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The creature halted, crouched | ow agai nst the ground, staring at the tiny
points of light that |ay ahead, burning softly through the darkness.

The creature whinpered, frightened and uneasy.

The worl d was nuch too hot and wet and the darkness was too thick, There
was too nuch and too | arge vegetation. The atnmosphere was in violent notion
and the vegetation noaned in agony. Far off in the distance there were vague
flarings and flashings of light, which did nothing to illum nate the night,
and somewhere far away sonething was conplaining in long, |ow runblings. And
there was life, far nore life than any planet had a right to have - but |ow
and stupid life, some of it scarcely nore than biological stirring, tiny
bundl es of matter that could do no nore than react feebly to certain stinuli.

Per haps, the creature told itself, it should not have tried so hard to
break away. Perhaps it shoul d have been content to remain in that nanel ess
pl ace where there had been no being and no sense nor nenory of being, but a
know edge, dredged from sonewhere, that there was such a state as being. That,
and occasi onal snatches of intelligence, disconnected bits of information
whi ch whetted the struggles to escape, to be a separate agent, to see where it
m ght be and learn why it was there and by what neans it might have got there.

And now?
It crouched and whi npered.

How coul d there be so much water in any single place? And so nuch
vegetati on and such boi sterous agitation of the el enents? How could any world
be so messy, so flamboyantly un-neat? It was sacril egious for so much water to
be in evidence, running in a streambel ow this slope of ground, standing in
pool s and puddl es on the very ground, And not only that, but present in the
at nosphere, the air filled with driven droplets of it.

VWhat was this fabric which was fastened at its throat and which |lay al ong
its back, dragging on the ground, fluttered by the wind? A protection of sone
sort? Although that didn't seemtoo likely. It had never needed protection of
any sort before. Its coat of silver fur was all that it had needed.

Before? it asked itself. Before what and when? It struggled to think back
and there was a diminpression of a crystal land, with cool, dry air, with a
dust of snow and sand, with a sky ablaze with many stars and the night as
bright as day with the soft, golden shine of nbons. And there was a haunting
hal f nenory, blurred all around the edges, of a reaching out into the depths
of space to pluck secrets froth the stars.

But was this nemory or was it fantasy, born of that facel ess place from
which it had escaped? There was no way of know ng.



The creature extruded a pair of arms and gathered up the fabric off the
ground and held it bundled in each arm The water dripped off it and fell in
tiny drops, splashing in the pools of water that |ay upon the ground.

Those points of |ight ahead? Not stars, for they lay too | ow agai nst the
ground and, in any case, there were not any stars. And that, in itself, was
unt hi nkabl e, for there were always stars.

Cautiously the creature reached out with its mnd towards the steady I|ight
and there was something there other than the Iight, a background sense of
mneral. Carefully it traced that background and becane aware that a bl ock of
m neral stood there in the dark, too regular in its shape to be a natural
out cr op.

In the distance the mad nuttering went on and the flaring of the far-off
light ran frightened up the sky.

Should it go on, it wondered, circling wide around the lights? O should
it move in upon themto find out what they were? O should it, perhaps,
retrace its steps in an effort to find once again that enptiness fromwhich it
had escaped? Although there was no know ng now where the place m ght be. Wen
it had broken free, the place had not been there. And since the tinme of
breaking free, it had travelled far

And where were those other two who al so had been in that place of
not hi ngness? Had they broken free as well, or had they stayed behind, sensing,
per haps, the m nd-w enching alienness that |ay outside the place? And if they
had not escaped, where m ght they be now?

And not only where, but who?

Wy had they never answered? Or had they never heard the question? Perhaps
there were not the right conditions in that nanel ess place for a question to
be asked. Strange, the creature thought, to occupy the sanme space, the sane
sense of possible existence, with two other beings and never to be able to
communi cate with them

Despite the heat of the night, the creature shivered, deep inside itself.

It could not stay here, it told itself. It could not wander endlessly. It
must find a place to shelter. Al though where to ook for shelter in a world as
mad as this was sonething it had not figured out as yet.

It noved forward slowy, uncertain of itself, uncertain where to go,
uncertain what to do

The lights? it wondered. Should it investigate the lights or should it...

The sky expl oded. The world was filled to bursting with a brilliant
bl ueness. The creature, its sight w ped out, all senses cancelled, recoiled,
and a screamrose keening in its curdled brain. Then the screamcut off and
the Iight was gone and it was back, once again, in the place of nothingness.



Rai n sl apped Andrew Bl ake across the face and the very earth was trenbling
wi th the deadening crash of thunder, the great masses of riven atnosphere
rushi ng together once again, it seenmed, just above his head. The air was sharp
with the snmell of ozone and he could feel cold nmud squishing up between his
t oes.

And how had he got here - out in a storm wth no cover for his head and
with his robe so soaked it dripped, and w thout his sandal s?

He had stepped out after dinner to have a look at a stormthat was boiling
up across the western wall of mountains - and here, a second |later, he was out
in that very storm or, at |least, he hoped it was that very storm

The wind was noaning in a clunmp of trees and fromthe foot of the slope on
whi ch he stood he coul d bear the sound of running water and just across the
stream | ight shone out from w ndows.

H s house, perhaps, he thought, befuddled. Although where his house stood
there was no slope and no stream of running water. There were trees, but not
so many trees, and there shoul d be other houses.

He put up his hand and scrubbed his head in perplexity and the water he
squeezed out of his hair ran down across his face.

The rain, which had sl ackened for a noment, began beating at hi monce
again with a fresh enthusiasm and he turned towards the house. Not his house,
surely, but it was a house and there'd be soneone there to tell himwhere he
was and. .

But tell himwhere he was! That was insane! A second ago he had been
standing on his patio | ooking at the stormclouds and there had been no rain.

He must be dreaming. Or suffering a hallucination. But the beating rain
was not a dreamlike rain and the snell of ozone still was in the air - and who
had ever found the snmell of ozone reeking through a dreanf?

He started wal ki ng towards the house and as he swung his right foot
forward, it cane in contact with something hard and a bl aze of pain flared
t hrough his foot and I eg.

In agony, he lifted the foot and waved it in the air, jigging on one |eg.
The pain drained down into the big toe of the lifted foot and it throbbed in
agony.

The foot on which he stood slipped in the nmud and he sat down suddenly.
Mud spattered as his bottomhit the earth. The ground was wet and col d.

He stayed there. He pulled the foot with the injured toe up into his lap
and probed blindly - and carefully and tenderly - at the toe.

It was no dream he knew. In a dreama man would not be so stupid as to
stub his toe.

Sonet hi ng had happened. Sonething, in a second' s time, had transported
him all unknow ng, perhaps many mles away from where he'd stood on the
pati o. Had transported himand set himdown in the mdst of rain and thunder
and in a night so dark there was no seei ng anyt hi ng.

He probed at the toe again and it felt a little better



Carefully, he picked hinself up and tried the injured foot. By wal ki ng
tensed and slightly spraddled, with the toe stretched upward, he could use the

| eg.

Li npi ng and funbling and slipping in the nmud, he made his way down the
sl ope and across the little stream which ran ankle deep, then clinbed the
sl ope that went up to the house.

Lightning flared al ong the horizon and for a noment he saw t he house
sil houetted against the flare, a nassive pile, with heavy chi meys and w ndows
set deep, like eyes, into the stone.

A stone house, he thought. An anachronism A stone house and someone
living init.

He ran into a fence, but w thout any hurt, for he was nmoving slowy. He
followed it blindly by feel and came to a gate. Beyond the gate three little
rectangl es of |ight marked what he took to be the location of a door

Flat stones lay underneath his feet and he foll owed them Near the door he
slowed his walk to a cautious shuffle. There might be steps |leading to the
door and one stubbed toe was all he cared to have.

There were steps. He found themw th the still tender toe and stood for a
monent, stiff and strai ght and shuddering, with clenched teeth, until the
wor st pai n ebbed away.

Then he clinbed the steps and found the door. He hunted for the signal
but there was no signal - not even a bell or buzzer. He hunted sonme nore and
found the knocker.

A knocker? O course, he told hinself, a house |ike this would have a
knocker. A house so deep into the past..

A wild fear surged through him Not space, but tine, he wondered. Had he
been noved (if he had been noved) not in space, but tine?

He lifted the knocker and hammered with it. He waited. There was no sign
he had been heard. He hanmered once again.

A footstep crunched behind himand a cone of |ight speared out and caught
him He spun about and the round eye of |ight held steady, blinding him
Behind the |ight he sensed the vague figure of a man, the faint outline of a
deeper shadow agai nst the darkness of the night.

Back of himthe door jerked open and light fromthe inside of the house
fl ooded out and now be saw the man who held the torch, a kilted figure, with a
sheepskin jacket and in his other hand a glint of netal that Bl ake took to be
a gun.

The man who had opened t he door asked sharply, 'Wat is going on out
here?'

' Someone trying to get in, senator,' said the man who held the torch. 'He
must have managed to slip past ne.'

'He slipped past you,' said the senator, 'because you were huddl ed
somewhere, hiding fromthe rain. If you fellows have to play at being guards,
| wish you'd do some guarding.'



"It was dark,' protested the guard, 'and he slipped past...'

"I don't think he slipped past,' said the senator. 'He just wal ked up and
banged the knocker. If he'd been trying to sneak in, he'd not have used the

knocker. He wal ked in, like any ordinary citizen, and you didn't see him'

Bl ake turned slowly to face the man standing in the door. 'I'msorry,
sir," he said. 'l didn't know. | didn't mean to raise a ruckus. | just saw the
house. . ."'

"And that's not all, senator,' broke in the guard. 'There' ve been strange

thi ngs out tonight. Just a while ago | saw a wolf...'

'"There are no wol ves about,' said the senator. 'There are no wol ves at
all. There haven't been for a century or nore.'

"But | saw one,' wailed the guard. 'There was that big flash of Iightning
and | sawit, on the hill across the creek."'

The senator said to Blake, 'I'"'msorry to keep you standing with all this
bi ckering. It's no night to be out.’

"It seens that | amlost,' said Blake, fighting to keep his teeth from
chattering. 'If you'll tell ne where | am and point out the way...'

"Turn off that light," the senator told the guard, 'and get back to your

j ob.

The torch snapped off.

"Wl ves, indeed!' said the senator, incensed.

To Bl ake, he said, 'If you'd step in, so | could close the door.'

Bl ake stepped in and the senator closed the door behind him

Bl ake | ooked around him He stood in a foyer flanked on either side by
floor-to-ceiling doors and in the roombeyond a fire burned in a great stone
fireplace. The roomwas cramed with heavy furniture uphol stered in bright

prints.

The senator stepped past himand stopped to ook at him 'My nane is
Andrew Bl ake,' said Blake, 'and | amafraid | am nessing up your floor.'

Rain dripping fromhis robe had nade puddl es on the floor and a |line of
wet footprints led fromthe door 1o where he stood.

The senator, he saw, was a tall, lean man, with close clipped white hair
and a silvery nmoustache, beneath which was a firm straight nmouth that had a
trap-like quality. He wore a robe of white, with a purple jigsaw notif worked
around its edges.

"You |l ook like a drowning rat,' said the senator, 'if you don't mnd ny
sayi ng so. And you have | ost your sandals.'

He turned and opened one of the flanking doors to reveal a rack of
clothing. Reaching in, he pulled out a thick, brown robe.

"Here,' he said, handing it to Blake. 'This should serve. Real wool. |
take it you are cold."'



"Just a bit,' said Blake, jaw aching to keep his teeth fromchattering.

"Wol will warmyou up,' said the senator. 'You don't see it often
Not hi ng but synthetics any nore. You can get it froma mad nman who lives in
the Scottish hills. Thinks much the way | do - that there still is virtue in

staying close to old realities.’
"I amsure you're right," said Bl ake.

' Take this house,' said the senator. 'Three centuries old and still as
solid as the day that it was built. Built of honest stone and wood. Built by
honest workmen...' He |ooked sharply at Blake. 'But here | stand declai m ng
while you are slowy freezing. Take those stairs off to the right. The first
door to the left. That would be my room You'll find sandals in the closet and
| suppose your shorts are soaked as well...'

"I'd suppose they are,' said Bl ake.

"You'll find shorts, anything el se that you may need in the dresser. The
bath is to the right as you go in. It wouldn't hurt a bit if you took ten
m nutes of a hot tub. Meanwhile I'll have El aine rustle up sone coffee and

"Il break out a bottle of good brandy...'

"You must not put yourself out,' said Blake. 'You have done too nuch...’

"Not a bit of it,' said the senator. 'I'mglad that you dropped in.'

Clutching the wool Il en robe, Blake clinbed the stairs and went in the first
door on the left. Through the door to the right ho saw the white gl eam of the
tub. That hot bath idea was not too bad, he told hinself.

He wal ked into the bath, dropped the brown robe on top of a hanper and
took of f the bedraggled robe he wore and dropped it to the floor

In surprise he glanced down at hinself. He was as naked as a jaybird.
Sonmewher e, sonehow, he had | ost his shorts.

The senator was waiting when Bl ake came back to the big roomwth the
fire. He was sitting in a chair and on the armof it perched a dark-haired
worran.

"Well,' said the senator, 'here you are, young nman. You told ne your nane,
but I amafraid that it slipped ny mnd.'

"The nane is Andrew Bl ake.'

"I"'msorry,' said the senator. 'My nmind does not seemto have the
retentive power that it once commanded. This is ny daughter, Elaine, and | am
Chandl er Horton. No doubt, fromthe yamering of that fool outside, you
gathered that I'ma senator.'

"I am honoured, senator,' said Blake, 'and, Mss Elaine, very pleased to
meet you.



"Bl ake?' said the girl. 'l have heard the nane somewhere. Very recently.
Tell me, what are you famous for?

"Why, not a thing,' said Bl ake.

"But it was in all the papers. And you were on dinmensino - the live, news
part of it. Now | know You are the man who canme back fromthe stars...'

"You don't say,' said the senator, heaving hinself fromthe chair. 'How
very interesting. M Blake, that chair over there is very confortable. Place
of honour, you m ght say. Next to the fire and all."’

'Daddy,' Elaine said to Blake, 'has a tendency to wax baronial, or maybe
country-squirish, when conpany drops in. You must never mnd him'

' The senator,' said Blake, 'is a very gracious host.'

The senator picked up a decanter and reached for glasses. 'You'll recall,"’
he said, 'that | promi sed you sonme brandy.'

"And,' said Elaine: 'be careful that you praise it. Even if it gags you.
The senator prides hinself as a judge of brandy. And if, a little later, you
woul d I'i ke sone coffee, we can have that, too. | punched the autochef...’

' The chef act up again?' asked the senator

El ai ne shook her head. 'Not especially. Got the coffee, just the way I
asked - plus fried eggs and bacon.'

She | ooked at Bl ake. 'Want some eggs and bacon? | think they are stil
warm '

He shook his head. 'No, thank you very rmuch.'

'The contraption,' said the senator, 'has been on the fritz for years. One
spell, no matter what you dialled, it served up roast beef, rare.’

He handed around the gl asses and sat down in his chair. 'That's why | [|ike
this place,' he said. 'Unconplicated domicile. It was built three hundred
years ago by a man who cared for dignity and had a certain ecol ogi cal sense
that made himbuild it of native |limestone and the tinber that grew upon the
tract. He did not inpose his house upon the habitat; he made it part of it.
And, except for the autochef, it has not a single gadget.'

"W're ol d-fashioned,' said Elaine. 'l have always felt that living in a
place like this was akin - well, say, to taking up one's residence in a sod
shanty in the twentieth century.'

"Neverthel ess,' said Blake, 'it has a certain charm And a sense of
security and solidity."'

"You are right, it has,' said the senator. 'Listen to that wind trying to
get in. Listen to that rain.'

He swirled the brandy in his glass.

"It doesn't fly, of course,'" he said, "and, it won't talk to you. But who
wants a house to fly and...'



' Daddy!' said El aine.

' You must excuse nme, sir,' said the senator. 'l have ny enthusiasnms and
like to talk about them and sometines | let themrun away with me - and there
are times, | would suspect, when | have bad manners. My daughter said

somet hi ng about seeing you on di mensino.'

'"OfF course, Daddy,' said Elaine. 'You never pay attention. You're so
wr apped up in the bioengineering hearings that you don't pay attention.'

"But, ny dear,' said the senator, 'the hearings are inportant. The hunman
race nust decide before too long what to do with all these planets we are
finding. And | tell you that terraformng themis the solution of a lunatic.
Think of all the tine that it will take and the noney that it will swallow

up. '

"By the way,' said Elaine, 'I forgot. Mbdther phoned. She won't be hone
toni ght. She heard about the stormand is staying in New York.'

The senator grunted. 'Fine. Bad night for travelling. How was London? Did
she say?'

' She enj oyed the performance.’

"Music hail,' the senator explained to Bl ake. 'Revival of an ancient
entertainment form Very primtive, | understand. My wife is taken with it.
She is an arty person.'

"What a horrible thing to say,' said El aine.

"Not at all,' said the senator. "It's the truth. But to get back to this
busi ness of bioengi neering. Perhaps, M. Blake, you have sone opinions."

"No,' said Blake, 'l can't say that | have. | find myself somewhat out of
touch.’

"Qut of touch? Ch, yes, | suppose you would be. This business of the
stars. | recall the story now Encapsulated, as | renenber it, and found by

some asteroid mners. What systemwas it, now?

"Qut in the Antares nei ghbourhood. A small star - just a number, not a
nane. But | remenber none of that. They waited to revive nme until | was
brought to Washi ngton.'

" And you remenber not hi ng?

"Not a thing.' said Blake. 'My life began, so far as |'m concerned, |ess
than a nonth ago. | don't know who I amor...'

"But you have a nane.'

"A mere convenience,' said Blake. 'One that | picked out. John Snmith would
have done as well. It seems a man nust have a nane.'

"But, as | recall it, you had background know edge."

"Yes' - and that is a strange thing. A knowl edge of the earth and of its
peopl e and of its ways, but in many ways hopel essly outdated. | am astounded
continually. | stunble into custons and beliefs and words that are unfaniliar
to ne.'



El ai ne said, quietly, 'You don't need to talk about it. W hadn't neant to

pry.

"I don't mind,' Blake told her. 'lI've accepted the situation. It's a
strange position to be in, but sone day | may know. It nmay come back to me -
who | am and where | cane from and when. And what happened out there. At the
nmonent, as you may understand. | am considerably confused. Everyone, however,
has been considerate. | was given a house to live in. And |'ve not been
bothered. It's in a little village...'

"This village? asked the senator. 'Nearby, | presune.’

"I don't actually know,' said Bl ake. 'Sonething funny happened to ne. |
don't know where | am The village is called M ddleton.'

"That's just down the valley,' said the senator. 'Not five miles from
here. It would seemthat we are nei ghbours."

"I went out after dinner,' Blake told them 'I was on the patio, |ooking
towards the mountains. A stormwas comng up. Big black clouds and |ightning,
but still a good way off. And then, suddenly, | was on the hill across the

creek fromthis place and the rain was com ng down and | was soaked...'

He stopped and set down his brandy glass, carefully, on the hearth. He
stared fromone to the other of them

"That's the way it was,' he said. 'l knowthat it sounds wld.'

"It sounds inpossible,' said the senator

"I amsure it does,' said Blake. 'And there was not only space, but tine,
as well, involved. Not only did | find nyself some nmiles away fromwhere | had
been standing, but it was night and when | stepped out on the patio dusk had

just begun to fall."’

"I amsorry,' said the senator, 'that the stupid guard threw the light on

you. Finding yourself here nust have been shock enough. | don't ask for
guards. | don't even want them But Geneva insists that all senators mnust be
guarded. | don't know exactly why. There is no one, | amsure, thirsting for

our blood. Finally, after many years, Earth is at |east part-way civilized.'

"There is this bioengineering business,' said Elaine. 'Feelings do run
hi gh.'

"Nothing is involved,' said the senator, 'except a deternination of
policy. There is no reason...'

"But there is,' she said. 'All the Bible Belt fanatics, all the arch
conservatives, all the prissy conventionists are dead set against it.'

She turned towards Bl ake. 'Wuldn't you know,' she said, 'that the
senator, who lives in a house built three hundred years ago and brags about
there being not a single gadget in it...'

