Surely you did not imagine that therelddae any danger here?"
Jan wondered if he could explain what a reflexaacwas,

but decided not to attempt it.

"Anything completely unexpected is frightening. Wat

novel situation is analysed, it is safest to asstiraavorst."

His heart was still pounding violently as he staded/n once more at that
monstrous eye. Of course, it might have been a medermously enlarged as
were microbes and insects in terrestrial museuraseYen as he asked the
guestion, Jan knew, with a sickening certaintyt thaas no larger than life.
Vindarten could tell him little: this was not higeld of knowledge, and he was
not particularly curious. From the Overlord's dgsewn, Jan built up a

picture of a cyclopean beast living among the aglat rubble of some distant
sun, its growth uninhibited by gravity, dependingfiood and life upon the
range and resolving power of its single eye.

There seemed no limit to what Nature could do & glas pressed, and Jan felt
an irrational pleasure at discovering somethingctvithe Overlords would not
attempt. They had brought a full-sized whale froantk-but they had drawn the
line at this.

And there was the time when he had gone up, erglgssuntil the walls of the
elevator had faded through opalescence into aattyanhsparency. He was
standing, it seemed, unsupported among the uppepeaaks of the city, with
nothing to protect him from the abyss. But he fi@ltmore vertigo than one does
in an aeroplane, for there was no sense of comiéitthe distant ground.

He was above the clouds, sharing the sky with apfienvacles of metal or stone.
A rose-red sea, the cloud-layer rolled sluggist@gdath him. There were two
pale and tiny moons in the sky, not far from thenbce sun. Near the centre of
that bloated red disc was a small, dark shadoviegiéy circular. It might

have been a sunspot, or another moon in transit.

Jan slowly moved his gaze along the horizon. Thadtkcover extended clear to
the edge of this enormous world, but in one diogctat an unguessable
distance, there was a mottled patch that might haadked the towers of another
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city. He stared at it for a long while, then congd his careful survey.

When he had turned half-circle he saw the mountewmas not on the horizon,
but beyond it-a single serrated peak, climbing vgr ¢the edge of the world,

its lower slopes hidden as the bulk of an icebgmpncealed below the water-
line.

He tried to guess its size, and failed completélen on a world with gravity
as low as this, it seemed hard to believe that sumintains could exist. Did
the Overlords, he wondered, sport themselves ug@tapes and sweep like
eagles around those immense buttresses?

And then, slowly, the mountain began to change. Weesaw it first, it was a
dull and almost sinister red, with a few faint mags near its crown that he
could not dearly distinguish. He was trying to fe@n them when he realized
that they were moving....

At first he could not believe his eyes. Then hedorhimself to remember that
all his preconceived ideas were worthless herenlrgt not let his mind reject
any message his senses brought into the hiddenbenrarhthe brain. He must not
try to understand-only to observe. Understandingld/aome later, or not at
all.

The mountain-he still thought of it as such, fardhwas no other word that
could serve-seemed to be alive. He rememberedribiastrous eye in its buried
vault-but no, that was inconceivable. It was ngfamic life that he was
watching: it was not even, be suspected, matteedmew it.

The sombre red was brightening to an angrier htweaks of vivid yellow
appeared, so that for a moment Jan felt he wasrgak a volcano pouring
streams of lava down on to the land beneath. Ragetistreams, as he could tell
by occasional flecks and mottlings, were moving ags.

Now something else was rising out of the ruby ctoabund the mountain's base.
It was a huge ring, perfectly horizontal and pdfjecrcular-and it was the
colour of all that Jan had left so far behind,tfoe skies of Earth had held

no lovelier blue. Nowhere else on the world of @eerlords had he seen such
hues, and his throat contracted with the longirdjthe loneliness they evoked.
The ring was expanding as it climbed. It was highan the mountain now, and
its nearer arc was sweeping swiftly towards hinrefuthought Jan, it must be
a vortex of some
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kind-a smoke-ring already many kilometres across.iB

showed none of the rotation he expected, and meddo

grow no less solid as its size increased.

Its shadow rushed past long before the ring itsadf swept

majestically overhead, still rising into space.whkgched until

it had dwindled to a thin thread of blue, hardtfte eye to focus upon in the
surrounding redness of the sky. When it vanisheasatit must already have
been many thousands

of kilometres across. And it was still growing.

He looked back at the mountain. It was golden reovd, devoid of all markings.
Perhaps it was imagination-he could



believe anything by this time-but it seemed tadled narrower, and appeared to
be spinning like the funnel of a cyclone. Not utttgn, still numbed and with
his powers of reason almost in abeyance, did hemdrer his camera. He raised
it to eye-level, and sighted towards that impossiblind-shaking enigma.
Vindarten moved swiftly into his line of vision. Wiiimplacable firmness, the
great hands covered the lens turret and forceddiower the camera. Jan did
not attempt to resist: it would have been usel&fsspurse, but he felt a

sudden deathly fear of that thing out there aetihge of the wOrld, and wanted
no further part of it.

There was nothing else in all his travels that tlveyld not let him

photograph, and Vindarten gave no explanations.

Instead, he spent much time getting Jan to destribenute detail what he had
witnessed.

It was then that Jan realized that Vindarten's bgelsseen something totally
different: and it was then that he guessed, fufiteetime, that the

Overlords had masters, too.

Now he was coming home, and all the wonder, thedrd the mystery were far
behind. It was the same ship, he believed, thougtlysnot the same crew.
However long their lives, It was hard to believattthe Overlords would
willingly cut themselves off from their home fol #hie decades consumed on an
interstellar voyage.

The Relativity time-dilation effect worked both weaf course. The Overlords
would age only four months on the round trip, btiew they returned their
friends would be eighty years older.
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Had he wished, Jan could doubtless have stayeddreitee

remainder of his life. But Vindarten had warned hirat

there would be no other ship going to Earth foresalvyears, and had advised
him to take this opportunity. Perhaps the

Overlords realized that even in this relativelyrshione, his mind had nearly
reached the end of its resources. Or he might

merely have become a nuisance, and they could sparere

time for him.

It was of no importanct now, for Earth was thereath

He had seen it thus a hundred times before, butyslw

through the remote, mechanical eye of the televisamera.

Now at last he himself was out here in space, @aéinial act

of his dream unfolded itself; and Earth spun bdneatits eternal orbit.

The great blue-green crescent was in its firsttguamore

than half the visible disc was still in darkneskefie was little cloud-a few
bands scattered along the line of the trade winds.

The arctic cap glittered brilliantly, but was fartshone by the dazzling
reflection of the sun in the north Pacific.

One might have thought it was a world of waters tmemisphere was almost
devoid of land. The only continent visible was Aak&, a darker mist in the



atmospehric haze along the limb of the planet.
The ship was driving into Earth's great cone ofisia the gleaming crescent
dwindled, shrank to a burning bow of fire, and vadlout of existence. Below
was darkness and night.
The world was sleeping.
It was thea that Jan realized what was wrong. TWaeland down there-but
where were the gleaming necklaces of
light, where were the glittering coruscations thatl been the cities of man?
In all that shadowy hemisphere, there was no
single spark to drive back the night. Gone withetitace were the millions, of
kilowatts that once had been splashed carelessirtts the stars. He might
have been looking down on Earth as it had beerrééti@ coming of man.
This was not the homecoming he had expected. Wase
nothing he could do but watch, while the fear @ timknown grew within him.
Something had happened-something tinims~ginable.y&hthe ship was descending
purposefully in a
long curve that was taking it again over the sumnisphere. He saw nothing
of the actual landing, for the picture of
Earth suddenly winked out and was replaced byrttestning-
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less pattern of lines and lights. When vision westared, they were on the
ground. There were great buildings in the distanwghines moving about, and a
group of Overlords watching them..
Somewhere there was the muffled roar of air ashiye equalized pressure, then
the sound of great doors opening. He did not wiag:silent giants watched him
with tolerance or indifference as he ran from thetml room.
He was home, seeing once more by the sparkling ¢ifghis own familiar sun,
breathing the air that had first washed througHungs. The gangway was
already down, but he had to wait for a moment uhélglare outside no longer
blinded him.
Karellen was standing, a little apart from his campns, beside a great
transport vehicle loaded with crates. Jan did tay 0 wonder how he
recognized the Supervisor, nor was he surprisesdéchim completely unchanged.
That was almost the only thing that had turnedasute had expected.
"l have been waiting for you," said Karellen..