'The chef,' said the senator. 'You forget the chef.’
She ignored him 'And brags about not a single gadget in it, would align

hinself with the wild-eyed bunch, with the arch-progressives, with the far-out
gang?



The senator sputtered. 'Not a thing far-out about it. It just makes common
sense. It will cost trillions of dollars to terraforma single planet. At a
cost much nore reasonable, and in a fraction of the tinme required, we can
engi neer a human race that could live upon that planet. Instead of changing
the planet to fit the man, we change the man to fit the planet...’

"That's exactly the point,' said Elaine. 'That's the point your opponents
have been naking. Change the nman - that's the thing that sticks fast inside
their craws. Wen you got through, this thing that would |ive upon anot her
pl anet woul d not be a nan.'

"It mght not look |like one,' said the senator, "but it still would be a
man. '

She said to Blake. 'You understand, of course, that |'mnot against the
senator. But there are tines when it's terribly hard to make himrealize what
he's up against.'

"My daughter,' said the senator, 'plays ny devil's advocate and at tines
it is a service. But in this instance there is no particular need. | know the
bitterness of the opposition.'

He lifted the decanter

Bl ake shook his head. 'If there is sone way | can get back hone. It has
been quite a night.'

"You could stay the night with us.’
' Thank you, senator, but if there is some way...'

"Certainly,' said the senator. 'One of the guards can take you. W had
better use the ground car. Bad night for a floater.'

"I would appreciate it.'

"It'"ll give one of the guards a chance to be of use,' said the senator
"Driving you hone, they won't be seeing wolves. By the way, when you, were out
there, you didn't see a wol f?

"No,' said Blake, 'l didn't see a wolf.'

M chael Daniels stood at the wi ndow and watched the ground crew at the
Ri versi de devel opment across the boul evard bring the houses in. The bl ack
foundati on bl ocks gl eaned wetly in the night and the Potomac, a quarter-nile
beyond, was a sheet of inky darkness that picked up and refl ected back the
gl eam of the | anding lights.

Slow y, one by one, the houses cane |unbering down out of the cloud-fogged
sky, to stop above their assigned foundations, hovering there and novi ng
slowy and deliberately to square their landing grids with the foundation
patterns.



Patients coming in, thought Daniels. O, perhaps, staff nenbers returning
froma holiday. Al though there nmight be, as well, others who were unconnected
with the hospital, either as patient or as staff. The town was crowded, with
t he regi onal bioengi neering hearings due to open in a day or two. Space was at
a premum and mgrating houses were being squeezed i n wherever accommodati ons
coul d be found.

Far across the river, sonewhere over Ad Virginia, its lights dinred by
fog and drizzle, a ship was com ng in, heading for a |anding at the spaceport.

Following its flight, Daniels speculated fromwhat far star it m ght have
cone. And how |l ong away from hone? He sniled ruefully to hinmself. These were
guestions that he always asked - a hol d-over froma boyhood when he had held
the hard determ nation that sone day he would travel to the stars.

But in this, he knew, he was not unusual. Every boy, these days, dreaned
of going to the stars.

Streanms of noisture ran in jagged patterns down the snmooth gl ass of the
wi ndows and beyond the w ndows the houses still canme floating in, filling up
the few foundations still available. A few ground cars went sliding snmoothly
al ong the boul evard, the cushions of air on which they rode throwi ng out a
wi de spray of water fromthe danpened surface. It was too foul a night, he
told hinmself, for many floaters to be out.

He shoul d be getting home, he knew. He should have left |ong ago. The kids
woul d be in bed by now, but Cheryl would be waiting up for him

To the east, al nost beyond the angle of his vision, glowing by reflected
light, he could see the ghost-1ike whiteness of the shaft that rose beside the
river in honour of the first astronauts, who had gone out nore than five
hundred years ago to circle Earth in space, boosted there by the raw, brute
power of chem cal reaction

Washi ngt on, he thought, a town of noul dering buildings, and filled with
monurrents - a tangle of marble and of granite, and thick with the noss of old
associations, its netal and its stone veneered with the patina of ancient
menories and with the aura of once-great power still hanging over it. Once the
nati onal capital of an old republic, now no nore than a seat of provincial
government, it still held an air of greatness draped about it like a cloak.

And it was best, he thought, at a time like this, when a soft, wet night
had fallen over it, creating an illusive background through which old ghosts
coul d nove.

The hushed sounds of a hospital at night whispered in the room- the soft
paddi ng of a nurse going down the corridor, the nuted runble of a cart, the
| ow buzzing of a call bell at the station just across the hail.

Behi nd hi m soneone opened the door. Daniels swing around.

' Good evening, CGordy,' he said.

Cordon Barnes, a resident, grinned at him 'I thought you' d be gone by
now, ' he said.
"Just about to. | was going over that report.'

He gestured at the table in the centre of the room



Barnes picked up the file of papers and glanced at it.

" Andrew Bl ake,' he said. 'An intriguing piece of business.' Daniels shook
his head in puzzlenent. 'More than intriguing,' he declared. "It just isn't
possi bl e. How old would you take Bl ake to be? By just |ooking at him'

"Not nmore than thirty, Mke. OF course we know he could be a couple of
hundred, chronol ogically."'

"If he were thirty, you' d expect sonme deterioration, wouldn't you? The
body begins wearing out early in the twenties. Fromthere it goes
progressively downhill, heading towards old age.'

"l know,' said Barnes. 'But not this Blake, | take it."

"Perfect,' said Daniels. 'A perfect specinmen. Youthful. Mre than
yout hful. Not a blem sh. Not a weakness.'

"And no evidence of who he really is?

Dani el s shook his head. 'Space Admi nistration has gone through the records
with a fine-toothed conb. He could be any one of thousands of people. Wthin
just the last two centuries, several dozen ships have sinply disappeared. Went
out and no nore heard of them He could be any one of the people who were
aboard those ships.'

' Somreone froze him' said Barnes, 'and stuck himin the capsule. Could
that be a clue of sone sort?

' You nmean soneone who was so inportant that someone el se took a chance at
savi ng hi n®'

"Somet hing like that.'

"It doesn't nake sense,' said Daniels. 'Even if they did, it still is a
bit too sticky. Fire a man out into space and what are the chances he'll be
found again? A Dbillion to one? Atrillion to one? | don't know. Space is big
and enpty.'

'But Bl ake was found.'

"Yes, | know. His capsule floated into a solar systemthat had been
col oni zed I ess than a hundred years ago and a gang of asteroid mners found
him The capsul e had taken up an orbit around an asteroid and they saw it
flashing in the sun and got curious. Too nuch flash to it. Had dreans of
finding a nonstrous di anond or sonething. A few years |onger and he woul d have
crashed on the asteroid. Try to figure out those odds.'

Barnes | aid the fol der back on the tabl e and wal ked over to the wi ndow to
stand besi de Dani el s.

"I agree with you,' he said. "It makes little sense. The odds keep worki ng
for the man. Even after he was found, sonmeone coul d have broken open the
capsul e. They knew there was a nman in there. The capsul e was transparent; they
could see him Soneone could have got the wild idea of trying to thaw hi m out
and resuscitating him It could have been worth their while. Wo knows, he
m ght have sone information that it would be worth their having.'

"Fat ot of good it would have done,' said Daniels. 'That's another thing.
Bl ake' s m nd was bl ank except for a general human background - the kind of



general background a man could have got only on the Earth. He had the | anguage
and the human outl ook and the sort of basic information that a man who |ived
two hundred years ago woul d have stored away. But that was all. No slightest
menory of what m ght have happened to himor who he was or where he mnight have
come from'

"There is no question that he originally came from Earth? Not from one of
the stellar col onies?

'There doesn't seemto be. He knew where and what Washi ngton was once we

had revived him But to himit was still the capital of the United States. And
there were a lot of other things, as well, that only an Earthman woul d have
known. As you can well inmagine, we ran himthrough quite a bunch of tests.'

"How i s he getting al ong?

"Apparently all right. |I haven't heard fromhim He's inalittle
conmmunity west of here. Qut in the nmountains. He thought, and | thought, he
shoul d get some resting tinme. Time just to take it easy. That might give hima
chance to do sone thinking, do sone probing back. By now he nmay be begi nni ng
to recall who and what he was. | didn't suggest it - | didn't want to put any
burden on him But 1'd think it would be natural that he might. He was a bit
upset about it all.’

"And if he does, he'll tell you?

"I don't know,' said Daniels. 'I would hope he mght. But | kept no
strings on him | didn't think it wise. Let himdo it on his own. If he gets
introuble, | think he'll get in touch.'

5

Bl ake stood on the patio and watched the red tail lights of the ground car

recede swiftly up the street.

The rain had stopped and through the scudding clouds a few stars could be
seen. Up and down the street, the houses stood dark, with only the yard lights
burning. In his own house a light was burning in the entry hail - a sign that
t he house was waiting up for him To the west the nmountains bunped, a darker
bl ot agai nst the sky.

The wind that came cutting out of the north-west was cold and Bl ake pul | ed
t he brown wool of the robe tight about his chest and shucked it up about his
ears.

Hunched in the robe, Blake turned and crossed the patio, mounted the short
three steps up to the door. The door cane open and he stepped inside.

' Good evening, sir,' said the House, and then, in a tone of reprimand, 'it
appears you were detained.’

' Somet hi ng happened to ne,' said Blake. 'Wuld you have any idea what it
m ght have been?

"You left the patio.' said the House, disgusted that he shoul d expect
further information fromit. 'You are aware, of course, that our concern does



not extend beyond the patio.'

"Yes,' nunbled Blake. '|I amaware of that.'

"You shoul d have |l et us know you were going out,' the House said, sternly.
"You coul d have made arrangenents to keep in touch with us. W would have
provi ded clothing that was appropriate. As it is, | see you have cone back
with clothing different than you were weari ng when you left."'

"Afriend loaned it to ne,' said Bl ake.

"While you were gone,' the House told him 'a message came for you. It is
on the PG

The postal graph machi ne stood to one side of the entry way. Bl ake stepped

over to it and pulled out the sheet of paper projecting fromits face. The
nmessage was witten in precise bold hand and was short and formal. It read:

If M. Andrew Bl ake should find it convenient to contact M. Ryan W/Ison
at the town of WIllow Gove, he mght |learn something to his great advantage.

Bl ake held the sheet gingerly between, his fingers. It was incredible, he
thought. It smelled of nel odrana.

"Wl Ilow Gove? he asked.
Said the House, 'We'Ill look it up.'
"If you please,' said Bl ake.

"A bath can be ready in a nonent,' said the House, 'if that is what you
wi sh?'

' Food, al so, can be ready soon,' yelled the Kitchen. 'Wat does the master
wi sh?'

"l think,' said Blake, '|l would |ike sone food. How about sone ham and
eggs and a slice or two of toast.'

' Somet hing el se could be made as easily,' said the Kitchen. 'Wl sh
rarebit? Lobster therm dor?

' Ham and eggs,' said Bl ake.

' How about the decor?' asked the House. 'W have had the present one for
an unseemy length of tine.'

"No,' Blake told it, wearily. 'leave it as it is. Leave the decor be. It
doesn't really matter.'

"OfF course it matters,' the House said, tartly. 'There is such a thing
as...'

"Just leave it be,' said Bl ake.

"As you wi sh, master,' said the House.



"Food first,' said Blake, 'then the bath, then off to bed. It's been quite
a day.'

"And the nessage?'
'Forget about it now. We'll think of it tonorrow.'

"The town of WIllow Gove,' said the House, 'is northwest of here.
Fifty-seven mles. W |ooked it up.'

Bl ake wal ked across the living-roominto the dining-roomand sat down at
the table.

"You have to cone and get it," wailed the Kitchen. 'l can't bring it to

you.
"I know that,' said Blake. 'Tell me when it's ready.'
"But you're sitting at the table!’
'The man has a right to sit wherever he may wi sh,' storned the House.
"Yes, sir,' said the Kitchen
The House relapsed into silence and Bl ake sat in the chair, bone tired.

The wal | paper of the room he saw, had been ani mated. Al though, come to
think of it, it wasn't really wall paper. The House had pointed that out to him
the day he had arrived.

There were, he thought, so many new things, that he often was confused.

It was a woodl and scene, interspersed with neadows, and with a brook that
ran through woods and nmeadow. A rabbit canme hopping deliberately along. It
st opped beside a clunp of clover and settled down to nibble at the bl ossons.
Its ears went back and forth and it scratched itself, holding its head to one
side and hitting gentle strokes with a ponderous hind | eg. The brook sparkl ed
in the sunlight as it ran down a tiny rapid and there were flecks of foam and
fallen |l eaves riding on its surface. A bird flew across the scene and | anded
inatree. It raised its head and sang, but there was no sound. One could tel
that it was singing by the trenbling of its throat.

"Wuld you like the sound turned on?' asked the Dining-room

"No, thank you. | don't believe | would. | want just to sit and rest. Sone
other time, perhaps.'

To sit and rest and think - to get it figured out. To try to find what had
happened to himand how it m ght have happened, and why, of course, as well.
And to determ ne who or what he was, what he had been and what he mi ght be
now. It all was, he thought, a nightmare happeni ng while he was w de awake.

Al t hough, when norning cane, it mght be all right again, it might seem
all right again. The sun would be shining then and the world be bright. He'd
go out for a walk and talk with sone of the nei ghbours up and down the street
and it would be all right. Perhaps if he just forgot about it, brushed it from
his mind - that, perhaps, would be the best way to handle it. It m ght not
happen again and if it didn't happen, there'd be no need to worry.



He stirred uneasily in the chair.
"What time is it? he asked. 'How |l ong was | gone?

"It is alnost two o' clock,' said the House. 'You went away at eight or
very shortly after.’

Si x hours, he thought, and he could account for two of them at nost. Wat
had happened in those other four hours and why could he not recall then? For
that matter, why could he not recall the time when he had been in space and
the tine before he was in space? Wiy nust his life start with that noment he
had opened his eyes in a hospital bed in WAshington? There had been anot her
time, there had been other years. He once had held a nane and history - and
what had happened to blot it all away?

The rabbit finished its munching of the clover and went hopping off. The
bird sat on the Iinb, no longer singing. A squirrel ran head-first down a tree
trunk, halted two feet above the ground, spun like a flash and scurried up
again. It reached a linb and ran out on it for a way, then halted, poised, its
tail jerking in excitenent.

Like sitting in a w ndow, Blake thought, gazing out at the woodl and scene
- for there was no flatness to it. It had depth and perspective and the col our
of the | andscape was no painted col our, but the col our one would know i f he
had | ooked upon an actual scene.

The House still puzzled and disturbed him at times nade him
unconfortabl e. There was nothing in his background nmenory that had prepared
himfor anything like this. A though he could recall, in that msty tine

bef ore conpl ete forgetful ness cl osed down, that soneone (whose nanme he could
not recall) had cracked the enigma of gravity and that functioning solar power
had been conmonpl ace.

But while the house was energized by its solar power plant and was nobile
by virtue of its anti-gravity apparatus, it was nuch nore than that. It was a
robot - a robot with a good-servant complex built into it, and at tines, it
seened, al nost a nother conplex. It took care of the people that it housed. It
had their welfare firmy fixed inits conputer mind. It talked with them and
served them it rem nded them and bullied them and nagged at them and coddl ed
them It was house and servant and conpanion all rolled into one. A man, Bl ake
told himself, in time could cone to | ook upon his house as a | oyal and | oving
friend.

The House did everything for you. It fed you and did the washing, it
tucked you into bed, and given half a chance, it would w pe your nose. It
wat ched over you and anticipated every single wi sh and sonetinmes was
objectionable inits wish to do too nuch. It dreamed up things that it
i magi ned you mght like - |like the ani mated wal | paper (oops, not wall paper!)
with the rabbit and the singing bird.

But, Blake told hinself, it took sone getting used to. Maybe not for
soneone who had lived his |life with it. But cone back fromthe stars, God
knows from where or when, and be thrown into a house like this - then it took
some getting used to.

"Come and get it!' bawl ed the Kitchen. 'Ham and eggs are ready!'’



It came alive hunped in a place it had never sensed before - a strange
encl osure inhabited by artifacts made nostly out of wood, although there was
sone netal and sone fabric.

It reacted instantly. It snapped out its defences and blotted out the
place. It built itself into a pyram d, which was a solid state of being, and
constructed about itself a sphere of isolation

It tested for the energy that it would need to power its life and spark
its mentality and the energy was there, a surging tide of energy deriving from
sone source it could not detect.

It found that now it could cogitate. Its nmental processes were bright and
clear, its logic like a knife. No |onger was there a dreamike quality inits
t hi nki ng. The unquestioned pyram dal body nmass gave it stability and a theatre
in which its mnd could operate.

It directed its thinking towards the solution of what had happened to it -
how, after an unknown period of tine, during which it had only been marginally
operative, if even marginally, it suddenly had come free and whol e and
efficient once again.

It sought for a beginning and there was no begi nning, or, perhaps, only a
begi nning so hazed and indistinct that it could not be sure. It sought and dug
and hunted, sniffing through the dark tunnels of its nmind, and there was no
beginning it could peg down tight and solid.

Al though that, it told itself, was of no great consequence, for a
begi nning m ght not be essential. Had there ever, it wondered, been a
begi nning or had it always hunted thus, scrabbling in its nental mazes for an
anchor post? A beginning, of course, was not necessary, nor was an endi ng
necessary, either, but sonmewhere, sonmehow, there nust be an approxi mation of a
begi nni ng and an end.

Per haps the question, rather, was had there been a past, and it was
certain there nmust have been a past, for its mnd was packed with the floating
foam of flotsamthat came drifting fromthe past - background bits of
i nformation, |ike the background radiation that could be found upon a planet.
It tried to patch the foaminto a pattern and no pattern cane, for there was
no way that the bits of information could be nade to fit into one another

The data, it thought in panic - once there had been data. It was sure
t here had been data. Once there had been something with which its nmind could
work. And the data might still be present, but masked or under cover,
appearing only in spots and patches, and sonme of it irrelevant, although one
could not be sure, for there did not seemto be enough of it to establish
rel evance.

It squatted in its pyramdal formand listened to the enpty thrumm ng of
its mind, a polished able m nd, but without the facts to work on - a mnd that
was running wild and enpty, with no acconplishnent.

It sought again in the junbled tangle of the bits and pieces that fl oated
fromthe past and it found the inmpression of a rocky, hostile | and, out of the
rock of which reared up a nassive cylinder, black as the rock itself, soaring
up into the greyness of the sky until it nmade one dizzy to tilt to followit.
And within the cylinder, it knew, was sonething that defied all inmagination,



somet hing so great and wondrous that the nmind recoiled at the thinking of it.

It sought for the meaning, for some hint or recognition, but there was
not hi ng but the image of the black and rocky | and and the bl ackness and the
bl eakness of the cylinder that came soaring out of it.

Reluctantly, it let the picture go and dredged for another piece and this
time it was a flowery glen that opened on a neadow and t he nmeadow was wild
with the thousand hues of a billion bloom ng flowers. The sound of nusic
shivered in the air and there were living things that ronped anong the flowers
and again there was a meaning here, it knew, but there was no clue that it
could find which would allow it to approach the neaning.

There had been another, once. There had been another being and it had been
this being which had snared and held the pictures and transmtted them - and
not the pictures only, but the data that went with them And still the
pictures were filed within the mnd, although junbled all together, but the
data that was tied in with them had sonehow di sappear ed.

It crouched | ower and deeper and nore nassively into its pyramnmidal form
and within its brain the enptiness and the chaos ached and it tried gropingly
to go back into its twilit past to find that other creature which had supplied
the picture and the data.

But there was nothing to be found. There was no way to reach out and touch
this other one. And it wept in |loneliness, deep inside itself, w thout tears
or sobbing, for it was not equipped for either tears or sobbing.

And in the bareness of its grief it drove back deeper into tinme and found
a time when there had been no creature, when it still had worked with data and
wi th abstract pictures based upon the data, but there had been no col our in
either the data or the concept, and the pictures so erected had been stiff and
primand at times even terrifying.