- 23
"1w the early days," said Karellen, "it was safeus to go among them. But
they no longer needed us: our work was done whehadegathered them together
and given them a continent of their own. Watch."
The wall in front of Jan disappeared. Instead he aking down from a height
of a few hundred metres on to a pleasantly woodedtcy. The illusion was so
perfect that he fought a momentary giddiness.
"This is five years later, when the second phaskbdegun.” There were figures
moving below, and the camera swooped down upon tikena bird of prey.
"This will distress you," said Karellen. "But rember that your standards no
longer apply. You are not watching human children.”
Yet that was the immediate impression that candais mind, and no amount of



logic could dispel it. They might have been savagagaged in some complex
ritual dance. They were naked and filthy, with redthair obscuring their
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eyes. As faras Jan could tell, they were of alkdgam five to fifteen, yet

they all moved with the same speed, precision,cantplete indifference to
their surroundings.

Then Jan saw their faces. He swallowed hard, ameédo

himself not to turn away. They were emptier thanfttes of the dead, for even
a corpse has some record carved by Time's

chisel upon its features, to speak when the lipmelves are dumb. There was
no more emotion or feeling here than in the faca shake or an insect. The
Overlords themselves were more human than this.

"You are searching for something that is no lortbere,"

said Karellen. "Remember-they have no more idettigy the cells in your own
body. But linked together, they are something myreater than you."

'Why do they keep moving like this ?"

"We called it the Long Dance," replied Karellenh€ly never sleep, you know,
and this lasted almost a year. Three hundred mithicchem, moving in a
controlled pattern over a whole continent. We'valgsed that pattern
endlessly, but it means nothing, perhaps becausmamwsee only the physical
part of it-the small portion that's here on EaRbssibly what we have called
the Overmind is still training them, moulding thé&mo one unit before it can
wholly absorb them into its being."

"But how did they manage about food? And what hapgdef they hit obstructions,
like trees, or cliffs, or water?"

"Water made no difference: they could not drown.eWkhey encountered
obstacles, they sometimes damaged themselved)dyubéver noticed it. As for
food-well, there was all the fruit and game theyuieed. But now they have

left that need behind, like so many others. Fodfizdargely a source of
energy, and they have learned to tap greater salrce

The scene flickered as if a heat haze had passdtoWhen it cleared, the
movement below had ceased.

"Watch again," said Karellen. "It is three yeateta

The little figures, so helpless and pathetic if diceno, know the truth,

stood motionless in forest and glade and plaintddmera roamed restlessly
from one to the other: already.

thought Jan, their faces were merging into a commould. He had once seen some
photographs made by the superposition of dozepsimf to give one "average”
face. The result had been as empty, as void ofclaras this.
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4

They seemed to be sleeping or entranced. Thennwares

tightly closed, and they showed no more awareneeo

surroundings than did the trees under which theydstWhat thoughts, Jan
wolidered, were echoing through the intricate nekwo which their minds were
now no more-and yet no less-than the separatedhiidasome great tapestry?
And a tapestry, he now realized, that covered mamds and many races-and was



growing still.

It happened with a swiftness that dazzled the agestunned the brain. At one
moment Jan was looking down upon a beautiful,léedountry with nothing
strange about it save the countless small statadtesed-yet not randomly-
over its length and breadth. And then in an insédirthe trees and grass, all

the living creatures that had inhabited this ldhckered out of existence

and were gone. There were left only the still laklee winding rivers, the

rolling brown hills, now stripped of their greerrpat-and the silent,

indifferent figures who had wrought all this destran.

"Why did they do it?" gasped Jan.

"Perhaps the presence of other minds disturbed-tbeen the rudimentary minds
of plants and animals. One day, we believe, theyfind the material world
equally distracting. And then, who knows what wélppen? Now you understand
why we withdrew when we had done our duty. We #lerying to study them,
but we never enter their land or even send ouruns¢nts there. All we dare do
is to observe from space."”

"That was many years ago," said Jan. "What hasdmgapsince?"

"Very little. They have never moved in all that @mand take no notice of day
or night, summer or winter. They are still testthgir powers; some rivers

have changed their courses, and there is oneldet tiphill. But they have
done nothing that seems to have any purpose.”

"And they have ignored you completely?"

"Yes, though that is not surprising. The-entityadfich they are part knows all
about us. It does not seem to care if we attemstudy it. When it wishes us

to leave, or has a new task fbr us elsewhere|linvake its desires very
obvious. Until then, we will remain here so that saientists can gather what
knowledge they may."

So this, thought Jan, with a resignation that keydmd all
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sadness, was the end of man. It was an end thaopbet had ever foreseen-an
end that repudiated optimism and pessimism alike.

Yet it was fitting: it had the sublime inevitabyliof a great work of art. Jan

had glimpsed the universe in all its awful immepnsiind knew now that it was
no place for man. He realized at last how vaithewultimate analysis, had
been the dream that had lured him to the stars.