There was no use, it thought. There was no use in trying. It still was
inefficient, it was only half itself, and it could not function properly
because it | acked the material to performits function. It sensed the

bl ackness drifting in upon it and it did not fight against it. It stayed and
wai ted and | et the blackness cone.

Bl ake awoke and the Room was screaming at him

"Where did you go?' it screaned at him 'Were did you go? What happened
to you?

He was sitting on the floor in the centre of the room sitting with his
| egs pulled underneath him And it was not right, for he should have been in
bed.

The Room began agai n.

"Where did you go?' it bellowed. 'Wat happened to you? What did...'

"Ch, shut up,' said Bl ake.



The Room shut up

Morni ng sunlight was stream ng through the wi ndow and sonewhere outside a
bird was singing. The roomwas ordinary. Nothing had been changed. It was al
exactly as he remenbered it when he had gone to bed.

"Now tell ne,' he said. 'Exactly what did happen?

"You went away!' wailed the Room 'And you built a wall around you...'

"Awal Il

" A not hingness,' said the Room 'A blob of nothingness. You filled me with
a cloud of nothingness.'

Bl ake said, 'You are crazy. How could | do a thing like that?

But even as he said the words, he knew that the Roomwas right. The Room
could only report the phenonmenon that it had sensed. It had no such thing as
i magi nation. It was only a machi ne, although a sophisticated one, and in its

experience there was no such thing as superstition, or nyth or fairy tale.

' You di sappeared,’ declared the Room 'You w apped yourself in nothing and
you di sappeared. But before you began to wap yourself, you changed.'

"How coul d I change?'

"I don't know, but you did. You melted and you took another form or began
to take another form and then you w apped yoursel f.'

"And you couldn't sense nme? That's why you thought that | had gone away.'

"I could not sense you,' said the Room 'I| could not penetrate the
not hi ngness. "'

' Thi s not hi ngness?'

"Just nothingness,' said the Room 'I could not analyse it.'

Bl ake picked hinmself up off the floor, reached for the pair of shorts he
had dropped upon the fl oor when he'd got into bed the night before. He pulled
them on and picked up the robe draped across a chair back

He lifted it and it was heavy and it was brown and it was wool - and
suddenly he renenbered the night before, the strange stone house and the

senator and hi s daughter

You changed, the Room had said. You changed and built around yourself a
shel I of nothingness. But he had no nenory of it, not a whisper of a nmenory.

Nor had he any nmenory of what had happened the night before in that
i nterval between when he'd wal ked on the patio and the noment he had found
hinsel f standing in the storm a good five mles from hone.

My God, he asked hinself, what is going on? He sat down suddenly on the
bed, the robe draped across his knees. 'Room' he asked, 'you're sure?

'l amcertain,' said the Room



" Any specul ati on?

"You know very well,' the Roomsaid, stiffly, '"that | would not
specul ate.'

'No, of course you wouldn't.'

' Specul ation.' said the Room 'is illogical.'

"You're right, of course,' said Bl ake.

He rose and put on the robe and noved towards the door

"You have nothing nore to say?' the Room asked, disapprovingly.
"What could | say?' asked Bl ake. ' You know nmore of it than | do.'

He went out of the door and al ong the bal cony. As he reached the stairway,
the House greeted himin its usual cheery norning-fashion

'Good norning, sir,' it said. 'The sun is up and bright. The stormis over
and there are no clouds. The forecast is for fair and warm The present
tenmperature is forty-nine and before the day is over, it will reach nore than

sixty. A beautiful autumm day has dawned and everything | ooks fine. Do you
have any preferences, sir? How about the decor? How about the furniture? How
about sone nusic?

"Ask him' the Kitchen bellowed, 'what he wants to eat.'

"And al so,' said the House, 'what do you want to eat?

' How about sone oat neal ?'

"Catneal!' wailed the Kitchen. 'It is always oatnmeal. O it's ham and
eggs. Or it's pancakes. Just for once, why not something special? Wy not...'

"Catneal ,' Bl ake insisted.

' The man wants oatneal,' said the House

'"CK,' said the Kitchen, beaten. 'One oatneal com ng up.'

"You must not mind the Kitchen,' said the House. 'It | abours under a very
great frustration. It has all these fancy recipes programred into its cores
and it's really very good at them but it alnost never gets a chance to use a
single one of them Sone tinme, sir, just for the hell of it, why don't you |et
the Kitchen...'

"Catneal ,' said Bl ake.

"Ch, very well, sir. The nmorning paper is in the PGtray. But there's not
much news this norning.'

"If you don't mind,' said Blake, '"I'lIl take a | ook nyself.'
"Quite, sir. As you wish, sir. | was only attenpting to be informative.'
"Just try,' said Blake, 'not to overdo it.'

"Sorry, sir,' said the House. 'l will watch nyself.’



In the entry hall he picked up the paper and tucked it underneath his arm
He wal ked to a side wi ndow to | ook out.

The house next door was gone. The platform stood enpty.

"They left this nmorning,' said the House. 'About an hour ago. A short
vacation trip, | gather. W all are glad...’

VY

"Way, yes. Al the other houses, sir. W are glad they're only to be gone

for a short tine and will be com ng back again. They are such good nei ghbours,
sir.'
"You seemto know a | ot about them | haven't nore than spoken to them'
"Ch,' said the House, 'not the people, sir. | wasn't talking of the

people. It was the house itself | was thinking of.’
" You houses, then, consider yourself neighbours."'

"\Why, of course we do. W visit anong ourselves. W talk back and forth.'

Just exchanging information.'

"Naturally,' said the House. 'But now about the decor.'

It's all right as it is.
It's been this way for weeks.'

"Well.' Blake said, thoughtfully, 'you m ght do sonething about that
wal | paper in the dining-room

"It's not the wall paper, sir.

"I knowit's not. The point | want to nmake is that I'mgetting a little
bored wat ching that rabbit nibble clover.'

"What woul d you |ike instead?

"Anything you like. Just so it has no rabbits init.’

"But, sir, we can work out sonme thousands of conbinations.'
"Anything you like,' said Blake, 'but be sure there are no rabbits.'

He turned fromthe wi ndow and went into the dining-room Eyes stared out
at himfromthe walls - thousands of eyes, eyes without a single face, eyes
pl ucked from nmany faces and plastered on the walls. And while there were sone
of themthat went in pairs, there were others that stood al one. And every eye
was staring straight at him

There were baby-blue eyes, with the | ook of wi stful innocence, and the
bl oodshot eyes that glared with fearsomeness, the | echerous eye, the di med
and rheummy eye of the very old. And they all knew him knew who he was, and
they stared at himin a horribly personal manner and if there had been nouths
to go with the eyes they all would be talking at him screanming at him
nmout hing at him



' House!' he screaned.
"What is the matter, sir?'
' These eyes!'

"But you said, sir, anything but rabbits. | thought the eyes were quite a
novel '

"CGet them out of here!' how ed Bl ake.

The eyes went away and in their place a beach | ed down to a seashore. The
white sand ran down to the surging waves that cane beating in and on a distant
headl and; scraggly, weather-beaten trees |eaned agai nst the wi nd. Above the
water, birds were flying, screaming as they flew. And within the roomwas the
snell of salt and sand.

"Better? asked the House.
"Yes,' said Blake. 'nmuch better. Thank you very nuch.'

He sat entranced, staring out upon the scene. It was, he told hinself, as
if he sat upon the beach

"W put in the sound and snell,' said the House. 'W can add the wi nd as
wel .

"No,' said Blake. 'This is quite enough.'

The waves cane thundering in and the birds flew crying over them and the
great black clouds were rolling up the sky. Was there anything, he wondered,
that the House could not reproduce upon that wall? Thousands of conbinations,
t he House had said. A nman could sit here and stare out upon any scene he
wi shed.

A house, he thought. What was a house? How had it evol ved?

First, in mankind s di mbeginning, no nore than a shelter to shield a nman
against the wind and rain, a place in which to huddle, a place for one to
hide. And that, basically, still mght be its definition, but now a man did
nore than hide and huddl e; a house was a place to live. Perhaps the day m ght
cone, in sone future tine, when a man no nore would | eave his house, but live
out his life inside it, never venturing out of doors, with no need or urge to
venture

That day, he told hinself, mght be nearer than one thought. For a house
no |l onger was a shelter nerely or a sinple place to live. It was a conpani on
and a servant and within its walls was all that one m ght need.

Of the living-roomstood the tiny roomthat housed the di nensino, the
| ogi cal expansi on and devel opnent of the TV he had known two hundred years
ago. But now it was no |onger something that one watched and |istened to, but
somet hi ng one experienced. A piece of imagery, he thought, with this stretch

of sea coast that lay upon the wall. Once in that room wth the set turned
on, one entered into the action and the sense of the entertai nment form Not
only was one surrounded and caught up by the sound, the snell, the taste, the

tenperature, the feel of what was going on, but in some subtle way becane a
synmpat heti ¢ and an understanding part of the action and enotion that the room
portrayed.



And opposite the dinensino, in a corner of the living area, was the
library that contained within the sinplicity of its electronic being all the
literature that still survived fromman's |long history. Here one could dial
and select all the extant thoughts and hopes of every human bei ng who had ever
put down words, trying to capture on a sheet of paper the fernent of
experi ence and of feeling and conviction which welled inside the brain.

It was - this house - a far cry fromtwo centuries ago, a structure and an
institution which nust be wondered at. And it was not finished yet. |In another
two centuries there nmight be as many changes and refinenments as there had been
in the last two hundred years. Wuld there ever be an end, he wondered, to the
concept of the house?

He took the paper fromunderneath his arm and opened it. The House had
been right, he saw. There was little news.

Three nen had been newWy nominated for the Intelligence Depository, to
join all those other sel ected humans whose t houghts and personalities,
know edge and intelligence, had, over the |ast three hundred years, been
i npressed into the massive mnd bank which carried in its cores the anassed
beli efs and thoughts of the world' s nost intell ectual humans. The North
Ameri can weat her-nodification project finally had been referred for reviewto
the suprene court in Rome. The squabble over the shrinp herds off the coast of
Florida still was going on. A survey and exploration ship finally had touched
down at Moscow, after being gone for ten years and given up for lost. And the
regi onal hearings on the biological engineering proposal would begin in
Washi ngt on t onorr ow.

The bi ol ogi cal engineering story carried with it two one-colum cuts, one
of Senator Chandl er Horton and the other of Senator Sol onon Stone.

Bl ake fol ded the paper and settled down to read.

WASHI NGTON, NORTH AMERI CA The two senators of North America will square
of f on the proposal for the nuch-argued programe of biol ogi cal engineering as
the regi onal hearing on the matter opens here tonmorrow. Political fireworks
are expected. No proposal in recent years has so seized the public inmagination
and no matter of greater controversy exists in the world today.

North America's two senators find thensel ves dianetrically opposed, as
i ndeed they have been opposed throughout the greater part of their politica
careers. Senator Chandler Horton has taken a firmstand in approval of the
proposal, which will be submtted at the begi nning of next year to a worl dwi de
ref erendum Senator Sol onbn Stone is as firmy opposed to it.

That these two nmen should find thenmsel ves on opposite sides of the fence
is nothing new But the political significance of this issue goes deeper
because of the so-called Unani mous Consent rule, whereby, on special issues of
this sort, submitted to universal referendum the mandate of the voters nust
be unani nously approved on the floor of the Wrld Senate at Geneva. Thus,
shoul d the vote be favourable, Senator Stone would be required to stipulate
that he would vote to confirmthe measure on the senate floor. Failing in
this, he would be bound to step aside by resignation of his seat. In this case
a special election would be held to fill the vacancy caused by his
resignation. Only candi dates who made prior pledges to uphold the nmeasure
woul d be eligible to file for the special election. If the referendum shoul d
go agai nst the neasure, Senator Horton would find hinself in a simlar



posi tion.

In the past, when this situation obtained, certain senators have retained
their seats by voting for the proposals which they had opposed. This would not
be the case, npbst observers agree, with either Stone or Horton. Both have
pl aced their political lives and reputations squarely on the line. Their
political philosophies are at opposite poles of the spectrum and over the

years their personal antipathy toward one anot her has beconme a senatori al
legend. It is not believed, at this late date, that either..

"You'll pardon ne, sir,' said the House, 'but Upstairs infornms nme that a
strange thing happened to you. You are all right, | trust.'

Bl ake | ooked up fromthe paper
"Yes,' he said. 'l amall right.'

"But mght it not,' the House insisted, 'be a good idea for you to see a
medi c.'

Bl ake | aid down the paper and opened his mouth - then closed it firny.
After all, officious as it might be, the House had his good at heart. It was a
servo- nechani smand its sol e thought and purpose was to serve the human that
it sheltered.

'Perhaps,' he said, 'you're right.’

For there was no question that there was sonething wong. Wthin | ess than
twenty-four hours sonething strange had happened to himtwice.

" There was that doctor in Washington,' he said. 'At the hospital where
they took me to revive ne. | think his nane was Daniels.'

"Dr Mchael Daniels,' said the House
"You know hi s nane?'

"Qur file on you.' said the House, 'is really quite conplete. How,
ot herwi se, could we serve you as we are supposed to do?

"You have his number, then. You could call him'
"Wy, of course. If you wish ne to.'
"I'f you please' said Bl ake.

He laid the paper on the table and got up and wal ked into the Iiving-room
He sat down before the phone and the small vision panel lit up, flickering.

"In just a nmonent, sir,' said the House.

The panel cleared and in it were the head and shoul ders of Dr M chael
Dani el s.

" Andrew Bl ake. You renenber ne?

"Certainly | renenber you,' said Daniels. '|I was wondering just |ast night
about you. How you were getting on.'



"Physically, 1'mOK,' said Blake. 'But |I've been having - well, until you
find otherwi se, | suppose you'd call them hall ucinations.'

"But you don't think they are hallucinations.'
"I"'mfairly sure they're not,' said Bl ake.

"Coul d you cone in?' asked Daniels. 'I'd like to check you out.'

‘"I'd be glad to cone in, doctor.'

"Washi ngton's bul ging at the seams,' said Daniels. 'Everything is full.
Peopl e coming in for the bioengineering show There's a housing |ot just
across the street fromus. Can you wait while | make a check?

'l can wait,' said Bl ake.

Dani el s' face di sappeared and the fuzzy blur of an office, out of focus,
danced vaguely on the screen

Kitchen's voice bell owed: 'One oatneal cooked and waiting. Also toast.
Al so eggs and bacon. Also a pot of coffee.’

"Master's busy on the phone,' said the House, disapprovingly. 'And all he
ordered was the oatneal .’

'"He m ght change his nmind,' said Kitchen. 'QOatneal mght not be enough. He
m ght be hungrier than he thought. You would not want it said that we were
starving him'

Dani el s canme back into the panel

' Thanks for waiting,' he said. 'l checked. There is no space avail able
right now. There'll be one foundation in the norning. | reserved it for you.
Can it wait that |ong?

"I think it can,' said Blake. 'I only want to talk with you.'

"W could talk right now.'

Bl ake shook his head.

"I understand,' said Daniels. 'See you tonorrow, then. Let's say one
o' cl ock. What are your plans today?

"l haven't any plans.'

"Way don't you go fishing. Get your mind off things. Occupy yourself. Are
you a fishernman?'

"I don't know. | hadn't thought about it. It seems to me | may have been
The sport has a familiar sound to it.'

"Things still dribbling back,' said Daniels, "Still remenbering...'

"Not renenbering. Just the background. Pieces of it falling into shape
every now and then. But it doesn't really tell ne anything. Someone nentions
something or | read of sonething and it's suddenly fanmliar, a statenent or a
fact or a situation that | can accept. Sonething that |'ve known or



encountered at sonme forner tine, but not when or how or under what conditions
| encountered it.'

"I'd give a lot,' said Daniels,
background of yours.'

for us to get a clue or two fromthat

"I simply live with it,' said Blake. 'That's the only way | can get
al ong."

"It's the only sensible approach,' Daniels agreed. 'You have a good day
fishing and 1'll see you tonorrow. Seens to ne there are sone trout streans
out in your locality. Hunt up one of them'

' Thank you, doctor.'
The phone clicked off and the screen went bl ank. Bl ake swung around.

'"As soon as you've finished breakfast,' said the House, 'we'll have the
floater waiting on the patio. You'll find fishing tackle in the back bedroom
which is used as a sort of store house, and Kitchen will fix you up a lunch
In the nmeantime I'Il look up a good trout stream and have directions for you
and. ..’

"Cut out that yammering!' how ed the Kitchen. 'Breakfast is getting cold."’

The water foamed through the jamof fallen trees and brush that in sone
earlier springtime flood had been caught between the clunp of birch and the
hi gh cut bank that marked a sharp curve in the stream- foaned through the
barrier and then snmoothed out in a quiet, dark pool

Carefully Bl ake guided the chairlike floater to the ground at one end of
the barrier, close to the clunp of birch, snapped off the gravity field as it
cane to rest. For a noment he sat in the chair unmoving, listening to the
churning of the water, charmed by the deep quietness of the pool. Ahead of him
the mountain range lifted in the sky.

Finally he got out of the floater and fromits back unstrapped the hanper
of lunch to get at his fishing tackle. He set the hanper to one side on the
grassy bank fromwhich the clunp of birches grew.

Sonet hi ng scrabbled in the damof twi sted tree trunks that |lay across the
stream At the sound, Blake spun about. A pair of beady eyes stared at him
from beneath a | og

A mnk, he thought. O perhaps an otter. Peering out at himfromits den
inside the |l og jam

"Hello, there,' said Blake. '"Do you mind if | try ny luck.'

"Hello, there,' said the otter-mnk, in a high and piping voice. 'Wat is
this luck that you wish to try? Pl ease elucidate.’

"What was that you. . .' Blake's voice ran down to a stop. The otter-nink
energed frombeneath the log. It was neither an otter nor a mnk. It was a



bi pedal being - |ike sonething that had stepped fromthe pages of a children's
book. A hairy rodent snout was topped by a high doned skull from which flared
a pair of pointed ears with tassels on the tips of them It stood two feet
high or so and its body was covered with a snooth, brown coat of fur. It wore
a pair of bright red trousers that were nostly pockets and its hands were

equi pped with long and sl ender fingers.

Its snout twitched. 'Wuld you, perhaps,' it asked in its squeaki ng voice,
'have food inside that basket?

"Way, vyes,' said Blake. 'l take it you are hungry.
It was absurd, of course. In just alittle while - in another nminute, if
not less - this illustration froma children's book would sinply go away and

he could get on with his fishing.

"I"'mstarving,' said the illustration. 'The people who usually set out
food for ne have gone on a vacation. |'ve been scroungi ng ever since. Have
you, perhaps, sonetime in your life, tried scrounging for your food?

'l don't think,' said Blake, 'that | ever have.'

It did not disappear. It kept on staying and it kept on talking and there
was no getting rid of it.

CGood God, thought Bl ake, here | go again!

"I'f you are hungry,' he said, 'we should get at the hamper. |Is there
anyt hi ng, especially, that you like to eat?

"I eat,' said the creature, 'anything, that Hono sapiens can. | am not
fussy in the least. My netabolismseens to match nost admirably with the
deni zens of Earth.'

Toget her they wal ked over to the hanper and Bl ake lifted off the cover.

'You seem unconcerned,' said the creature, 'by ny appearance fromthe |og

j am

"It's no concern of mine,' said Blake, trying to think fast, but unable to
prod his mnd out of its jog. 'W have sandw ches here and sone cake and a
bow of. | believe - yes, a bow of potato salad, and sone devilled eggs.'

"I'f you don't mind, I will take a couple of those sandw ches."

"CGo right ahead,' invited Bl ake.

"You do not intend to join ne?

"l had breakfast just a while ago.'

The creature sat down with a sandwi ch in each hand and began eating
ravenously.

'You must pardon ny poor table manners,' it said to Blake, 'but | have not
had any decent food for alnpst two weeks. | suppose that | expect too much.
These people that take care of me set out real food for me. Not like a |ot of
people do - just a bow of mlk.’

Crunbs clung to its trenbling whiskers and it went on eating. It finished



the two sandwi ches and reached out a hand, halted with it poised above the
hanper .

"You do not mind?" it asked.

"Not at all,' said Bl ake.

It took anot her sandw ch.