For the road to the stars was a road that forkeaandirections, and neither

led to a goal that took any account of human hopdsars.

At the end of one path were the Overlords. Theygraderved their

individually, their independent egos; they possessdf-awareness and the
pronoun "I" had a meaning in their language. Thay émotions, some at least of
which were shared by humanity. But they were trdpgan realized now, in a
cul-de-sac from which they could never escape.rfiheids were ten-perhaps a
hundred-times as powerful as men's. It made nergifice in the final

reckoning. They were equally helpless, equally elximed by the unimaginable
complexity of a galaxy of a hundred thousand millemns, and a cosmos of a
hundred thousand million galaxies.

And at the end of the other path? There lay ther@vel, whatever it might be,



bearing the same relation to man as man bore to.laa@otentially infinite,
beyond mortality, how long had it been absorbingprafter race as it spread
across the stars? Did it too have desires, didvelgoals it sensed dimly yet
might never attain? Now it had drawn into its beatighat the human race had
ever achieved. This was not tragedy, but fulfilmdite billions of transient
sparks of consciousness that had made up humaoitivlicker no more like
flreffies against the night. But they had not liwgterly in vain.

The last act, Jan knew, had still to come. It mmddur tomorrow, or it might
be centuries hence. Even the Overlords could notlain.

He understood their purpose now, what they had detieMan and why they still
lingered upon Earth. Towards them he felt a groatihty, as well as
admiration for the inflexible patience that had tkisyem waiting here so long.
He never learned the full story of the strange sgsib between the Overmind
and its servants. According to Rasha
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verak, there had never been a time in lus rac&styisvhen the Overmind was
not there, though it had made no use of them threyf had achieved a
scientific civilization and could range through spdo do its bidding.

"But why does it need you?" queried Jan. "Withitalklremendous powers, surely
it could do anything it pleased."

"No," said Rashaverak, "it has limits. In the past,know, it has attempted to
act directly upon the minds of other races, andftaence their cultural
development. It's always failed, perhaps becawseul is too great. We are
the interpreters-the guardians. Or, to use on®of gwn metaphors, we till

the field until the crop is ripe. The Overmind ealls the harvest-and we move
on to another task. This is the fifth race whosatlagosis we have watched.
Each time we learn a little more."

"And do you not resent being used as a tool byoer-mind?"

"The arrangement has some advantages: besidesenof-mtelligence resents
the inevitable."

That proposition, Jan reflected wryly, had nevesrbkilly accepted by mankind.
There were things beyond logic that the Overlo@s hever understood.

"It seems strange," said Jan, "that the Overmimgelyou to do its work, if

you have no trace of the paraphysical powers latemiankind. How does it
communicate with you and make its wishes known?"

"That is one question | cannot answer-and | cateibyou the reason why |
must keep the facts from you. One day, perhapsywtbiknow some of the
truth.”

Jan puzzled over this for a moment, but knew it usedess to follow this line
of inquiry. He would have to change the subject laople to pick up clues later.
"Tell me this, then," he said, "this is somethitgpeyou've never explained.
When your race first came to Earth, back in théadispast, what went wrong?
Why had you become the symbol of fear and evilst®'u

Rashaverak smiled. He did not do this as well aglkn could, but it was a
fair imitation.

"No-one ever guessed, and you see now why we caydr ;ell you. There was
only one event that could have made such an imygzat humanity. And that event



was not at the dawn of history, but at its very.end
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"What do you mean?" asked Jan.

'When our ships entered your skies a centmy aralfafo, that was the first
meeting of our two races, though of course we hadied you from a distance.
And yet you feared

and recognized us, as we knew that you would. # met

precisely a memory. You have already had prooftiha is

more complex than your science ever imagined. lkrmemory was not of the
past, but of thefuture-of those dosing years wieam yace knew that everything
was finished. We did what we could, but it was aoteasy end. And because we
were there, we became identified with your raceatlal

Yes, even while it was still ten thousand yearthanfuture!

It was as if a distorted echo had reverberatedd ke closed cirde of time,
from the future to the past. Call it not a memdmyt a premonition.”

The idea was hard to grasp, and for a moment Jasthed with it in silence.
Y~t he should have been prepared; he had alreadiveecproof enough that
cause and event could reverse their normal sequence

There must be such a thing as racial memory, aatdlemmy was somehow
independent of time. To it, the future and the past one. I'hat was why,
thousands of years ago, men
hadalreadyglimpsedadistortedimageoftheOverlordsjtjin a mist of fear and
terror.