"You will pardon nme,' it asked, 'but how many of you are there?

' How many of me?'

'Yes, of you. How nmany of you are there?

"Why,' said Blake, 'there is only one of me. How could there be nore?

"It was foolish of me, of course,' said the creature, 'but when | first
saw you, | could have sworn there were nore than one of you.'

He began eating the sandwi ch, but at a somewhat slower rate than he'd
enpl oyed on the other two.

He finished it and dabbed delicately at his whiskers, knocking off the
crunbs.

"I thank you very nuch,' he said.

'You are nost wel cone,’' said Blake. 'Are you sure you won't have anot her
one?'

'"Not a sandw ch, perhaps. But if you had some cake to spare.’
"Hel p yoursel f,' said Bl ake.
The creature hel ped itself.

"And now,' said Blake, 'you've asked nme a question. Wuld you say it m ght
be fair if | asked you one.'

"Very fair, indeed,' the creature said. 'CGo ahead and ask it."'

"I have found nyself wondering,' said Blake, 'exactly who and what you

are.

"Way bl ess you,' said the creature, 'I thought that you would know. It
never occurred to ne that you woul dn't recognize ne.'

Bl ake shook his head. 'I'msorry, but | don't.'

'l ama Brownie,' said the creature, bowing. 'At your service, sir.

Dr. Mchael Daniels was waiting at his desk when Bl ake was ushered into
his office.



'How are you feeling this norning? Daniels asked.

Bl ake grinned bleakly. 'Not too badly, after the going over you gave ne
yesterday. Were there any tests that you left out?

"W sort of threw the book at you,' Daniels admitted. 'There's still a
test or two, if. . .'

"No, thank you.'

Dani el s gestured at a chair. 'Make yourself confortable. W have sone
things to tal k about.'

Bl ake took the indicated chair. Daniels pulled a fat folder in front of
hi m and opened it.

"I would assunme,' said Blake, 'that you have been doi ng sone checking on
what m ght have happened out in space - what happened to ne, | mean. Any |uck
at all?

Dani el s shook his head. 'None. W've gone over the passenger and crew
lists of all missing ships. That is, Space Adm nistration has. They're as
interested in this as | am perhaps even nore so.'

' Passenger lists wouldn't tell you nmuch,' said Blake. 'I'd be just a nane
and we don't know. ..

"True,' said Daniels, 'but there are also fingerprints and voice prints.
And you aren't there.'

' Somrehow | got out into space...'

'Yes, we know you did. Al so sonmeone froze you. Someone took the trouble to
freeze you. If we could find out why sonmeone did that, we'd know a | ot nore
than we do. But, of course, when a ship is lost, the records are |ost.'

"I'"ve been doing sonme thinking nyself,' said Blake. 'W have been
presuming all the tinme that | was frozen so that my |life would be spared.
Whi ch neans it was done before whatever happened to the ship had conme about.
How coul d anyone know what was goi ng to happen? Ch, | suppose there would be
situations where they woul d. Have you ever thought that | was frozen and
thrown of f the ship because they didn't want nme aboard, because |'d done
somet hing or they were afraid of ne or sonething of the sort?

"No,' said Daniels, 'l had never thought of that. |I had thought, however,
that you may not have been the only one frozen and encapsul ated, that it m ght
have been done to others and that they still are out there. You just happened
to be the one that was found. Gven tine, it could be a way in which a long
shot could be taken to save sone lives - | would suspect inmportant |ives.'

"Let's get back to this business of themgiving me the ol d heave-ho off
the ship. If | had been such a Iouse that they felt they had to pitchfork ne
into space, why the el aborate attenpt to save ny life?

Dani el s shook his head. 'l couldn't even guess. Al we're doing is dealing
in assunptions. You may have to resign yourself to the possibility that you
wi Il never know. | had hoped that you would be able to dig back to a

recogni tion of your past, but you haven't so far. There's a fairly good chance
you may never be able to. After a while we can resort to sone psychiatric



treatment that could help. Although I'll tell you quite frankly that it may
not .

"Are you telling me to give up?

"No. Just trying to tell you the truth. We'll keep on trying so long as
you're willing to go along with us. But | thought we owed it to you to tel
you there is a chance we'll never get an answer.'

"That's fair enough,' said Bl ake.
"How did the fishing go the other day?' asked Daniels.

"Alright,' said Blake. 'l caught six trout and had a good day in the open
Whi ch, | suspect, was what you wanted.'

" Any hal | uci nati ons?"

"Yes.' said Blake. 'There was a hallucination. |I didn't tell you about it.
Just held it back. Decided this morning I'd tell you. Wat's one hall ucination
nore or less? Wien | was out fishing | nmet a Brownie.'

"Ch,' said Daniels.

"Didn't you hear what | said? | met a Brownie. | talked with him He ate
up nmost of my lunch. You know what | nean. One of those little folks that
appear in children's stories. Wth big pointed ears and a hi gh, peaked cap
Only this one didn't have a cap. And he had a rodent face.'

"You were fortunate. It's not many people who ever see a Brownie. Fewer
yet who talk with them

"You nean there are such things!'

"Why, yes, of course there are. A nigrant people fromthe Coonskin stars.
Not very many of them The root stock was brought to earth ... oh, I'd guess a
hundred, a hundred and fifty years ago. One of the exploration ships. The idea
was that the Brownies would visit us for a short while - a sort of cultura
exchange, | gather - then would go back hone. But they liked it here and
formally applied for permission to stay. After that they scattered,
di sappeared gradually. They took to the woods. There they found places to live
- burrows, caves, hollow trees.’

He shook his head in some perplexity.

"A strange people. They rejected nost of the material advantages that we
of fered them Wanted nothing to do with our civilization, were uninpressed
with our culture, but they liked the planet. Liked it as a place to live, but
in their own way, of course. W don't know too rmuch about them Highly
civilized, it would appear, but in a different way than we. Intelligent, but
with different values fromthe ones we hold. Some of them | understand, have
attached thenmselves to certain famlies or individuals who set out food for
them or supply themcloth for clothing, or other needs they may have from
time to time. It is a curious relationship. The Brownies aren't pets of these
peopl e. Maybe you could call them good luck talisman. Miuch the relationship
that the literary Brownies were assigned.'’

"Well, I'll be dammed,' said Bl ake

" You t hought your Browni e was anot her hallucination?



"Yes, | did. | expected himto go away all the time, to sinply vanish from
my sight. But he didn't. He sat there eating and wi ping the crunbs off his
whi skers and telling me where to place the flies. Over there, he'd say,
there's a big one over there just between that swirl of water and the bank
And there would be. He seened to know where the fish were.’

'He was paying you back for the lunch. He was giving you good | uck.'

"You think he actually did know where the fish were? | know, it seenmed to
me it did, but...’

"I wouldn't be surprised.' said Daniels. "As | told you, we don't know too
much about the Brownies. They probably have abilities we |ack. Knowi ng where
to find the fish mght be one of them' He glanced sharply at Blake. 'You'd

never heard about the Browni es? The real ones, | nean.'
"No, | never had.'
"I think that gives us a good time peg,' said Daniels, 'If you had been

here, on Earth, at that tinme, you would have heard about it.'
'Maybe | did, but don't renenber.’

"I don't think so. The incident, to judge fromthe witings at the tine,
made a great public inpression. It's something that you woul d have recalled if
you' d ever heard of it. It would have nade a deep inpression on your mind.'

"W have other time pegs,' said Blake. 'This get-up that we wear is newto
me. Robes and shorts and sandals. | can recall that | wore some sort of
trousers and a jerkin. And the ships. The gravity grids are newto ne. | can
renmenber that we used nucl ear power...'

"W still do.'

"Nucl ear power alone in my day. Now it is an auxiliary force to build up
greater velocity, but the real power cones fromthe control and mani pul ati on
of gravitational forces.'

'There are a nunber of other things that are new to you, too,' said

Dani el s. ' The houses...'

' They al nost drove nme crazy to start with,' Blake said. "But I'mrelieved
about that Brownie. It subtracts one potential incident fromnmny situation.'

' These hal lucinations. You don't think they are, of course. You told ne
yest erday."'

"I can't see how they can be,' said Blake. '|I remenber everything that
happens up to a certain point, then there is a blank and finally |I'm nyself
again. | can't renenber a thing that happened during that blank period,
al t hough there is abundant evidence that something did transpire. And there is
a definite period of time to account for it.'

' The second one,' said Daniels, 'happened while you slept.'

"True. But the Room observed certain phenonena, which transpired over a
definite period of tinme.'

"What kind of house do you have?



"A Norman-G | son B258."

"One of the newer and better nodels.' Daniels told him 'Beautifully
i nstrumented and conputerized. Practically fool proof. Not nuch that could go
wrong with one of them

"I don't think anything did go wong,' said Blake. 'l think the Roomtold
the truth. | think sonething was happening in that room Wen | woke up | was
on the floor...'

"But with no idea of what had happened, not until the Roomtold you. No
i dea as to why these things happen?

"None at all. | had hoped you m ght have sone idea.'

"Not, actually,' said Daniels. 'No real idea, that is. There are two
t hi ngs about you - how do | say this? - well, that are confusing. Your
physi cal condition, for one thing. You look like a man of thirty, perhaps the
mddle thirties. There are sone lines in your face. You have the appearance of
maturity. And yet your body is the body of a youth. There is no breakdown, no
sign that breakdown is beginning. You're a perfect physical specinen. And if
you're that, why the facial appearance of thirty?

"And the other thing? You said there were two.'

'The other? Well, your el ectro-encephal ogram shows up a strange pattern
The main brain pattern is there and recogni zable. But there is sonething el se
as well. Alnost - and | hesitate to say this - but alnpst as if another, or

other brain patterns were transposed on your own. Rather feeble brain
patterns, subsidiary patterns probably would be the way to say it, show ng up
but not too strongly.'

"What are you trying to say, doctor? That there is sonething wong
ment al | y? Whi ch woul d explain the hallucinations, of course. VWich night nmean
there really are hallucinations.'

Dani el s shook his head. 'No, not that. But strange. Nothing to indicate
any mal function. Nothing that would indicate any brain deterioration. Your
m nd, apparently, is as healthy and as normal as your body. But alnost as if
you had nore than one brain. Al though we know, of course, that you have only
one. The X-rays show that very clearly.’

"You're sure that | am human?
' Your body says you are. Wiy do you ask?

"I don't know,' said Blake. 'You found ne out in space. | cane from
space. ..

"I see,' said Daniels. 'But forget about it. There is no shred of evidence
that you're anything but human. The overwhel ning evidence is that you are.'

"And now what? | go back home and wait for nmore of these.

"Not right away,' said Daniels. "W'd like you to stay with us for a
while. A few nore days. If you are willing.'

'"More tests?



"Well, perhaps. 1'd like to talk with some of ny coll eagues, let some of
them | ook at you. They may have something to offer. Mstly, | guess I'd |like
you to stay for some further observation.'

"In case there is another hallucination?

"Something like that,' said Daniels.

"This brain business bothers nme,' said Blake. 'More than one, you say...'

"No. Just a suggestion of the encephalogram | wouldn't worry about it.'

"CK,' said Blake. 'l won't.'

But what was it that Browni e had asked? How many of you are there? |I could
have sworn, when | first |ooked at you, that there was nore than one of you.

"Doctor, about this Brownie...'
"What about the Brownie?

"Not hing, | guess,' said Blake. 'Nothing that's inportant."'
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Excerpt from proceedi ngs of senatorial inquiry (regional, Washington,
North America) into the proposal for a programe of biological engineering as
the basis for a colonizing policy on other solar systens.

MR PETER DOTY, conmittee counsel: Your nanme is Austin Lukas?

DR LUKAS: Yes, sir. | reside in Tenafly. New Jersey and am enpl oyed at
Bi ol ogics, Inc. in New York City-Mnhattan

MR DOTY: You head up the research departnent of that conpany, do you not?
DR LUKAS: | amthe chief of one of the research progranmes.
MR DOTY: And this programre deals with bioengi neering?

DR LUKAS: Yes sir, it does. At the nonent we are especially concerned wth
t he probl em of devel opi ng an all-purpose agricultural animal.

MR DOTY: Wuld you pl ease expl ain.

DR LUKAS: d adly. Qur hope is to be able to devel op an animal which wll
provi de several different types of meat, that will give nmilk, provide wool or
hair or fur, perhaps all three. It would replace, we would hope, the many
speci al i zed ani mal s which man has used in his animal husbandry since the
Neol i thic Revol ution

SENATOR STONE: And | take it, Dr Lukas, that you have sone indications
your research may result in sone practical success.



DR LUKAS: Indeed we do. | mght say that we have the basic problens
licked. We actually have a herd of these aninmals. What we are trying for now
are certain refinenments. W have as our goal the devel opment of a single
ani mal which will replace all the other farm ani mals, supplying everything
t hey now supply.

SENATOR STONE: And in this you al so have some hope of success?
DR LUKAS: W are very nuch encouraged.

SENATOR STONE: And what do you call this animal that you have now, may |
ask?

DR LUKAS: W have no name for it, senator. W haven't even bothered to try
to think of one.

SENATOR STONE: It wouldn't be a cow, would it?
DR LUKAS: No, not entirely. It would have sonme bovi ne aspects, naturally.
SENATOR STONE: Nor a pi g? Nor sheep?

DR LUKAS: No, neither of those. Not entirely, of course. But with sone
characteristics of both.

SENATOR HORTON: | think that there is no need to go through these Iong
prelimnaries. What ny distinguished coll eague wants to ask you i s whet her
this creature you are developing is sonething entirely newin the way of life
- asynthetic life, let's say - or whether it still can claimsone
rel ationship to present and natural forns?

DR LUKAS: That, senator, is an extrenely difficult question to answer. One
could say, in all truthful ness, that the present and natural forms of life
have been retai ned and used as patterns, but that what we have is essentially
a new ki nd of aninal.

SENATOR STONE: Thank you, sir. And I wish also to thank my fell ow senator
for his quick perception of the direction in which ny questioning was | eadi ng.
So here we have, you would say, an entirely new kind of creature, distantly
associ ated, perhaps, with a cow, a pig, a sheep, perhaps with even other forms
of life..

DR LUKAS: Yes, with other forns of Iife. There nay be a linit somewhere
of course, but at the noment we do not see it. We feel we nay be able to keep
on drafting various forns of life, fusing themtogether into sonething
viable...

SENATOR STONE: And the farther you go in this direction, the farther you
take this life formfromits association with any present formof l[ife?

DR LUKAS: Yes, | suppose you could say that. I'd have to think about it
before | gave an answer.

SENATOR STONE: Now, doctor, let me inquire into the state of the art. You
can do this biological engineering with animals. Could the same thing be done
wi th human bei ngs?

DR LUKAS: Ch yes. Certainly it could.

SENATOR STONE: You feel certain that new types of humanity coul d be



created in the | aboratory. Perhaps many different types.
DR LUKAS: | have no doubt of it.

SENATOR STONE: And once this had been done - once you had engi neered a
human to specific specifications, would that human breed true to the formyou
had created?

DR LUKAS: There is no question of that. The animals we have created have
bred true. It should be no different with a human. It is sinply a matter of
altering the genetic material. That is what nust be done in the first place,
you under st and.

SENATOR STONE: Let us get this straight now Suppose you did devel op a new
human strain, then that strain would reproduce ot her humans of the self-sane
strain?

DR LUKAS: Exactly. Except, of course, for the tiny nmutations and the
variations which are inplicit in the evolutionary processes. But that occurs
even in the natural forns. That is howall life today evol ved.

SENATOR STONE: And say you did create a new type of human being. Say, for
exanpl e, one that would be able to exist under a condition of ruch higher
gravity than we have here on earth, one that could breathe a different kind of
air, one that could thrive on food which m ght be poi sonous to the human bei ng
as he now exists, would you... Let me rephrase that question, if you don't
mnd. Wuld it be possible, would you say, to engineer such a life fornf

DR LUKAS: You're asking only for my considered opinion, of course.
SENATOR STONE: That is right.

DR LUKAS: Well, then, 1'd say it would be entirely possible. First, you
woul d have to take into consideration all the factors involved and then draft
t he bi ol ogi cal blueprint and..

SENATOR STONE: But it could be done?
DR LUKAS: Wthout any doubt at all

SENATOR STONE: You coul d design a being which could exist under al nbst any
pl anetary condition?

DR LUKAS: Senator, | nust make it clear that | couldn't. The
bi oengi neeri ng of humans would not fall into ny particular field. But yes, it
does lie within the state of the art to do this. There are men working with
the problemtoday who could do it. Not that there is any serious attenpt at
the nonent to actually create such a human, but the problens, | understand,
have been worked out.

SENATOR STONE: And the procedures, also?
DR LUKAS: That is ny understandi ng. The procedures al so.

SENATOR STONE: And these men, working with these procedures, could design
and create a human whi ch would be able to |ive under any planetary condition?

DR LUKAS: Well, not quite that sweeping, senator. Not any condition
Eventual | y, perhaps, but not now. And there woul d, of course, be certain
conditions which would be entirely inconpatible with Iife of any sort.



SENATOR STONE: But a form of human life could be created which woul d exi st
under a nunber of conditions which at the nonment would prohibit human life as
we know it.

DR LUKAS: | think that can stand as a fair statenent.

SENATOR STONE: Then |l et me ask you, doctor... if such alife formwere
created, would it still be human?

DR LUKAS: It would be based, so far as possible, upon the biological and
intellectual pattern of a human being. This would be necessary. You have to
have a starting point.

SENATOR STONE: Whuld it ook |ike a human bei ng?
DR LUKAS: In many cases, it would not.
SENATOR STONE: In nost cases, perhaps. Wuldn't that be right, doctor?

DR LUKAS: It would depend entirely upon the severity of the environnental
par armet ers whi ch woul d have to be net.

SENATOR STONE: In sone cases, it would be a nonster, would it not?
DR LUKAS: Senator, you will have to define your terns. What is a nonster?

SENATOR STONE: All right, then. Let us say a nonster is a life formthat
woul d be repugnant for a human being to | ook upon. Alife formin which a
human being could see no relationship to hinmself. Alife form confronted with
whi ch, a human might find hinmself terrified or horrified or filled with
| oat hi ng and di sgust .

DR LUKAS: Whether a man would be filled with | oathing and di sgust woul d
depend, to a | arge extent, upon what kind of man he was. Wth the proper
attitude. .

SENATOR STONE: Let us forget about the proper attitude. Let us take an
ordi nary man or wonan, any one of the people sitting in this room M ght
certain people | ook upon this hypothetical creation of yours and feel |oathing
and di sgust ?

DR LUKAS: | suppose some of themwould. And | want to correct you,
senator. You say nonster. This is not ny nonster. It is something you have
conj ured up. .

SENATOR STONE: But sonme hunman bei ngs woul d regard such a creature as a
nonst er ?

DR LUKAS: Sone of them
SENATOR STONE: Many of them perhaps.
DR LUKAS: Yes. Perhaps many of them

SENATOR STONE: Thank you, doctor. | believe that is all the questions that
I have.

SENATOR HORTON: Now, Dr Lukas, let's take a little further | ook at this
synthetic man | know that description is not entirely right, but |I think it



may pl ease ny col | eague.

SENATOR STONE: A synthetic man, yes. Not a human being. Wat this
so-cal | ed bi oengi neering proposal calls for is to colonize other planets, not
wi th human beings, but with synthetic creatures which wuld bear no
resenbl ance to human beings. In other words, to rel ease upon the gal axy, a
horde of nonsters...

SENATOR HORTON Well now let's see, Dr Lukas let you and me agree with
Senator Stone that such a creature might be fairly horrible to | ook upon. But
how it mght | ook would seemto ne to be beside the question. Wat is
important is what it is. Do you agree?

DR LUKAS Most enphatically sir.

SENATOR HORTON: Aside fromhow it mght | ook, would you say it still would
be a human bei ng?

DR LUKAS: Yes, senator, | would. Its bodily structure would bear no
relationship to what it would be. Its identity would rest within its brain and
mnd, its notivations and its intellectual outl ook.

SENATOR HORTON: And its brain would be a human brain?

DR LUKAS: Yes, sir.

SENATOR HORTON: Therefore its enotions and notivati ons and outl ook woul d
conformto the human framewor k?

DR LUKAS: Certainly they woul d.

SENATOR HORTON: Therefore, it would be human. No matter what its form it
still would be human.

DR LUKAS: Yes, human.

SENATOR HORTON: Doctor, to your know edge, has such a creature ever been
made? By creature, | nean, of course, a synthetic human.

DR LUKAS: Yes. A matter of two hundred years ago or so. Two of them were
made. But there was a difference...

SENATOR STONE: Just a minute, there! Are you referring to that old myth we
hear occasionally. ..

DR LUKAS: Senator, it is not a myth.
SENATOR STONE: Have you docunentation to back up your statenent?
DR LUKAS: No, sir.

SENATOR STONE: \What do you mean - no, sir? How can you come before this
heari ng and nmake a statenent that you can't backup?

SENATOR HORTON: | can back it up. At the proper tine | shall place the
necessary docunents in evidence.

SENATOR STONE: Perhaps, then, the senator should be sitting where the
witness is.



SENATOR HORTON: Not at all. I"'mperfectly satisfied with this wtness. You
say, sir, that there was a difference..

SENATOR STONE: Just a nmoment, there! | object! | do not think this wtness
i s conmpetent.

SENATOR HORTON: Well, let's find out. Dr Lukas, under what circunstances
did you cone upon this information?

DR LUKAS: About ten years ago, when | was doi ng some research for a paper
| applied for clearance to have access to certain records in Space
Admi ni stration. You see, senator, | was follow ng up what you call a nyth. Not
many people knew of it, but | had heard of it and wondered if it m ght not be
nmore than a nyth. So | applied for a clearance..

SENATOR HORTON: And you were given cl earance?

DR LUKAS: Well, not right away, Space Adnministration was - well, you m ght

call it reluctant. So finally | took the tack that in a matter a good two
centuries old, no clearance was needed. That it no | onger was a matter of
cl earance, but a matter of historical record. | don't mnd telling you that I

had a rough time maki ng anyone see the logic of ny argument.
SENATOR HORTON: But you finally prevail ed?

DR LUKAS: Yes, finally. Wth consi derabl e conpetent assistance, | m ght
add. You see, the records at one time had been under the highest top security
such material could be given. Technically, this security still applied. It
t ook consi derabl e argunent to make it apparent that such a situation was
ridicul ous. .

SENATOR STONE: Now, hold up a minute, doctor. Before you go on, one
guestion. You said you had assi stance.

DR LUKAS: Yes, | did.

SENATOR STONE: Coul d a considerable part of that assistance have conme from
Senat or Horton?

SENATOR HORTON: Since the question concerns me, |I'll answer if Dr Lukas
will consent. | amquite happy to admt that | did | end himsone assistance.
SENATOR STONE: All right, that's all | wanted. Just so it's on the record.

SENATOR HORTON: Dr Lukas, if you'll please continue.

DR LUKAS: The records showed that two hundred and twenty-one years ago -
2266, to be exact - two synthetic beings had been nade. They were in the shape
of humans and they had human m nds, but they were constructed for a very
speci al purpose. They were to be used in initial contacts with I[ife on other
pl anets, to be carried aboard exploratory and survey ships and used to gather
data on the dominant |ife on whatever new planets m ght be found.

SENATOR HORTON: Now, Dr Lukas, without going into details at the present
nmonent, can you tell us exactly how it was planned they were to do this sort
of job?

DR LUKAS: I'mnot sure | can nake nyself entirely clear, but I'Il try.
These synthetic humans were hi ghly adaptabl e. You m ght have described t hem
for want of a better term as plastic. The concept of open-endedness was



enployed - it couldn't have been devel oped earlier than ten years or so
before, and it is unusual, to say the least, to find a concept as intricate as
this bent to practical purpose in such a length of time. Al the basic
conponents of the constructed human bodi es invol ved open-endedness -

conpl eted, you understand, and yet, in a sense, essentially inconplete. The
am no aci ds. .

SENATOR HORTON: Per haps, for the moment, you will only tell us what these
bodi es were intended to do, w thout going into the principles invol ved.

DR LUKAS: You nean sinply how they were intended to function?
SENATOR HORTON: If you will, please.

DR LUKAS: The idea was that once an exploratory ship | anded on a pl anet
one of the dom nant species of that planet would be captured and be scanned.
You are fanmiliar, | think, with the biol ogical scanning process. The
structure, the chem stry, the netabolic processes - all the data which nade
the creature what it was - would be determ ned. This data would be stored in a
menory core. Once this was done, the data would be transnmitted to the
si mul at ed human whi ch, because of the uni queness of its biological
open- endedness, woul d change into an exact copy of the creature which was
described by the data in the tapes. This would not have been a sl ow process.
Any del ay woul d have been fatal. It must have been an uncanny thing to watch -
a human being al nost instantaneously changing into an alien creature.

SENATOR HORTON: You say the human woul d have changed into the alien
creature. Does that nean in every respect - nental, intellectual, if the term
inmplies, as well as...

DR LUKAS: The human would, in fact, beconme the creature. Not one of the
creatures, you understand, but an exact copy of the creature fromwhich it had
been patterned. It would have that creature's nmenories and its mnd. It would
be able to pick up i mediately where the other creature had left off. Rel eased
fromthe ship, it could seek out that creature's fellows and rejoin them and
could carry out its investigations.

SENATOR HORTON: You nean it still would retain the human mnd as wel | ?

DR LUKAS: Well, that would be hard to say. The human nentality and nenory
and identity and all the rest of it would still be there, although perhaps
deeply sublimated. It would exist as a subconscious that could be triggered to
the surface. A conpulsion would be planted for the human-turned-creature to
return to the ship after a stated interval of tine and once returned, it would
be induced to revert to its human form Once back in human form it woul d be
able to recall the nenories of its existence as an alien creature and data
whi ch ot herwi se m ght have been inpossible to obtain would be nade avail abl e.

SENATOR HORTON: And, may | ask, how did this all work out?

DR LUKAS: That, sir, is hard to say. There are no reports as to results.
There are records of them- both of them- having been sent out. But after
that there is only silence.

SENATOR HORTON: Your surm se would be that sonething went wong?

DR LUKAS: Yes. But | can't inmagine what it m ght have been.

SENATOR HORTON: Sonething to do with the simulated men, perhaps.



DR LUKAS: Yes, that could be the case. There is no way of knowi ng.
SENATOR HORTON: They didn't work, perhaps.

DR LUKAS: Ch, they woul d have performed their function. There coul d have
been no reason for themnot to performas they were planned. They woul d have
had to work.

SENATOR HORTON: | ask these questions because | know that if | do not, ny
di stingui shed colleague will. Now | et nme ask you one of my own. Could such a
si mul ated man be constructed today?

DR LUKAS: Yes, with the blueprints in our hands, there would be not a bit
of trouble to build another one.

SENATOR HORTON: But no others were ever built, so far as you know, that

DR LUKAS: So far as | know.
SENATOR HORTON: Wbul d you care to specul ate..
DR LUKAS: No, senator, | would not.

SENATOR STONE: If | may interrupt. Dr Lukas, do you have sone sort of
descriptive termfor the process which was enpl oyed to nake such nen as these?

DR LUKAS: Yes, as a matter of fact, we have. It is called the werewol f
principl e.

11

In the parking lot across the street a man carried a tub out of the back
door of one of the houses and set it on the patio at the edge of the pool. A
tree was planted in the tub and when the nan had set it down and noved away
the tree began to ring - emtting a sound |ike the happy ringing of nmany
silver bells.

Bl ake, sitting on a chair and wapped in a robe of candy-col oured stri pes,
| eaned his elbows on the railing five storeys above the street, and strained
his ears, trying to make certain that the ringing really canme fromthe tree.

It seemed incredible, but there had been no such silver sound until the tub in
which the tree was planted had been set beside the pool. And his ears told him
that the sound did, indeed, come fromthe direction of the house.

Washi ngt on dozed in the blue snokiness of a | ate Cctober afternoon. A few
ground cars went past on the boul evard below, their air jet making soft,
si ghi ng sounds as they nmoved along. In the far distance, over the Potonac, a
few fl oaters bobbed along - floating chairs with humans sitting in them The
houses in the parking lot were lined up in orderly rows, each with its bright
green lawn, its beds of brightly coloured autum flowers, the blue shine of
the pools. By leaning forward and craning his neck, he could just make out his
own house, down the boul evard, third row fromthe front, squatting on the
foundati on where it had put down.

Hi s nearest nei ghbour on the solariumporch was an elderly man, nuffled to



the ears in a thick red blanket, blank eyes staring out into the space beyond
the railing, seeing nothing, munbling to himself. A short distance away two
patients were playing a game that m ght have been chequers.

An attendant came hurrying across the porch
"M Blake,' he said, 'there is soneone here to see you.'

Bl ake rose and turned around. Standing in the door that |led out on to the
porch was a woman, tall, dark-haired, wearing a robe of pale rose, a material
that had the sheen of silk.

"M ss Horton,' said Blake. 'Yes, please show her in.

She came across the porch and held out her hand to him 'I drove down to
your vill age yesterday afternoon,' she said, 'and found that you had left.'

"I amsorry,' said Blake, '"that | was not there. Wn't you pl ease sit
down. '

She seated herself in a chair and Bl ake perched on the railing.
"You and your father are in Washington,' he said. 'The hearings...'
She nodded. ' They began this norning.'

"You'll be attending sone of them | suppose.'

"l suppose,' she said. 'But it's a painful thing. It's hard to see ny
father take the beating he will take. | admire him of course, for standing on
the thing that he believes, but | could wish that, occasionally, he night plop
for sonething that carried public approval. But he al nost never does. He's
al ways on the wong side, so far as the public is concerned. And this one is
the one that can really hurt him'

"You mean this business of unanimty. | was readi ng sonething about it
just the other day. It seens to ne a foolish set-up.'

"Perhaps it is,' she said, '"but that's the way it is. It is carrying the
rule of the majority to unnecessary limts. It will half kill the senator if
he has to retire frompublic life. It has been meat and bread to himfor al
the years he's lived."'

"I liked your father very nuch,' said Blake. 'There's sonething natura
about him something that corresponds to the house you live in.'

"You nean ol d-fashi oned.'

"Well, maybe. Although that's not it exactly. There is something solid
about the man, and yet he has an enthusi asm and an apparent dedication...'

'"Ch yes,' she said. 'He has dedication. And you nmust admire himfor it and
I think that nostly people do. But he manages sonehow or other to irritate a
| ot of people by showing themthey' re wong.'

Bl ake | aughed. 'l don't know of a better way to irritate the people.’

' Perhaps,' she said. 'But how about yourself?

I"'mogetting along quite well,' he said. 'There really is no reason why I



shoul d be here. Before you came | was sitting here, listening to a tree ring a
ot of bells. | couldn't quite believe ny senses. A man across the street
brought one out of the house and set it by a pool and it began to ring.'

She | eaned forward to stare across the street. The tree emtted a rippling
peal of bongi ng bells.

"A nonastery tree,' she said. 'There are not too many of them A few of
themare inported froma planet - one quite far out, | can't recall which
one.'

"Continually,' said Blake, 'I'mrunning up agai nst these things that are
entirely newto me. Things that are outside ny entire circle of experience.
Just the other day | nmet a Brownie.'

She stared at him delighted. 'A Brownie! You nmean you really did?

He nodded. "It ate all ny lunch.' he said.

'Ch, how nice for you! Mst people never see one.'

"I"d never heard of them' he said. 'I thought that | was havi ng anot her
hal | uci nation."'

'Like the time you cane to our house.'

"That's right. | still don't know what happened that night. There is no
explaining it.'

' The doctors.

' The doctors don't seemto be rmuch help. They are as puzzled as | am |
t hi nk, perhaps, the Brownie night have cone the closest to a guess.'

' The Browni e? What woul d he have to do with it?
'He asked ne how many there were of ne. He said he felt quite sure, when
he first saw ne, that there was nore than one of ne. Two men in one, three nen

inone. . . | wouldn't know how nany. Mre than one, he said.’

"M. Blake,' she said, 'l think that every man is nore than just one nan.
He has many sides to him'

He shook his head. 'That's not what the Brownie nmeant. | amsure it
wasn't. |'ve been doing a lot of thinking about it and |I'm sure he wasn't
tal ki ng about different tenperanents.'

"You've told this to your doctor?

"Well, no, | guess | haven't. The poor guy has enough to worry him This
woul d be just another thing.'

"But inmportant, nmaybe.'
"I wouldn't know,' said Bl ake.
"You act,' said Elaine Horton, 'alnpst as if you didn't care, as if you

didn't want to find out what has happened to you. O, perhaps, that you are
afraid to find out."



He gl anced sharply at her. 'l hadn't thought of it quite that way,' he
said, 'but you may well be right.’

Across the way the bell-sounds changed - no longer the trilling of many
silver bells, but the sonorous clanging of a bell much larger, calling out a
war ni ng and a chal l enge across the rooftops of the ancient city.

12

Fear thundered in the tunnel. There was the reek of alien odours and an
alien muttering. Light bounced off the walls and the floor was hard as rock

The creature crouched and whi npered, every nuscle tensed, each separate
nerve frayed with paral ysing fear

The tunnel went on endl essly and there was no escape. It was caught and
trapped. And it had no idea where it might be trapped. Certainly in a place
such as it had never known before and a place it had not sought. It had been
caught and dunped here and for no reason that it knew.

There had been a tinme before and then it had been wet and hot and dark
with the creepy feeling of many tiny life fornms. And now it was hot and bright
and dry, but there was no sense of tiny life forms - rather the sense of
distant larger life forns and the thunder of their thoughts that runbled |ike
a drumwi thin the brain.

The creature wheel ed about, half rising fromits crouch, toenails clicking
on the hardness of the floor. The tunnel still went on, in back as well as
front. An enclosed place where there were not any stars. But there was the
talk - the thought talk and the deeper runble of the spoken talk - not the
kind of talk that trickled fromthe stars, but junbled and chaotic talk, a
murky tal k that surged and flared and hadn't any depth and not a shred of
nmeani ng.

A tunnel world, the creature thought in terror, a narrow, enclosed space
that went on and on for ever, reeking with its odours and filled w th murky
talk and awash with fear.

There were openings, it saw, all along the tunnel, and sone of them were
closed with a dark rmaterial, while there were others open, |eading, nore than
likely, into other tunnels that went on and on, as endlessly as this.

Far down the tunnel a creature, huge, m sshapen, terrible, cane from one
of the openings. It nmade a clicking sound as it wal ked and it turned towards
the creature, coming down the tunnel. It screaned and sonmething that it
carried clattered on the floor and the sound of its wenching terror, welling
fromits brain, bounced back and forth Iike shrieks along the tunnel walls. It
turned and ran, noving very rapidly, the vocalization of its fear conbining
wi th the bouncing reverberations of the terror that welled within its brain to
fill the tunnel to bursting with the turnoil of the sound.

The creature noved, its toenails scratching desperately on the hard
material, its body flashing towards the nearest opening that |ed outward from
the tunnel. Inside its body its viscera curled and tightened with the panic
that surged through it and its brain grewdimand linp with fear and it felt
t he darkness com ng down upon it |ike a great weight which dropped from sone



great height. And suddenly it was not itself, it was not within the tunnel, it
was back again in that place of warm black confort which had been its prison

Bl ake skidded to a halt beside his bed and in the moment of his skidding,
wonder ed why he ran and why his hospital gown should be lying on the floor and
he naked in the room And in that second of his wonder there was a snapping in
his skull as if sonething inside his head, too tightly bound, had ripped, and
he knew about the tunnel and the fear and those other two who were one with
hi m

He dropped down to sit upon the bed and happi ness gushed through him He
was whol e again; he was the creature he had been before. Now he no | onger was
al one, but with the other two.-H yah, pals, he whispered and they answered
back, not with words, but with a huddling of their m nds.

(A asped hands and brot herhood. Sharp, cold stars above a desert of
drifted sand and snow. The reaching out and snaring of the data fromthe
stars. The hot and steam ng swanp. The | ong wei ghing of the data inside the
pyram d that was a biol ogical conputer. The swift, nutual pooling of three
separate pools of thought. The touch of m nds, one agai nst another.)

-It ran when it saw ne, Quester said. There'll be others comn ng
-This is your planet, Changer. You know what to do.

-Yes, Thinker, Changer said, ny planet. But our know edge is one
know edge.

-But you're the quicker at it. The know edge is too rmuch, there is too
much of it. We follow you, but slowy.

-Thinker's right, said Quester. The decision's up to you.

-They may not know it's me, said Changer. Not right away. W nay have a
little tine.

-But not too nuch
-No, Quester, not too nuch.

And that was right, thought Bl ake. There would be little tine. The
scream ng nurse raci ng down the hall would bring the others tunbling out -
i nterns, other nurses, doctors, the maintenance nen and the people in the
kitchen. In just a few nore mnutes the hospital would becone a churning
turnoil.

-The trouble is, he said, that Quester |ooks too much |ike a wolf.

-Your definition, Quester said, neans one that eats another. You know t hat
| would never...

No, Bl ake told hinself. No, of course you wouldn't, Quester. But they wll
t hi nk you woul d. \When they see you they will think you are a wolf. Like the
guard that night at the senator's, seeing you outlined against the |ightning
flash. And filled with the old fol klore of wolves, reacted instinctively.

And i f anyone should see Thinker, what would they think of hinf

-\What happened to us, Changer? Quester asked. Twice | broke free, once in
wet and dark, again in light and narrow.



-Once | broke free, said Thinker, and | could not function

-Later we will think of that, said Changer. Now we're in a jam W nust
get out of here.

- Changer, Quester said, we must stay as you. If, later, we need running, |
can run.

-And |, said Thinker, if we need it later - | can be anything at all.

"Quiet!' said Blake aloud. 'Quiet. Let me think a second.'

13

First, there had been hinself, a human - a sinulated human, an android, a
man made in a | aboratory, the open-endedness, the werewol f principle, the
bi ol ogi cal and intellectual flexibility which shaped himas he was.

A man. A man in everything but breeding. And a better man than a normal

man coul d ever be. Imune to illnesses, self-healing, self-repairing. Wth the
same intellect, the sane enotion, the same physiol ogi cal processes as any
other man. But a tool as well, an instrument - a man designed to do a certain

job. An infiltrator of the alien form And so psychol ogically bal anced, so
unhurmanl y | ogical, so flexible, so perceptive that he could change into an
alien formand assune an alien intellect and alien enotion w thout the nental
vi ol ence, that mght tear a normal nman apart.

Second, there had been the Thinker (what else could one call it?) - a
form ess mass of flesh that coul d assune any shape it w shed, but which
t hrough |l ong convention preferred a pyramnm dal shape as the optinum for
function. A dweller in the raw savagery of a swanpland planet - a prinmal place
where a newborn sun poured out a withering flood of Iight and energy.
Monstrous forns crawl ed and swam and shanbl ed t hrough t he swanps, but the
t hi nkers had no fear of themor any need of fear. Drawing their very
sustenance fromthe overpowering stormof energy that |ashed the planet, they
had their own uni que defence, an envel ope of interlocking lines of force which
wal  ed themin against the ravening world they inhabited. There was, for them
no thought of life or death, but only of existence - for there was no record
nor remenbrance of birth, no instance where one had ever died. Brute physica
forces, under certain circunmstances, could disnenber them scattering, the
flesh, but fromeach piece of sundered flesh, packed with the genetic menory
of the entire creature, a new entity would arise. Not that this had ever
happened, but the knowl edge that it could happen and its consequences was a
part of the basic nental information with which each thinker was equi pped.

The Changer and the Thinker, and the Changer had become the Thi nker - by
the wiles and schenmes and the tricky techni ques of that other tribe of
t hi nkers many |ight years' distance, a sinulated nan becane another creature,

with all that creature's thoughts and nenories, with all its attitudes and
nmotives, with all its physiol ogical and psychol ogi cal equi prent. Becane, in
effect, the other creature, but still with enough of man left in himthat he

recoil ed and cringed away fromthe terror and the sol emm greatness of the
thi ng he had becone, saved only by the nmental arnour that had been built into
himon that planet so far off that, fromthis point in space, its sun could
not be seen.