"Now | understand,” said the last man,.

The Last Man! Jan found it very hard to think ahelf as that. When he had
gone into space, he had accepted the possibilgyeshal exile from the human
race, and loneliness had not yet come upon hinthdgears passed, the longing
to see another human being might rise and overwhaimbut for the present,
the company of the Overlords prevented him fronhirigeutterly alone.

There had been men on Earth as little as ten yegrsbut they had been
degenerate survivors and Jan had lost nothing bging them. For reasons which
the Overlords could not explain, but which Jan sasgd were largely
psychological, there had been no children to repthose who had gone.

Homo sapiens was extinct.

Perhaps, lost in one of the still-intact cities svilae manuscript of some
later-day Gibbon, recording the last days of
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the human race. If so, Jan was not sure that hédveawe to read it;

Rashaverak had told him all that he wished to know.

Those who had not destroyed themselves had sobghioo in ever more feverish
activities, in fierce and suicidal sports that weften indistinguishable from
minor wars. As the population had swiftly fallehetageing survivors had
clustered together, a defeated army closing itksras it made its last

retreat.

That final act, before the curtain came down fagremust have been lit by



flashes of heroism and devotion, darkened by sayagel selfishness. Whether
it had ended in despair or resignation, Jan woalgenknow.

There was plenty to occupy his mind. The Overldbdse was about a kilometre
from a deserted villa, and Jan spent months fitiig out with equipment he

had taken from the nearest town, some thirty kilwesedistant. He had flown
there with Rashaverak, whose friendship, he susgeatas not completely
altruistic. The Overlord psychologist was stilldgying the last specimen of
Homo sapiens.

The town must have been evacuated before the enthef houses and even many
of the public services were still in good ordemvtiuld have taken little work

to restart the generators, so that the wide stgpetged once more with the
illusion of life. Jan toyed with the idea, then alaned it as too morbid. The

one thing he did not wish to do was to brood upengdast.

There was everything here that he needed to maihtaiself for the rest of his
life, but what he wanted most was an electroniagiand certain Bach
transcriptions. He had never had as much time f@icas he would have liked,
and now he would make up for it. When he was ndbpaing himself~, he played
tapes of the great symphonies and concertos, sthihailla was never silent.
Music had become his talisman against the loneimdsch, one day, must surely
overwhelm him.

Often he would go for long walks on the hills, tkimg of all that had happened

in the few months since he had last seen Eartihadenever thought, when he
said goodbye to Suffivan eighty terrestrial yeays,dhat the last generation

of mankind was already in the womb.

What a young fool he had been! Yet he was not thatehe regretted his action;
had he stayed on Earth, he would have
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witnessed those dosing years over which time haddrawn a veil. Instead, he
had leap-frogged past them into the future, andéwuhed the answers to
guestions that no other man would ever know. Higsity was almost satisfied,
but sometimes he wondered why the Overlords werengaand what would happen
when their patience was at last rewarded.

But most of the time, with a contented resignattwat comes normally to a man
only at the end of a long and busy life, he sabttgethe keyboard and filled

the air with his beloved Bach. Perhaps he was decehimself, perhaps this

was some merciful trick of the mind, but now itisee& to Jan that this was what
he had always wished to do. His secret ambitiondtaalst dared to emerge into
the full light of consciousness.

Jan had always been a good pianist-and now hehgdsest in the world.
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IT was Rashaverak who brought him the news, bitauealready guessed it. In

the small hours of the morning a nightmare had awe# him, and he had not been
able to regain sleep. He could not remember thandrevhich was very strange,

for he believed that all dreams could be recalieshé tried hard enough



immediately after waking. All he could remembetlas was that he had been a
small boy again, on a vast and empty piain, listgno a great voice calling

in an unknown language.

The dream had disturbed him: he wondered if it thadirst onslaught of
loneliness upon his mind. Restlessly, he walkedbthe villa on to the
neglected lawn.

A full moon bathed the scene with a golden lighbatiant that he could see
perfectly. The immense gleaming cylinder of KangBeship lay beyond the
buildings of the Overlord base, towering above tlam reducing them to man-
made proportions. Jan looked at the ship, tryingtall the emotions it had
once roused in him. There was a time when it haa la@ unattainable goal, a
symbol of all that he had never really expecteddiaeve. And now it meant
nothing.