Cringed away, but only nmarginally - only in the hidden corners of the mnd
stuff that was the alien creature. For he was the creature, and the human part
of himwas driven deep into the folds of solid flesh and nystic mnd that nade
the creature of the swanps. But as tinme went on the human mind enmerged to take
its rightful place, the horror now submerged and finally forgotten. having
learned to live in this new body on this different world, enraptured and
thrilled and filled with bursting wonder at this new experience of two minds
exi sting side by side, neither claimng ascendancy of the other, not jockeying
for position, not contending, for they both belonged to an entity that now was
no | onger purely human or purely creature of the swanps, but the two of them
in one.

The sun bl azed down and the body sucked in the energy and the swanp was a
pl ace of beauty because it was the creature's hone. Anewlife was there to
touch, to explore and conprehend, to wonder at and appreciate - a newlife and
a new world and an added viewpoint for both the alien and the nmentality of
humani ty.

There was a favourite Thinking Place and there was the Favourite Thought
and at tinmes (not often) a shadowy communi cation with other fellow creatures,
a hazy reaching out of mnds that brushed agai nst each other briefly, like a
hand touch in the dark, and then wi thdrew. For while conmmunication was
possi ble, there was little need of it; each of the thinkers was sufficient to
itself.

Ti me had no neani ng, nor did space, except in so nuch as either one or the
both of them were considerations in the Thought. For the Thought was all - it
was the reason for existence, it was the task and dedication, and it was
poi nted towards no end, not even the conpletion of itself, for there could be
no end to it. It was a thing that went on endlessly and it fed upon itself and
there was no belief nor hope that it ever would be done.

But time now was a factor, for the human mnd was triggered to a tine when
it must return and it had returned and the Thi nker becanme a man again. The
data that the man had gathered was packed into a menory core and the ship
| eaped into space again and went on and on

Now t here was anot her pl anet and another creature and the Changer becane
the other creature as he had becone the Thi nker and went out upon the pl anet
in the guise of the creature that he had becone.

The planet was as cold and dry as the first had been hot and danp, with
the feeble sun far off and the stars glittering |like sharp, hard dianonds in
t he cl oudl ess sky, the ground dusted with the white of snow and sand, drifted
i nto dunes by thin and keening wi nds that swept the land at frequent
i nterval s.

Now t he human mind ran in the body of a quester that ran in a pack of
guesters across the frigid plains and along the rocky ridges, running with a
pagan j oy beneath the dianond stars and the lanterns of the noons, seeking out
those holy places where by long tradition they held communion with the stars.
But by long tradition only, for at any time or place they could snare the
pi ctures radi oed out unconsciously by the many cultures that |ived on other
sol ar systens.

Not understandi ng the pictures, nor even trying or wishing for an
understanding - sinply grasping them and holding themfor the aesthetic val ue
that could be gained fromthem Like a human, thought the human mind inside
t he quester body, might wander the galleries of an art exhibit, to stop and



stare at sonme painting which held within its colour and its conposition a
truth that spoke in silent tongue - a truth that could not be told in words,
but that need not be told in words.

A human m nd inside the quester body, and another mind as well; a mind
that came creeping out and a mnd that should not be there, that should have
di sappeared when the sinulated human had shed the body in which that nind was
housed.

The clever men on Earth had not planned it that way, had not dreaned that
it woul d happen that way, had thought that alien mnd and body coul d be got
rid of and woul d not occur again, that the sinulated human they had fashi oned
could be wiped clean as a slate is wi ped and go on to sonething el se.

But there was no w ping clean, there was no erasure. The menory and the
pattern did not go away, could not be scrubbed away. They remai ned. They m ght
be driven deep into the consciousness of the re-awakened human, but they crept
out agai n.

So not two creatures ran the plains of drifted sand and snow, but three,
all three occupying the body of the Quester. And while the Quester snared the
pictures fromthe stars, the Thi nker absorbed the data and evaluated it and,
aski ng questions, sought the answers. As if two parts of a computer operating
separately, one the nenory core that held the progranmed data, the other that
part of the system which performed the anal ysing functions, had been finally
brought together - and, now brought together, worked. The pictures were no
| onger nerely sonmething to touch the aesthetic sense, but now held a deeper
and a greater meaning, the jigsaw pieces gathered fromall parts of the
uni verse and flung on the table-top, waiting there to be put together to form
a pattern, the many tiny, fragmented keys to what night prove to be a single
overridi ng universal plan.

Three m nds trenbl ed, poised tiptoe on the brink that opened out into the
soul -wenching gulf of all eternity.

Shaken, unable at first to grasp the inplications of the possibility that
all the answers to all the questions which ever had been asked m ght be within
their grasp, that a totalling up of the secrets of the stars might yield
finally the equations of understandi ng which would allow one to wite a single
sentence and say: This is the universe.

But the tine clock inside one of the mnds rang the |loud alarmand the
i nsistent sumons and it was tinme to go back to the ship again. There was no
denying the cl everness which the nmen on Earth had w ought and the body of the
Quester went back to the ship. Back to the ship to enpty out the mnd of the
simul ated human and then it would be time for the ship to leap into the sky
again and head out for other stars. To go fromstar to star, to send out the
simul ated human tinme and tinme again in the bodies of intelligences that m ght
be found on other planets and thus to gain, fromfirst-hand observation, the
i nformati on that would enable men, in another day, to deal with these
intelligences to manki nd's best advant age.

But when Changer cane back to the ship, something had gone w ong.
Sonet hi ng had happened.

One m cro-second of warning that there was sonething wong, then a
not hi ngness - a nothingness till now A hal f-awakening, but with only one
awake, awake and very puzzled. But now, finally, after a time, the three of
t hem t oget her once again, blood brothers of the mnd.



- Changer, they were afraid of us. They found out what we were.

-Yes, Quester. O perhaps they only thought so. They couldn't know it all
They could only guess. A quiver on a dial. A seepage of a current..

-But they didn't wait, said Quester. They didn't take a chance. They saw
there was sonething wong and then they let us have it. They sinply let us
have it.

-That, Changer told him is the way nmen are.
- Changer, you're a man.
-Thinker, | don't know. You tell me what | am

Down the hall canme the sound of running feet and one voice calling |oudly:
"It went in there. Kathy said she saw it go in there.'

The feet nade frantic scuffling turns and white-jacketed interns cane
boi ling through the door.

"M ster,' shouted one of them 'did you see a wolf?
"No," said Blake, 'I did not see a wolf."’

'There's sonet hing damm funny going on,' said another intern. 'Kathy
wouldn't lie. She saw something. It scared the hell..."’

The first intern advanced threateningly.

"Mster, if you're kidding. If this is some sort of joke...' Panic ran
wildly in the other minds, a tidal bore of panic - the panic of mnds faced
with a threatening situation by aliens in an alien situation. Insecurity,
failure of understanding, no basis for the assessnent of a situation- 'No!'
yell ed Blake. 'No! No - wait...'

But he was too |late. The change already had begun, the mind of CQuester
t aki ng over, and once that had happened, once the change had been triggered
into action there was no stopping it.

You fools! Blake cried in his mnd. You fools! You fools! The interns
surged back, jamming through the door into the corridor

Faci ng them stood Quester, his hackles raised, the silvergreyness of his
coat shining in the light fromthe ceiling |lanp, crouched to spring, his lips
roll ed back to reveal the gl eam ng fangs.
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Quester crouched and grow ed, fear runbling in his throat. Trapped and no
way out. No opening behind or on either side. The only way to go was the
opening into the outer tunnel and that was jamred with a how ing pack of alien
thi ngs that wal ked on two hind | egs and were draped in artificial skins. They
stank of body and their minds were pouring out at hima brai n-wave so intense
that it was Iike a noving wall and he was forced to brace his feet against it.
A brain-wave of no intelligence that he could sense, but made up of primal



fears and hates that were junbled and chaotic.

Quester took a slow step forward and the pack shrank back and, at that
backward nmovenent, he felt a sense of triunph go flaring through his body.
Inherited fromsome renote ancestor, an ancient racial nmenory buried deep
inside his mnd burst full-fledged into a warrior pride and the runble that
was bubbling in his throat erupted into a roaring roll of savage sound - a
sound that ripped deep into the alien pack and sent it scattering.

Quester moved. His legs blurred with speed as he | eaped into the tunne
and nade a quick turn to the right. One of the alien creatures |unged out from
the wall towards him a weapon of sone sort raised above its head, poised for
t he downward stroke. Quester flung hinself off stride to close in on the
creature. Hi s massive head swung, slashing, a swift and terrible slash that
struck the flesh and ripped it and left a tottering creature that screaned as
it collapsed.

Quester spun around and faced the creatures that were charging him Hi s
toenails clawed great scratches in the floor and he hurled hinmself full-speed
at the pack. H's head swung right and left and his teeth met flesh and tore
and the tunnel seened to fill with the red haze of his rage.

The creatures all were fleeing now except for those upon the floor and
some of these were crawling while others only |lay and noaned.

Quester skidded to a halt and half sitting, his back | egs bent, but his
hi ndquarters not quite upon the floor, threw up his head and bayed - a cry of
triunph and of challenge, the old, unknown-till-now ancestral cry of triunph
and of challenge, that in olden days had rung across that far-off planet of
drifted sand and snow.

The tunnel was blotted out and he seened to snell again the clean, dry air
of home rather than the strange stinks of this place where he found hinsel f.
And he was, npbst strangely, a very ancient quester, one of the old proud
warrior race that in other days had battled far and deadly agai nst the hordes
of now al nost forgotten scaly things which contested with the questers the
dom nance of the planet.

Then the odour of the place and its cl oseness and t he harshness of the
bright lights shattered off the walls, swept away the sense of other time and
pl ace and he rose to his feet again and swung about, uncertainly. The tunne
was cl ear ahead, but far behind there were creatures running and the air was
cl ogged and nurky with the fragnented, but massive mi nd-waves that came from
all directions.

- Changer!

-The stairs, Quester. Get going for those stairs.

-Stairs?

-The door. The cl osed opening. The one with the sign above it. The little
square with the red characters encl osed.

-1 see it. But the door is solid.

-Push it. It will open. Use your arnms and not your body. Please, renenber
Use your arms. You use them so seldomthat you forget you have them

Quester | eaped towards the door



-Your arms, you fool! Your arns!

Quester struck it with his body. It yielded on one side and he slipped
qui ckly through. He was in a cubicle and in the floor of the cubicle was a
path of narrow | edges that went downwards. Those would be the stairs, he told
hi nmsel f.

He went down them cautiously at first, then faster as he caught the knack
He cane to another cubicle and, across the short space of the floor, other
stairs | ed downwards

- Changer ?

-G down them Go down three sets of them Then go out of the door. It
leads into a room a large room There'll be many creatures there. Go straight
ahead until you reach a |large opening to your left. Go out of that opening and
you wi || be outdoors.

- Qut door s?

-On the surface of the planet. Qutside the building (the cave) that we are
in. They have caves on top of the ground here.

- Then what ?
- Then run!

- Changer, why don't you take over? You can handle it. You are like these
creatures. You can just wal k out.

-1 can't. | haven't any cl ot hes.

-The coverings? The artificial skins?

-That's right.

-But that is silly. dothes..

-No one stirs anywhere without them It is the custom

-And you are bound by custon?

-Look, you'll take the creatures by surprise. For a noment they'll be
frozen at the sight of you. Just staring, not doing anything. You resenble a

wol f and. .

-You said that before. I do not |ike the thought. There is sonething
dirty...

-A creature now extinct. A fearsonme creature that struck terror into the
hearts of people. They'll be frightened when they see you.

-OK, OK, OK. Thinker, how about it?

-You two go ahead, said Thinker. | have no data. | cannot be of help. W
nmust rely on Changer. This is his planet and he knows it.

-Al'l right, then. Here | go.



Quester went padding swiftly down the stairs. The thick, nmetallic sense of
fear lay everywhere. The m nd-waves pounded on rel entl essly.

If we get out of this, thought Quester, if we get out of this..

He felt his own fear creeping in upon him the descendi ng wei ght of
uncertainty and doubt.

- Changer ?

-G ahead. You're doing fine.

He went down the third flight and faced the door
- This one?

-Yes, and be fast about it. Your arms this tine, remenber. Your body
bunpi ng the door might not open it w de enough. It could fall back and catch
you.

Quester squared off, extruding his arms. He bunched his body and flung
hi nsel f at the door.

-Changer, to the left? The opening on the left?
-Yes. About ten of your body | engths.

Quester's outstretched arms struck the door and sl apped it open. H s body
catapulted out into the room He had a confused sense of startled scream ng
of open mouths, of creatures moving swiftly and there was the opening to his
left. He pivoted and plunged towards it. A pack of creatures, he saw, were
com ng towards the opening fromthe outside - nore of the strange creatures
who peopled this planet, but draped in different kinds of artificial skins.
They opened their mouths to shriek at himand lifted their hands, which held
bl ack objects which bel ched sudden flashes of fire, emtting bitter stenches.

Sonet hi ng smashed into netal very close to himand made a hol | ow whi ni ng
sound and sonething el se chewed with a crunching sound into a piece of wood.
Then Quester, unable to stop even if he had w shed, was anong the creatures
and the old war-cry was thundering through his body, his head jerking and
sl ashing, his hands striking out. In anong themfor an instant, then through
t hem and away, streaking along the front of the great cave which reared into
t he sky.

From behi nd hi m cane sharp reports and sonme snall, but heavy objects which
travell ed very fast gouged into the floor on which he ran, throw ng up
fragnments of the material of which the floor was made.

It m ght be night, he thought, for there was no great star in the sky,
al t hough there were nany distant stars shining in the sky and that was well,
he thought, for it was unthinkable for a planet not to carry with it a canopy
of stars.

And there were snells, but nowthe snmells were different, not as acrid,
not as sharp or harsh as had been in the building, but nore pleasant, gentle
snel | s.

Behi nd hi mthe poppi ng sound continued and tiny things went past him then
he was at the corner of the cave that went up into the sky, and around the
corner, still running, renenbering that Changer had said that he must run. And



enj oyi ng the running, the snooth, sleek slide of nuscles, the feeling of the
floor on which he ran, solid underneath his pads.

Now, for the first tinme since it all had started, he had the chance to
gather in the aspects of the planet and it seemed, in many ways, a very busy
pl ace. And in other ways very strange, indeed. For who had ever heard of a
pl anet that was floored? The floor ran out fromthe edge of the cave that
reared up into the sky - out into the distance as far as he could see. And
everywhere he | ooked there were other caves, stretching upward fromthe
surface, many of them shining with yellow squares of light, and in front of
many of them and in little areas fenced in on the floor, were netallic or
stony representations of the planet's residents. And why, Quester wondered,
should things like this exist? Could it be, he wondered, that when those
creatures died they were turned to netal or to stone and |l eft standing
wher ever they had died? Al though that did not seemreasonable, for many of the
creatures turned to stone or nmetal seened larger than life size. But it was
entirely possible, of course, that the creatures came in many different sizes
and perhaps only the | arger ones were netanorphosed into stone or netal

There were not many of the planet's living residents in evidence, and al
those a distance off. But moving on the surface of the floor, and very
rapidly, were metallic shapes that had gl owi ng eyes on the front of them and
that made a whooshi ng sound and sent out a blast of air as they streaked
al ong. Fromthese netallic shapes cane brain-waves, the sense of a living
thing, but a living thing that in many cases had nore brains than one, and the
brai n-waves were quiet and gentle, not |loaded with the hate and fear that he
had sensed back there in the cave.

It was strange, of course, but Quester told hinself it would be unusual if
one net only one kind of life upon a planet. So far there had been the things
that wal ked on two hind | egs and were protoplasmc, and the netallic things
that noved very rapidly and purposefully and shot light fromtheir eyes and
had nore brains than one. And there had been that other tine, he recalled, on
that wet, hot night when he had sensed many other fornms of life that seenmed to
hol d either poor intelligence or no intelligence, beings that were little nore
than bundl es of matter which held the gift of life.

If only, he thought, this planet were not so hot and its atnosphere not so
heavy and oppressive, it might prove very interesting. Although it all was
nost conf usi ng.

- Quester.

-VWhat is it, Changer?

-OFf to your right. The trees. The large vegetation. You can see them
agai nst the sky. Head for them If we can get in anong them they will help to
hi de us.

- Changer, asked Thi nker, what do we do now?

-1 don't know. We'll have to think about it. Al three of us together

-These creatures will be hunting us?

-1 presume they wll.

-We shoul d be one nmind. Quester and |I should know everything, you know

-W will, said Quester. There has been no tine. There has been too rnuch



happeni ng. The distractions have been great.
-Reach the trees, said Changer, and we'll have the tine.

Quester swerved away fromthe side of the nighty cave that rose into the
sky, cutting out across the wide strip of flooring, heading for the trees.
Chargi ng out of the darkness, its two eyes gl eam ng hard, came one of the
metallic creatures, with the soft sighing of its windstorm It swerved and
headed straight for himand Quester flattened out. His legs blurred and his
body hugged the gl eam ng surface of the floor, his ears laid back, his tai
poi nted strai ght behind him

Changer cheered hi m on.

-Run, you mangy wol f! Run, you haggard jackal! Run, you frantic fox!
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The chief of staff was a cal mand officious man. He was not the kind of
man one woul d expect to bang his fist upon a desk

But now he banged his fist.

"What | want to know,' he bellowed, 'is what stupid knot-head phoned the
police. W could have handl ed this ourselves. W needed no police.’

"I would imagine, sir,' said Mchael Daniels, 'that whoever m ght have
call ed them thought they had sone reason to. The corridor was littered with
peopl e all chewed up.'

"W coul d have taken care of them' said the chief of staff. 'That is the
busi ness we are in. W could have taken care of them and then proceeded in, a
fashion far nore orderly.'

"You must realize, sir,"'
upset. Awolf in the...'

sai d Gordon Barnes, 'that everyone nmust have been

The chief of staff waved Barnes to silence, spoke to the nurse.

'Mss Gregerson, you were the first to see this thing.'

The girl still was pale and frightened, but she nodded. '|I came out of a
roomand it was in the corridor. A wlf. | dropped nmy tray and screaned and
ran. It was frightening...'

"You're sure it was a wol f?

"Yes, sir, | amsure.'

'How coul d you be sure. It mght have been a dog?'

"Dr Wnston,' Daniels said, 'you're trying to confuse the issue. It nakes
no di fference whether it was a wolf or dog.'

The chief of staff glared at himangrily, then nade an inpatient gesture.



"Al'l right,", he said. "All right. The rest of you may |eave. |If you' d be
so good as to stay, Dr Daniels, | would like to talk with you.'

The two waited and the others filed out.

"Now, M ke,' said the chief of staff, 'let the two of us sit down and make
some sense of it. Blake was your patient, wasn't he?

'Yes, he was. You're acquainted with him doctor. The man who was found in
space. Frozen and encapsul ated.’

"Yes, | know,' said Wnston. 'Wiat did he have to do with this?

"I"'mnot sure,' said Daniels. 'I'd suspect he was the wolf.' Wnston nade
a face. 'Come now,' he said. 'You can't expect ne to believe a thing Iike
that. What you are saying is Blake nost likely was a werewol f.'

"Did you read this evening' s papers?

"No, | can't say | have. \What woul d the papers have to do w th what
happened here?

" Not hi ng, perhaps, but I"'minclined to think..."’

Dani el s stopped what he had nmeant to say. Good God, he told hinmself, it is
too fantastic. It sinply couldn't happen. Although it was the one thing which
m ght explain what had happened up on the third fl oor an hour or so ago.

"Doctor Daniels, what are you inclined to think? If you have sone
i nformation, please come forth with it. You realize, of course, what this
means to us. Publicity - too nuch publicity and the wong kind of it entirely.
Sensationalism and a hospital can't afford sensationalism | hate to think
what, even now, the papers and di nensino may be doing with it. And there'll be
a police inquiry. Already they' re snooping around the place, talking to people
they have no right to talk with and asking questions that should not be asked.
And investigations of all sorts. Congressional hearings maybe. Space
Admi ni stration will be down our throat, wanting to know what happened to
Bl ake, to this prize pet of theirs. And | can't tell them Daniels, that he
turned into a wolf.'

"Not a wolf, sir. But an alien creature. One that |ooks remarkably like a
wol f. You'll recall the police clained it was a wolf with arnms sprouting from
its shoul ders."

The chief of staff growl ed. 'No one else said that. The police were
pani cked. Shooting straight into the | obby. One bullet mssed the receptioni st
by no nore than inches. Crashed into the paneling just above her head. They
were frightened nen, | tell you. They don't know what they saw. Wat was this
you were saying about an alien creature?

Daniels drewin a deep breath and took the plunge. 'A witness by the nane
of Lukas testified this afternoon at the bioengineering hearing. He'd dug up
some ol d record about two sinulated nen being processed a couple of centuries
ago. Clainmed he found the records in the Space Administration files...'

"Why those files? Wiy should a record of that sort...'

"Wait,' said Daniels. 'You haven't heard the half of it. These were
open-ended androids ...'



'Good Lord!' exclainmed Wnston. He stared glassily at Daniels. 'The old
werewol f principle! An organismthat could change, that could be anything at
all. There is that old nyth...'

"Apparently it wasn't a myth,' said Daniels, grimy. 'Two of the androids
wer e synthesi zed and sent out on survey and exploration ships."'

"And you think Blake is one of thenP"

"That's the thought | had. Lukas testified this afternoon that the two
went out. The records then are silent. No nmention of their comi ng back.'

"It just doesn't make good sense,' protested Wnston. 'Good Lord, nan, two
hundred years ago. If they made androids then, good, serviceable androids,
we'd be swarming with them now. You just don't make two of anything and then
drop the entire project.’

"You woul d,' said Daniels, "if those two didn't work. Let's say, just for
argunent, that not only the androids failed to return, but |ikew se the ships
that they were on. That they just blasted off into nothingness and there was
no further word of them Not only would no nore of the androids be nmade, but
the record of the failure would be buried deep inside the files. It wouldn't
be anything that Space Administration would want soneone di ggi ng out.'

"But they couldn't know the androids had anything to do with the
di sappearance of the ships. In the old days, and even now, there are ships
that don't conme back.'

Dani el s shook his head. 'One ship maybe. Anything could happen to a single
ship. But two ships with one thing in comon, each ship with an androi d aboard
- then it wouldn't take anyone long to figure the android night have been the
reason. O that the android set up a certain circunmstance...'

"I don't like it,' conplained the chief of staff. 'l don't like the snell
of it. | don't want to get tangled up with Space. They swing a | ot of weight
and they wouldn't like it if we tried to pin it on them And, anyhow, | don't

see how all this would tie up with Blake turning, as you seemto think, into a
wol f.'

"I told you once before,' said Daniels. "Not a wolf. Into an alien that
has the appearance of a wolf. Say the werewolf principle didn't work the way
it was thought it would. The android was intended to turn into an alien form
utilizing the data extracted froma captured alien, and to live as that alien
for a tinme. Then the alien data would be erased and the android would be a man
again, ready to be changed into sonething el se. But suppose...'

"I see,' said Wnston. 'Suppose it didn't work. Suppose the alien data
couldn't be erased. Suppose the android stayed both alien and human - two
creatures and either one it w shed.’

"That, sir,' said Daniels, '"is what | have been thinking. And there is
somet hing el se. W took an el ectro-encephal ogram of Bl ake and it showed up
somet hing strange. As if he had nore minds than one. Like shadows of other
m nds showing in the tracings.'

' Shadows? You nean nore than one extra m nd?'

"I don't know,' said Daniels. 'The indications were not pronounced.
Not hi ng that you could be sure of.'



W nston got up from behind the desk and paced up and down the fl oor
"I hope you're wong,' he said. 'l think you are. It's crazy.'

"It's one way,' Daniels told him stubbornly, 'that we can explain what
happened. '

"But one thing we don't explain. Blake was found frozen, in a capsule. No
sign of the ship. No other debris. How do we figure that one out?

"W don't,' said Daniels. 'There is no way that we can. W can't know what
happened. Wen you tal k about debris, you are presuning the ship was destroyed
and we don't know if that happened. Even if it had been, over a couple of
centuries the debris would have drifted apart, It night even have been in the
vicinity of the capsule and not been seen. In space, visibility is poor
Unl ess somet hing picks up light and reflects it, you wouldn't know that it was
there.'

"You think perhaps the crew got on to what had happened and grabbed Bl ake
and froze him then shot himout into space inside the capsul e? One way of
getting rid of hin? An unmessy way to do it?

"I wouldn't know, sir. There is no way that we can know. All we can do is
specul ate and there are too nany areas of speculation for us to be certain we
have concentrated on the right one. If the crew did what you said, getting rid
of Bl ake, then why didn't the ship come back? You explain one thing and then
you have another to explain and perhaps another and another. It would seem a
hopel ess task to ne.'

W nston stopped his pacing, cane back to the desk and sat down in the
chair. He reached out his hand for the comuni cat or

"What was the nanme of this man who testified?

"Lukas. Dr Lukas. | don't recall his first nane. It would be in the
papers. The swi tchboard operator nore than |ikely has one.'

"l suppose we'd better get the senators down here, too, if they can cone.
Horton - Chandler Horton. Wo is the other one?

' Sol omon St one. '’
"OK,' said Wnston. 'we'll see what they think of this. Them and Lukas.'
' Space, too, sir?

W nston shook his head. 'No. Not right at the noment. We'll need nore to
go on before we start tangling with Space.'

16

The den was snmall and close - a projecting | edge of rock with a space
eroded out beneath it. Above it the ground rose sharply, belowit the ground
fell steeply away. At the foot of the hill a stream of water ran raggedly over
a pebbly bed. On the slope, at the lip of the cave, the ground was littered
with tiny slabs of rock - the shards that through the years had been eroded



out of the face of the stone. The slabs shifted treacherously under Quester's
paws as he scranbled for the cave, but he managed to squeeze hinmself into it,
twi sting around until he could face outwards.

For the first tinme now he felt a nmeasure of safety, with his flanks and
back protected, but he knew that it was an illusory safety. The creatures of
this planet, even now, perhaps, were hunting himand it would not be I ong, he
was certain, before they'd be conbing through the area. Certainly he had been
seen by the netallic creature which had come charging after himwth its
how i ng windstormand its glaring eyes that shot out |light before it. He
shuddered as he recall ed how he had barely gained the shelter of the trees
just ahead of it. Another three I engths of his body to have gone and it would
have overrun him

He relaxed, willing his body to grow linp in every nuscle.

H s mind went out, checking, seeking, prying. There was life, nore life
than one woul d expect - an overcrowded planet, a place that swarmed with life.
Tiny resting life, unthinking, unintelligent, existing but doing little nore.
There were small intelligences that rustled, restless, alert, afraid - but
their intelligence so thin and barren that they were little nore than aware of
life and the dangers that mght threaten it. One thing ran, seeking, hunting,
with the red streak of killing pulsating in its mnd, vicious and terrible and
a very hungry thing. Three life fornms were huddled in one place, sone safe and
hi dden place, for their ninds were snug and snug and warm And others - nany,
many others. Life and sone of the life with intelligence. But nowhere the
sharp, bright, terrifying sense of the things that lived in the above-ground
caves.

A messy pl anet, thought Quester, untidy and unneat, with too rmuch life and
wat er and too nmuch vegetation, its air too thick and heavy and its climate far
too hot. A place that gave one no rest at all, no sense of security, the sort
of place where one nust sense and watch and listen, and fear that, even so, an
undet ect ed danger m ght cone slipping through the net and fasten on one's
throat. The trees were npani ng gently and he wondered, as he listened to them
if it were the trees thenselves, or if the npaning cane fromthe nmoving
at nosphere that was bl owi ng through them

And as he lay there wondering, he knew that it was the friction of the
wi nd agai nst the substance of the trees and the rustling of the | eaves, the
groani ng of the branches, that the trees thensel ves had no way to nake a
sound, that the trees and all the other vegetation upon this planet, which was
called the Earth, were alive, but with no intelligence and no perceptive
senses. And that the caves were buildings and that the humans were not triba
nmenbers, but forned sexual units which were known as famlies, and that a
building in which a famly lived was called a hone.

The information bore down upon himlike a tidal wave that curled above him
and overwhel ned himin a monment of blind panic and he came battling out of it
and the tidal wave was gone. But in his mnd, he knew, lay all the know edge
of the planet, every shred of information which lay in the m nd of Changer

-1 amsorry, Changer said. There was no tine for you to absorb it slowy
and decently and get acquainted with it and try to classify it. | gave it all
at once. Now you have it all to use.

Tentatively, Quester took a quick survey of it and shuddered at the
tangled pile it was.

-Much of it is out of date, said Changer. There are many things that |



don't know. You have this planet as | knew it two hundred years ago, plus what
| picked up since | returned to it. | would inpress upon you that the data are
not complete and sone of it may now be worthl ess.

Quester crouched cl ose against the rock floor of the den, still probing
out into the darkness of the woods, straightening and strengthening the
detection net that he had laid out in all directions.

A sense of desol ation swept through him Honesickness for the planet of
drifted snow and sand - and no way to get back. Perhaps never to get back
Here in this tangled place of too much life and too much danger and not
knowi ng where to turn, not know ng what to do. Hunted by the dom nant
creatures of the planet, creatures that he now knew were nore horrible than he
had t hought they were. Cunning and ruthless and illogical, weighed down by
fears and hatreds, obeying the murderous drive of a species on the make.

- Changer, he asked, what of ny other body? The one | inhabited before you
humans came. You caught that body, | renmenber. What did you do with it?

-Not I! | didn't catch it. | did nothing with it.

-Don't try your human legalistic tricks on me. Don't take refuge in
semantics. Not you al one, perhaps, Not you personally, but..

-Quester, Thinker said, don't take that tone of thought. The three of us
are caught in a single trap - if it is atrap. I"'minclined to believe it may
not be a trap, but a unique situation which will work to our advantage. W
share one body and our mnds are closer than any ninds have ever been before.
And we must not quarrel; we nmust not have differences, for we can't afford
them We nust work together always. W nust harnoni ze ourselves. If there are
di fferences, we, nmust work themout inmediately, we must not let themfester

-That, said Quester, is exactly what |I'mdoing. There is a thing that
bot hers ne. What happened to that first ne?

-That first body, Changer told him was biologically scanned. It was taken
apart, al nost nol ecul e by nol ecul e, and anal ysed. There was no way in which it
coul d be re-assenbl ed.

-You nurdered nme, you nean.

-If you want to call it that.

-And Thi nker, too?

- Thi nker, too. Thinker was the first.

- Thi nker, Quester asked, do you not resent this?

-\What good woul d resentnent acconplish?

-That is no answer and you know it.

-l can't be sure, said Thinker. | would have to cogitate it. One nust, of
course, resent any violence done him But | would be inclined to consider what
has happened as a transfiguration rather than a violence. If this had not
occurred to ne | could never have existed in your body or touched your m nd
Al the data that you gathered fromthe stars would have been lost to ne and

lost nost pitifully, for 1'd never have known of it. And you, in turn, if it
had not been for what the humans did, never would have guessed the



significance of the pictures that you garnered fromthe stars. You sinply
woul d have gone on garnering them and enjoying them and perhaps not even
wondered at themand | can conceive of nothing nore tragic than that, to be on
t he edge of nystery and not even wonder at it.

-1 amnot so sure, said Quester, that | would prefer the nystery and forgo
t he wonder.

-But don't you see the beauty of it? Thinker asked. Here the three of us,
all of us nost different. Three types nost distinctive. You, Quester, the
roughneck and the bandit, Changer the cunning schener, and I..

-And you, said Quester, the all-w se, the far-seeing..

-1 was about to say, said Thinker, the funbler after truth.

-If it will make either of you feel better, Changer told them 1'l]
apol ogi ze for the human race. In many ways | |like themno better than you do.

- For good reason, Thinker said. For you are not hunman. You are sonething
made by humans, you are an agent of the humans.

-And yet, said Changer, one nust be sonmething. |'d rather be a human than
not anything at all. One cannot stand al one.

-You will not be alone, said Thinker. The two of us are with you.

-Still, said Changer stubbornly, | insist on being hunman.

-1 cannot understand, said Thinker

-Perhaps | can, said Quester. Back there in the hospital | felt sonething
| had not felt before, sonmething that no quester has felt for a long, long
time. The pride of race, and, furthernore, a pride in the racial fighting
spirit that was tucked away sonewhere deep inside of me and that | had not
known was there. | suspect, Changer, that ny race, in the time of |ong ago,
was as much upon the prod as your race is today. And it is a prideful thing to
be of such a race. It gives you strength and stature and a great deal of
self-respect. It is sonething that Thinker and his kind perhaps could never
feel.

-My pride, if | had any, Thinker said, would be of a different kind and
arise fromdifferent nmotives. But | will not foreclose there being many kinds
of pride.

Quester jerked his attention to the hillside and the woods, alerted by a
whi ff of danger that had cone snaking along the detection net that he had laid
out .

-Quiet! he told the other two.

Faint, far off, he caught the indications and zeroed in on them There
were three of them three humans, and in a little time nore than three of them
- a long line of them advanci ng cautiously, searching through the woods. And
there could be, he knew, only one thing that they sought.

He caught the faint edges of their nind-waves and they were afraid, but
they were also angry and filled with a hate-tinged |oathing. But, as well as
this fear and hatred, there was the sense of hunt, the strange, wld
excitement that drove themon to find and kill the thing that was the cause of



fear.

Quester bunched his body and half rose to dart out of the den. For there
was, he thought, only one way to el ude these humans - to run and run and run

-Wait, said Thinker
-They will be on top of us.

-Not for a time. They are noving slowy. There nay be a better way. W
cannot run for ever. W have nande one m stake. W shoul d not nake anot her

-VWhat m st ake?

-We shoul d not have changed to you. W shoul d have stayed as Changer. It
was blind panic that forced us to make the change.

-But we had no knowl edge. W saw danger and reacted. W were being
t hr eat ened. . .

-1 could have bluffed it out, said Changer. But this way may have been the
best at that. They had suspicions of ne. They woul d have put ne under
observation. They night have | ocked ne up. This way, at least, we're free.

-But not for long, said Thinker, if we keep on running. There are too many
of them- too many on the planet. W can't hide fromall of them W can't
dodge themall. Mathematically we have so little chance that it is no chance
at all.

-You have sonething in your mnd? asked Quester

-Why don't we change to me. | can be a lunp, a nothing, sonething in this
cave. A rock, perhaps. Wen they look into it they will see nothing strange.

-A mnute, there, said Changer. Your idea is all right, but there nmay be
pr obl ens.

- Probl ens?

-You should have it figured out by now Not problens, but a problem The
climate of this planet. It is too warmfor Quester. It will be far too cold
for you.

-Cold is lack of heat?

-That's right.

-Lack of energy?

-Correct.

-It takes a little tinme to get all the term nol ogy sorted out, said
Thinker. It has to be catal ogued, soaked into the mnd. But | can stand sone

cold. For the commpn cause | can stand a | ot of cold.

-lIt's not just a matter of standing it. O course, you can do that. But
you require great anounts of energy.

-When | fornmed that tinme in the house..



-You had the energy supply of the house to draw on. Here there is nothing
but the heat stored in the atnosphere. And now that the sun is down, that is
steadily becoming less and less. You'll have to operate on the energy that the
body has. You can't draw on outside sources.

-1 see, said Thinker. But | can forma shape to conserve what energy there
is. | can hug it to me. If the change is made, | have all the energy that is
in the body?

-1 would think you woul d have. The change itself perhaps requires sone
ener gy exchange, but | suspect not very nuch.

- How do you feel, Quester?

-Hot, said Quester.

-1 don't nmean that. You aren't tired, are you? No | ack of energy?

-1 feel all right, said Quester

-W wait, said Thinker, until they are al nost here. Then we change to ne
and | ama nothing or alnost a nothing. Just a shapel ess |unp. Best way woul d
be for nme to spread nyself all around the cave, a lining for the cave. But
that way |'d | ose too rmuch energy.

-They may not see the cave, said Changer. They nay pass it by.

-W can't take chances, Thinker said. I'll be me no | onger than we have
to. We must change back as soon as they are past. If what you say is true.

-Calculate it for yourself, invited Changer. You have the data that | gave
you. You know as much physics, as nmuch chemi stry as | do.

- The data, perhaps, Changer. But not the habit of mnd to employ it. Not
your way of thought. Not your ability at mathematics, not your swift grasp of
uni versal principles.

-But you are our thinker.

-1 think anot her way.

-Stop this jabbering, Quester said, inpatiently. Let's get set what we are
to do. Once they're past, we change back to ne.

-No, said Changer. Back to ne.
-But you haven't any cl ot hes.
-Qut here it doesn't matter

-Your feet. You need shoes. There are rocks and sticks. And your eyes are
no good in the dark

-They are al nost here, warned Thi nker

-That is right, said Quester. They are coming down the hill.
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It was fifteen minutes until her favourite dimensino progranmme cane on
El ai ne Horton had | ooked forward to it all day, for Washi ngton was boring.
Al ready she was | ooking forward to the time when she could return to the old
stone house in the Virginia hills.

She sat down and picked up a magazine and was idly flipping through its
pages when the senator cane in.

"What did you do all day?' he asked.
"Part of the tine | watched the hearing.'
' Good show?'

"Fairly interesting. What | can't understand is why you bothered to dig up
that stuff fromtwo hundred years ago.'

He chuckled. 'Well, partly, | suppose, to shake up Stone. | couldn't see
his face. | would guess his eyeballs m ght have popped.'

"Mostly,' she said, 'he sinply sat there glaring. | suppose that you were
provi ng that bioengineering is not so new a thing as nany peopl e think.'

He sat down in a chair and picked up a paper, glanced at the glaring
headl i nes.

"That,' he said, 'and that it can be done - that it, in fact, was being
done, and rather skilfully, two centuries ago. And that we were scared out
once, but shouldn't be again. Think of all the tinme we've lost - two hundred
years of tine. | have other w tnesses who will point that out, rather
forcefully.'

He shook out the paper and settled down to read.

"Your nother get away all right? he asked.

"Yes, she did. The plane left a little before noon.'

"Rome this time, isn't it. Was it filnms or poetry or what?

"Films this time. Sone old prints someone found fromthe end of the
twentieth century, | believe.'

The senator sighed. 'Your mother,' he told her, '"is an intelligent woman.
She appreciates such things; I'mafraid | don't. She was tal king about taking
you along with her. It mght have been interesting if you had cared to go.'

"You know it woul dn't have been interesting,' she said. 'You are an old
fraud. You make noises as if you admred these things that Mther |ikes, but
you don't care a lick.'

"I guess you're right,' he agreed. 'Wat's on dinmensino? Could |I squeeze
in the booth with you?

"There is plenty of roomand you know it. And you would be very wel cone.
I"'mwaiting for Horatio Alger. It will be on in another ten minutes or so.'



"Horatio Alger - what is that?

"I guess you'd call it a serial. It goes on and on. Horatio Alger is the
man who wote it. He wote a | ot of books, back in the early part of the
twentieth century, maybe before that. The critics then thought they were
trashy books and | suppose they were. But a lot of people read them and that
apparently meant that they had some sort of human appeal. They told all about
how a poor boy makes good against terrific odds.'

"It sounds sort of corny to nme,' said the senator

"l suppose it does. But the producers and the witers have taken those
trashy stories and turned theminto social docunents, with a good bit of
satire laced into the story. And they have done a marvell ous job of recreating
t he background, the nost of it | suppose is the late nineteenth century and
the early twentieth. And not just the physical background, but the noral and
soci al background. It was a barbarous age, you know. There are human
situations in it that make your blood run cold...’

The phone beeped at them and the vision panel blinked. The senator hoisted
hinself fromthe chair and crossed the room

El ai ne settled nore confortably in her chair. Five mnutes nore to go
before the programme would cone on. And it would be nice to have the senator
join her in watching. She hoped that nothing happened to prevent himjoining
her. Like that phone call, for instance. She flipped the pages of the
magazi ne. Back of her she heard the nmunbl ed voi ces of the conversation

The senat or cane back.
"I'"ll have to go out for a while,' he said.
"You'l | mss Horatio.'