How quiet and still it wail The Overlords, of coafiswould

182

be as active as ever, but for the moment theren@asgn of them. He might
have been alone on Earth-as, indeed, in a verngessle he was. He glanced up
at the Moon, seeking some familiar sight on whighthoughts could rest.
There were the ancient, well-remembered seas. Hédéen forty light-years into
space, yet he had never walked on those silenty glesns less than two
light-seconds away. For a moment he amused hirtrgel{ to locate the crater
Tycho. When he did discover it, he was puzzledrd that gleaming speck
further from the centre line of the disc than hd tlteought. And it was then

that he realized that the dark oval of the Maresidm was missing altogether.
The face that her satellite now turned towardsgtaeh was not the one that
had looked down on the world since the dawn of Tilee Moon had begun to turn
upon its axis.

That could mean only one thing. On the other sidb@Earth, in the land that
they had stripped so suddenly of life, they weremgimg from their long

trance. As a waking child may stretch its armsreegthe day, they too were
flexing their muscles and playing with their newshal powers.

"You have guessed correctly," said Rashaveraks #ib longer safe for us to
stay. They may ignore us still, but we cannot tideerisk. We leave as soon as
our equipment can be loaded-probably in two orehveurs."

He looked up at the sky, as if afraid that some neracle was about to blaze
forth. But all was peaceful: the Moon had set, anly a few clouds rode high
upon the west wind.

"It does not matter greatly if they tamper with eon," Rashaverak added,
"but suppose they begin to interfere with the S&shall leave instruments
behind, of course, so that we can learn what happen

"I shall stay," said Jan abruptly. "I have seenugioof the universe. There's
only one thing I'm curious about now- and thates fate of my own planet.”
Very gently, the ground trembled underfoot.

"l was expecting that," Jan continued. "If theyeathe MooLi's spin, the
angular momentum must go somewhere. So the Eastbvisng down. | don't know



which puzzles me more-how they are doing it, or Why

"They are still playing," said Rashaverak. "Whagitois
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there in the actions of a child? And in many wédnes eéntity
thatyourracehasbecomeisstillachild. Itisnotyetréadwyite with the Overmind.
But very soon it will be, and then

you will have the Earth to your own."

He did not complete the sentence, and Jan finigHedhim.

"If, of course, the Earth still exists."

"You realize that danger-and yet you will stay?"

"Yes. | have been home five-or is it six?-years nditatever happens, I'll have
no complaints.”

"We were hoping," began Rashaverak slowly, "that yo

would wish to stay. There is something that you daror

us...."

The glare"of the Stardrive dwindled and died, solm&w out there beyond the
orbit of Mars. Along that road, thought Jan, henalbad travelled, out of all

the billions of human beings who had lived and diacEarth. And no-one would
ever travel it again.

The world was his. Everything he needed-all theenatpossessions anyone
could ever desire-were his for the taking. But l@swo longer interested. He
feared neither the loneliness of the deserted plaone the presence that

still rested here in the last moments before ittiwerseek its unknown

heritage. In the inconceivable backwash of thabdepe, Jan did not expect
that he and his problems would long survive.

That was well. He had done all that he.had wisbetbt and to drag out a
pointless life on this empty world would hive baerbearable anticlimax. He
could have left with the Overlords, but for whatpase? For he knew, as no-one
else had ever known, that Karellen spoke the tuliten he had said:

"The stars are not for Man."

He turned his back upon the night and walked thnabeg vast entrance of the
Overlord base. Its size affected him not in thettesheer immensity no longer
had any power over his mind. The lights were bugmedly, driven by energies
that could feed them for ages yet. On either @agleriachines whose secrets he
would never know, abandoned by the Overlords iir tie¢reat. He went past
them, and clambered awkwardly up the great stefpishenhad reached the
control room.
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The spirit of the Overlords still lingered hereeithmachines were still

alive, doing the bidding of their now fir-distant

masters. What could he add, wondered Jan, to tbemation they were already
hurling into space?

He climbed into the great chair and made himsetfcasfortable as he could. The
microphone, already alive, was waiting for him: sbhing that was the



equivalent of a TV camera must be watching, butdwéd not locate it.

Beyond the desk and its meaningless instrumentfahe wide windows looked
out into the starry night, across a valley sleefageath a gibbous moon, and
to the distant range of mountains. A river wourahglthe valley, glittering

here and there as the moonlight struck upon sortol phtroubled water. It was
all so peaceful. It might have been thus at Maintk hs it was now at his
ending.

Out there across unknown millions of kilometrespce, Karellen would be
waiting. It was strange to think that the shipta# Overlords was racing away
from Earth almost as swiftly as his signal couldesgpafter it. Aimost-but not
quite. It would be a long chase, but his words waatch the Supervisor and he
would have repaid the debt he owed.

How much of this, Jan wondered, had Karellen pldnaad how much was masterful
improvisation? Had the Supervisor deliberatehhlet escape into space, almost
a century ago, so that he could return to playaleehe was flulfinling now?

No, that seemed too fantastic. But Jan was centam that Karellen was
involved in some vast and complicated plot. Everlene served it, he was
studying the Overmind with all the instruments istdommand. Jan suspected
that it was not only scientific curiosity that imsgul the Supervisor: perhaps

the Overlords had dreams of one day escaping fn@m peculiar bondage, when
they had learned enough about the powers theyderve

That Jan could add to that knowledge by what heneasdoing seemed hard to
believe. "Tell us what you see," Rashaverak hadl §&he picture that reaches
your eyes will be duplicated by our cameras. Batrttessage that enters your
brain may be very different, and it could tell ugraat deal.”

Well, he would do his best.

"Still nothing to report,” he began. "A few minusgo | saw the trail of your
ship disappear in the sky. 'ihe Moon is
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just past full, and almost half its familiar sidestow turned away from
Earth-but | suppose you already know that."

Jan paused, feeling slightly foolish. There waseiting incongruous, even
faintly absurd, about what he was doing.

Here was the climax of all history, yet he might&deen a

radio-commentator at a race-track or a boxing-rirfeen he

shrugged his shoulders and put the thought asidall A

moments of greatness, he suspected, bathos hadbesmrevery far away-and
certain he alone could sense its presence

here.

"There have been three slight 'quakes in the last,hhe

continued. "Their control of Earth's spin must barvellous, but not quite
perfect.... You know, Karellen, I'm

going to find it very hard to say anything yourtmsnents haven't already told
you. It might have helped if you'd given

me some idea of what to expect, and warned me bowl|

may have to wait. If nothing happens, I'll repagai in six hours, as we
arranged-.



"Hello! They must have been waiting for you to leav

Something's starting to happen. The stars are hagatimmer. It's as if a
great doud is coming up, very swiftly, over all glg/. But it isn't really a
doud. It seems to have some sort of structure-gtiarpse a hazy network of
lines and bands that keep changing their posititesalmost as if the stars
are tangled in a ghostly spider's web.

"The whole network is beginning to glow-to pulsetwlight, exactly as if it
were alive. And | suppose it is: or is it somethasggmuch beyond life as that
is above the inorganic world?

"The glow seems to be shifting to one part of thewait a minute while | move
round to the other window.

"Yes-l1 might have guessed. There's a great burrohgmn, like a tree of fire,
reaching above the western horizon. It's a long efgyight round the world.

| know where it springs from: they're on their watylast, to become part of
the Overmind. Their probation is ended: they'reile@the last remnants of
matter behind.

"As that fire spreads upwards from the Earth, | a@ the network becoming
firmer and less misty. In places, it seems almolstl-g/et the stars are still
shining faintly through it.

"I've just realized. It's not exactly the same, thwat thing | saw shooting up
above your world, Karellen, was very much
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like this. Was that part of the Overmind? | suppyg®e hid the truth from me so
that | would have no preconceived ideas

-so that I'd be an unbiased observer. | wish | knéaat your cameras were
showing you now, to compare it with what my mindagimes I'm seeing!

"Is this how it talks to you, Karellen, in colowaad shapes like these? I've
remembered the control screens on your ship anpatterns that went across
them, speaking to you in some visual language wyath eyes could read.
"Now it looks exactly like the curtains of the atapdancing and flickering
across the stars. Why, that's what it really ms,dure-a great auroral storm.
The whole landscape is lit up-it's brighter thag-gads and golds and greens
are chasing each other across the sky-oh, it'snoeyords, it doesn't seem
fair that I'm the only one to see it-1 never thougiaich colours- "The storm's
dying down, but the great misty network is

still there. | think that aurora was only a by-puotlof whatever energies are
being released up there on the frontier of space.

"Just a minute: I've noticed something else. Myghei

decreasing. What does that mean? I've droppedalitnfalling slowly.
Something's happened to gravity-there's a great s@ming up-I can see the
trees tossing their branches down there in theyall

"Of course-the atmosphere's escaping. Sticks amgstare rising into the sky,
almost as if the Earth itself is trying to follovih@m out into space. There's a
great cloud of dust, whipped up by the gale. Bsdming hard to see. . .
perhaps It will dear in a moment.

"Yes-that's better. Everything movable has beepmtd away-the dust clouds
have vanished. | wonder how long this building sthnd? And it's getting hard



to breathe-1 must try and talk more slowly.

"l can see clearly again. That great burning colusrstill there, but it's
constricting, narrowing-it looks like the funnel@tornado, about to retract
into the clouds. And-oh, this is hard to descriing, just then | felt a great

wave of emotion sweep over me. It wasn't joy or@ay it was a sense of
fulfilment, achievement. Did | imagine it? Or didcbme from outside? | don't
know.

"And now-this can't be all imagination-the worlek
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empty. Utterly empty. It's like listening to a radiet that's suddenly gone
dead. And the sky is dear again-the misty

web has gone. What world will it go to next, Kaeel? And will you be there to
serve it still?

"Strange: everything around me is unaltered. ltdamow why, but somehow I'd
thought that-"

Jan stopped. For a moment he struggled for wands, t

closed his eyes in an effort to regain control.réheas no room for fear or
panic now: he had a duty to perform-a duty to Margd a duty to Karellen.
Slowly at first, like a man awaking from a dreara,lfegan to speak.

"The buildings round me-the ground-the mountainsrghing's like glass-I can
see through it. Earth's dissolving

-my weight has almost gone. You were right-they've

finished playing with their toys.

"It's only a few seconds away. There go the moustdike wisps of smoke.
Goodbye, Karellen, Rashaverak-I am sorry f~ you.ugol cannot understand it,
I've seen what my race became. Everything we esreeged has gone up there
into the stars. Perhaps that's what the old relgjiwere trying to say. But

they got it all wrong: they thought mankind wadmegortant, yet we're only one
race in-doyou know how many? Yet now we've becoomeeshing that you could never
be.

"There goes the river. No change in the sky, thoughn hardly breathe.
Strange to see the Moon still shining up there glad they left it, but it

will be lonely now- "The light! From beneath me-hs the Earth-shining upward,
through the rocks, the ground, everything-growingHter, brighter, blinding-"

In a soundless concussion of light, Earth's cove ggp its hoarded energies.
For a little while the gravitational waves crossed re-crossed the Solar
System, distubing ever so slightly the orbits @& phanets. Then the Suit's
remaining children pursued their ancient paths onoee, as corks floattng~on a
placid lake ride out the tiny ripples set in motimna falling stone.

There was nothing left of Earth. They had teethedyahe last atoms of its
substance. It had nourished them, through theefisraments of their
inconceivable meta
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norphosis, as the food stored in a grain of whead$ the

nfant plant while it climbs towards the Sun.



Six thousand million kilometres beyond the orbifddito,

Karellen sat before a suddenly darkened screenréddoed was complete, the
mission ended; he was homeward bound !br the waaldad left so long ago. The
weight of centuries was upon him, and a sadnessithigic could dispel. He

lid not mourn for Man: his sorrow was for his ovace, forever barred from
greatness by forces it could not overcome.

For all their achievements, thought Karellen, fibtreeir mastery of the

physical universe, his people were no better thitba that had passed its

whole existence upon some flat and dusty plainoffavere the mountains,
where power and beauty dwelt, where the thundetep@above the glaciers and
the air was clear and keen. There the sun stikedqltransfiguring the peaks

with glory, when all the land below was wrappediarkness. And they could only
watch and wonder: they could never scale thoséhteeig

Yet, Karellen knew, they would hold fast until ted: they would await without
despair whatever destiny was theirs. They wouldesttre Overmind because they
had no choice, but even in that service they waoldose their souls.

The great control screen flared for a moment watimisre, ruby light: without
conscious effort, Karellen read the message a@hiésging patterns. The ship
was leaving the frontiers of the Solar System:ehergies that powered the
Stardrive were ebbing fast, but they had done therk.

Karellen raised his hand, and the picture changeéd more. A single brilliant

star glowed in the centre of the screen: no-ond&ddoave told, from this

distance, that the Sun had ever possessed plarteet @one of them had now
been lost. For a long time Karellen stared backsscthat swiftly widening

gulf~, while many memories raced through his vasitlabyrinthiric mind. In

silent farewell, he saluted the men he had knowrether they had hindered or
helped him ta his purpose.

No-one dared disturb him or interrupt his thoughted presently he turned his
back upon the dwindling Sun.