He shook his head. '"I'lIl catch it sonme other tinme. That was Ed W nston,
down at St Barnabas'.

' The hospital. Anything wong?

"No one hurt. No one ill. If that is what you mean. But Wnston seened
upset. Said he had to see ne. Wuldn't tell me what was going on.'

"You won't stay out too long. Get back early if you can. Wth these
heari ngs, you need sl eep.'

"I'l1l do ny best.' he said.

She went to the front door with him helped himwth his cloak, then cane
back into the Iiving-room

The hospital, she thought. She didn't like the sound of it. Wat could the
senat or possibly have to do with a hospital ? Hospitals nade her edgy. She had
gone to that very hospital just this afternoon and she hadn't wanted to, but
she was gl ad she had. That poor guy, she thought, is really in a jam Not
knowi ng who he is, not knowi ng what he is.

She went into the dinensino booth and sat down in a chair, the curving
screen, glinting in front of her and on either side. She pressed the buttons
and turned the dial and the screen began its prelimnary flicker



Strange, she thought, how her nother could get excited about an ancient
piece of film- an old flat, two-dinensional entertai nment nedi umthat nost
peopl e had forgotten ever had existed. And the worst of it, she thought wyly,
was that people who professed to see sonething of great value in the old-tine
things al so professed a great contenpt for nodern entertai nment as devoid of
all art. In a few hundred years, perhaps, when new entertai nnent nedi unms had
evol ved, the old dinensino would be redi scovered as an ancient art that had
not been properly appreciated at the time it flourished.

The screen quit its flickering and she seened to stand in a downt own
street.
A voice said: '...no one yet can give an explanation of what happened here
| ess than an hour ago. There are conflicting reports and no two stories
absol utely check. The hospital is beginning to cal mdown now, but for a tine
t here was pandemonium There are reports that one of the patients is m ssing,
but the reports can't be confirmed. Mst accounts agree that some aninmal, sone
say it was a wolf, went raging through the corridors, attacking everyone who
stood inits way. One story is that the wolf, if wolf it was, had arns that
sprouted fromits shoul ders. The police, when they arrived, fired at
somet hing, spraying the reception roomw th bullets...’

El ai ne caught her breath. St Barnabas! This was St. Barnabas. She had gone
there to see Andrew Bl ake and her father now was on his way there - and what
was goi ng on?

She half rose from her chair, then sat down again. There was nothing she
could do or should do. The senator would be able to | ook out for hinself; he
al ways had. And whatever had been in the hospital now was gone, or apparently
it was. If she waited just a little while, she'd see her father get out of the
car and wal k up the stairs.

She stood and shivered in the chill wi nd that was sweepi ng down the
street.
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The footsteps sounded near, slipping and sliding on the shards of stone
that lay outside the cave mouth. A beam of |ight speared into the cave

Thi nker pulled hinself tighter and denser and reduced his field. The field
m ght betray him he knew, but he could not reduce it much farther, even so,
for it was a part of himand he could not exist without it. Especially not
here, not at this nonment, with the chill of the atnmosphere sucking hungrily at
hi s energy.

We nust be ourselves, he thought. |, nyself, and Quester quester's self
and Changer changer's self. W cannot be nore or less than we are and we
cannot change except through the process of |ong, slow evolution, but in the
mllennia to conme mght it not be possible that the three would neld as one,
that there would not be three separate mnds, but one mnd only? And that mi nd
woul d have emotion, which | do not have, which | can recogni ze, but cannot
understand, and the hard, cold, inmpersonal logic which is mne, but not ny
conpani ons', and the keen sharp sensitivity which is Quester's, but is neither
m ne nor Changer's. Blind chance al one that put the three of us together, that
put our nminds inside a mass of matter which can be nmade a body - what were the



odds that such a happening could have come about? Blind chance or destiny?
VWhat was destiny? Was there destiny? Could there be sone great, overriding

uni versal plan and was this happeni ng which had put the three of themtogether
one part of that plan, a necessary step before the plan could reach that
renote concl usion towards which it always noved?

The human was crawling cl oser, the | oose rock sliding underneath his feet,
his hands clawing at the ground to hold hinself against the downhill pull of
gravity, the lighted flashlight in one fist bobbing and bouncing so that it
threw an erratic arch of light.

He got one el bow over the lip of the cave and hoi sted hinself upward so
that his head was | evel with the opening.

He gasped and yel l ed.

'Hey, Bob, this cave has a funny snell. There's been sonething in here.
Just a while ago.'

Thi nker expanded his field, pushing it outwards violently. It hit the man
like a plunging fist. It knocked his el bow | oose fromthe lip of rock and
hurl ed hi m outwards and away. He twi sted and pl unged downwards. He screaned
once, a shriek of terror pushed out of his lungs. Then his body thunped and
slid. Thinker could sense its sliding, taking with it rocks that bounced and
clicked, trash wood that slithered and rattled. The slithering and the
clicking stopped and fromthe sl ope bel ow cane the sound of splashing.

Thrashi ng bodi es went plungi ng down the slope, |ights bobbing back and
forth, sweeping across brush and shiny tree trunks.

Voi ces cried out:

' Bob, sonet hi ng happened to Harry!'

"Yeah, | heard himyell."’

"He's down there in the creek. |I heard himhit the water.'

The plungi ng bodi es kept on goi ng past, going down the hill in braking
rushes. Half a dozen |ights bobbed madly at the bottom of the slope and
several of the humans were wading in the stream Fromfarther off cane other
shout s.

Sonething stirred questioningly inside Thinker's mind

-Yes, he asked, what is it?

-What do we do now? growl ed Quester. You heard what he yelled. They're al
excited now, but one of themw || renenber. There'll be sone of them com ng up
here. They may start shooting at us.

-1 agree, said Changer. They'll investigate. The man who fell...

-Fell! said Thinker, witheringly. | pushed him

-Al'l right, then. The man you pushed ti pped them of f.

He snelled Quester, maybe.

-1 don't stink, said Quester



-That's ridicul ous, said Thinker. | would suspect all three of us have
di stinctive body odours. Your body formwas there | ong enough to contam nate
the cave.

-1t m ght have been your body odour, said Quester. Don't forget..

-Cut it out, said Changer, sharply. The question isn't which one of us he
snelled. It is what do we do now. Thinker, can you change into sonething thin
and flat, a shape that will give no profile, and creep out of here and up the
hill?

-1 doubt it. The planet's far too cold. I'mlosing energy too fast. If |
extended ny body surface I'd lose it that nuch faster

-That's a problem we have to face, said Quester. The problem of retaining
sufficient energy. Changer will have to eat for us. He'll have to supply the
energy, ingesting in his own body formthe foods that are available. And
staying in his body's formlong enough for the food to be digested. There are
few energy sources for Thinker and probably no food that | could eat and that
nmy bodily apparatus would be able to handle. |I would suspect..

-This all is true, said Changer. But let's consider it some other tine.
For the nonment, let's go back to our present problem Can you take over,
Quester? They'd spot ne. My body woul d show up white.

-Certainly | can, said Quester

-Good. Crawl out of the cave and up the hill. Go easily, go quietly. But
as swiftly as you can. W've got the searching party all together and if they
don't hear you, it's unlikely we'll run into any of them

-Over the hill, asked Quester, and then what?

-Up on one of the drives, said Changer, we should find a public tel ephone.
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"I'f what you believe is true," Chandler Horton said, 'then we nust | ose no
time in contacting Bl ake.'

"What makes you think it's Blake any | onger?' asked the chief of staff.
"It wasn't Bl ake that ran off fromthis hospital. If Daniels is right, it was
an alien creature.'

'But Bl ake was there, too,' protested Horton. 'It might have been in an
alien's body, but it could change back to Bl ake."'

Senat or Stone, hunched up in the big chair, sneered at Horton. 'If you
want to know what | think,' he said, '"this all is poppycock."'

"W are interested in your thoughts, of course,' said Horton. 'But | do
wi sh, Sol omon, that for once your thinking could be a bit constructive.'

"What is there to be constructive about?' yelled Stone. 'This is sonme sort
of childish, put-up job. | haven't got it figured out yet, but |I know that is



what it is. And I'lIl wager you're at the bottomof it, Chandler. You're always
up to tricks. You' ve got this deal rigged up to prove sonething, nore than
likely, but so far I don't quite see what it is. | knew there was sonething
goi ng on when you got this Lukas joker to testify.

"Dr Lukas, if you don't mnd, senator,' said Horton
"Well, all right then, Dr Lukas. What does he know about it?
"Let's find out,' said Horton. 'Dr Lukas, what do you know about it?

Lukas grinned drily. 'As to what happened in this hospital, not a thing at
all. As to whether it could happen as Dr Daniels believes it could - why,
must agree with him'

"But it's supposition,' Stone pointed out. 'Nothing but supposition. Dr
Daniels got it figured out. Fine! Good! Bully for him He's got a good
i magi nati on. But it doesn't mean that what he thinks is actually what
happened.'

"I must point out to you,' said the chief of staff, 'that Bl ake was Dr

Dani el s' patient.'’

"Whi ch neans you believe what he thinks?

"Not necessarily. | don't know what to think. But if anyone is entitled to
any opinion, it is Daniels here.'

"Now let's all calmdown a bit,' suggested Horton, 'and take a | ook at

what we have. | scarcely think it's necessary to dignify the senator's charges
that this is a put-up job with any sort of answer, but | think we nust al
agree that something nost unusual did happen here tonight. | also doubt that

the decision by Dr Wnston to call us all together was one that was lightly
made. He now says he can formno solid opinion, but certainly he nmust have
felt there was sone reason for concern.'’

"I still think there is,' said the chief of staff.
"l understand the wolf, or whatever it was...'

Sol onon St one gave an expl osive snort.

Horton stared at himicily. 'O whatever it was,' he continued, 'ran

across the street into the park and the police gave chase.'

"That's right,' said Daniels. 'They're out there now, trying to hunt it
down. Some damm fool of a notorist caught it in his headlights when it crossed
the road and tried to run it down.'

"Don't you see,' said Horton, '"that this is the sort of thing we have to
stop. Everyone around here apparently went off half-cocked...'

"You must understand,’' explained the chief of staff. "that it all was
fairly frantic No one was thinking straight.’

"If Blake is what Daniels thinks he is,' said Horton, 'we have to get him
back. We lost two centuries of progress in human bi oengi neeri ng because it was
bel i eved the Space Admi nistration project failed and because of that the
project was hushed up. Hushed up so effectively, | might point out, that it
was forgotten. Al that remained of it was a nyth and | egend. But now it



appears that it didn't fail. W may have evidence of its success out there in
t he woods right now'

"Ch, it failed, all right,' said Lukas. 'It didn't work the way that Space
had meant it to. | think Daniels has the right hunch. Once the characteristics
of an alien were fed into the android, they couldn't be erased. They becane a
per manent feature of the android itself. He becane two creatures - the human
and an alien. In everything. In bodily characteristics and in nental setup.'

"This nmental situation, sir,' asked the chief of staff. 'Wuld the
android' s nentality have been synthetic? By that | mean a carefully worked-out
mentality that was synthesized and fed into it.'

Lukas shook his head. 'l would doubt that, doctor. It would have been a
crude method, a rather silly way to go about it. The records, or at |east the
ones |'ve seen, make no nmention of it, but | would presume that the pattern of
an actual human mind was inpressed upon its brain. Even then they woul d have
had the technique for it. The m nd banks were created how | ong ago?

"A bit over three hundred years ago,' said Horton

' Then they woul d have had the technique for such a transfer. And this
busi ness of building up a synthetic mnd would be difficult today, |et alone
two hundred years ago. Even now | would doubt that we'd know all the
ingredients to provide a balanced m nd - one that would be human. There is so
much that goes to nake a human mind. W could synthesize a nmind - yes, |
suppose we could - but a strange one, giving rise to strange actions, strange
enotions, not entirely human, something | ess than human, perhaps sonet hi ng
nore than human.'

"So you think,' said Horton, 'that Blake carries around in his brain the
duplication of the mnd of a man who lived at the tine he was fabricated.'

"I would be al nost positive of it,' said Lukas.
"So would I," said the chief of staff.

"So then,' said Horton, '"he really is a human - or, at |least, he has a
human mi nd?'

'l see no other way,' said Lukas, 'in which they could have provided hima
m nd. "'

"It's all poppycock,' said Senator Stone. 'I|'ve never heard so nuch damm
foolishness in all nmy born days.'

No one paid attention to him

The chief of staff |ooked at Horton. 'You believe it's vital that we get
Bl ake back?'

"I do,' said Horton. 'Before the police kill himor it or whatever body he
may be occupying. Before they drive himinto so deep a hole to hide that it
will take nonths to find him if we ever do.'

"I agree,' said Lukas. 'Think of all he'd have to tell us. Think of what
we could learn by a study of him If the Earth expects to enbark on a
programre of human engi neering, either now or at sone future tinme, what we
could learn from Bl ake woul d be inval uable.’



The chief of staff shook his head, bew | dered. 'But Bl ake's a speci al
case. An open-ended specinen. As | understand it, the proposed bi oengi neering
programre did not envision such a creature.'

"Doctor,' said Lukas, 'what you say is true, but any kind of android, any
ki nd of organized synthetic...'

"You gentlenmen are wasting your tine,' said Stone. 'There isn't going to
be a human bi oengi neering progranmme. | and sone of my coll eagues are about to
see to that.'

' Sol omon, ' said Horton, patiently, 'let's you and | worry about the
politics of the issue later. Ri ght now we have a frightened man out there in
t he woods and we have to find some way to | et himknow we don't mean hi many
harm'

" And how do you propose doi ng that?

"Way, it seens sinple to me. Call off the hunt, then rel ease the news.
Have the newspapers and the electronic nedia in and...'

"You think a wolf will read a newspaper or watch di mensi no?'
'"He wouldn't stay a wolf, nost likely,' Daniels said. '|I have a hunch that
as soon as possible, he'll turn back into a man. For one thing, an alien

creature mght find this planet confusing and unconfortable.'’
"CGentlenen,' said the chief of staff. 'Please, gentlenen.'
They all turned to | ook at him

"W can't do that,' he said. 'Such a story would make the hospital appear
ridiculous. It would be bad enough in any instance, but the werewol f
connotations! Can't you see the headlines? Can't you see the holiday the Press
woul d have at our expense?

"But if we were right?' asked Daniels.

"That's the point. W can't know that we are right. W mght have all the
reason in the world to believe that we were right, but that still wouldn't be
enough. On a thing like this, we nmust be dead certain and we can't be that.'

' Then you refuse to |l et such an announcenent be nade?

"So far as the hospital is concerned, | can't. If Space would give
clearance to it, then | would agree. But | can't, not on ny own. Even if |
were right, Space would be down on ne like a ton of bricks. They'd raise holy
hell ...'

'Even after two hundred years?

'"Even after that long a tine. Can't you see that if Blake is what we think
he is, he belongs to Space? It's up to them He is their baby, not mne. He is
somet hing that they started and...'

Stone's chuckl e runbl ed t hrough the room

"Don't pay any attention to him Chandler. Go ahead and tell the newspaper

boys yourself. Go on and break the story. Show us you have sone guts. Foll ow
your convictions. | just hope you do.'



"I just bet you do,' said Horton

"I'f you do,' said Stone, 'l warn you, friend. One public word fromyou and
["1'l blow you so far out of the water it'll take you two weeks to come down.'

20

The steady beeping of the phone finally beat its way into the
i I'lusion-world bounded by dinmensino. Elaine Horton roused hersel f, cane out of
the booth in which she had been sitting with the shadowworld of ancient days
goi ng on about her.

The phone kept up its beeping, the vision panel flashing in inpatient
pul ses. She made her way to it and switched it to receive. A face | ooked out
at her, faintly lighted by a defective light bulb in the ceiling of a public
phone boot h.

" Andrew Bl ake?' she cried, surprised.

"Yes, it's ne. You see...'

"I's there sonething wong? The senator was called down to the...'

'l seemto be in a bit of trouble,' Blake told her. 'You probably heard
what happened.’

"At the hospital, you nmean. | watched it for a while, but there wasn't
much to see. Sonething about a wolf and they said one of the patients seens to
have di sappeared. ..’

She drew her breath in sharply. 'One of the patients di sappeared! D d they
mean you, Andrew?'

"I"'mafraid they did. And | need some help. And you're the only one
know, the only one that | could ask...'

"What ki nd of hel p?' she asked.
'l need some clothes,' he told her

"You mean you left the hospital w thout any clothes? And it's cold out
there. ..’

"It's along story,' he said. 'If you don't want to help me, go ahead, say
so. | will understand. | don't want you to get involved, but I amslowy
freezing and | amon the lam..

"You nmean you're running away fromthe hospital ?'

"You could call it that.'

"What ki nd of clothes?

"Any kind at all. | haven't got a stitch.'



She hesitated for a noment. Maybe she should ask the senator. But the
senator wasn't hone. He hadn't returned fromthe hospital and there was no
telling when he woul d.

VWen she spoke again, she made her voice calmand hard. 'Let me get this
straight. You were the one who di sappeared fromthe hospital, and w thout your

cl othes. And you say you aren't going back. You're on the lam you say. You
mean someone's hunting you?

"For a while,' he said, '"the police were after ne.
"But they aren't now?

"No. Not for the moment. W gave themthe slip.’
CVe?

"I misspoke. | nean | got away fromthem'

She took a deep breath, conmitting herself. '\Were are you?

"I"mnot absolutely sure. The city's changed since | knewit. | figure I'm
out at the south end of the old Taft bridge.'

"Stay there,' she said. 'Watch for nmy car. 1'Il slow down and be | ooki ng
for you.'

' Thanks. ..’

"Just a monent. Sonething occurred to nme. You're calling froma public
boot h?

"That's right.'

"You need a coin to operate that kind of phone. Wthout any clothes, where
did you get that coin?

A sour grin split his face. 'The coins drop into little boxes. |I'mafraid
| used a stone.'

' You broke open the box to get a coin to use the phone?

"Just a natural crimnal,' he said.

"I see. You'd better give ne the nunber of the phone and stick close to it
so | can call you if |I can't find you - if you aren't where you think you

are.'

"Just a monent.' He | ooked at the plate above the phone and read off the
nunber. She found a pencil and copi ed the nunber on a newspaper nargin.

"You realize,' she said, 'you're taking a chance on ne. |'ve got you
nailed to that phone and the number can be traced.’

He made awy face. 'l realize that. But |1've got to take the chance.
You're the only one | have.'
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-This woman? Quester asked. She's a female, is she not?
-Yes, said Changer. Very much a fenmale. Beautiful, 1'd say.

-1 grasp faintly at the connotation, Thinker said. The concept's newto
me. A female is a being to whom one can denonstrate affection? The attraction
| take it, nust be a mutual one. A fermale you can trust?

-Sonetines, said Changer. It depends on many things.

-1 do not understand your attitude towards fenmales, Quester grunbled. They
are no nore than continuators of the race. In the proper time and season..

-Your system Thinker said, is inefficient and disgusting. If the need
arises, | ammy own continuator. The present question seens to be not the
soci al or biological inportance of this female, but is she someone we can
trust?

-1 don't know, said Changer. | think so. |'ve made a bet we can

He crouched behind a clunp of bushes, shivering. H's teeth had a tendency
to chatter. The wind, blowing fromthe north, had a touch of frost init. He
shifted his feet under himcautiously, trying to ease their soreness. He had
stubbed his toes running in the dark and he'd stepped on somrething sharp and
now his feet conpl ai ned.

Qut in the front of himstood the phone booth, the sign above it gl ow ng
dimMy. Beyond the booth ran the street, practically deserted. Once in a while
a ground car went thrumng along it, but always travelling fast. The bridge
boomed hollowy as the cars passed over it.

Bl ake hunkered cl oser behind the bushes. Christ, he thought, what a
situation! Squatting out here, naked and half frozen, waiting for a girl he'd
seen only twice to bring himclothes and not entirely sure she woul d.

He grimaced, renmenbering the phone call. He had been conpelled to crank up
his courage to make it and he woul d not have bl aned her if she'd not |istened
to him But she had |istened. Frightened, naturally, and perhaps sonmewhat
suspi ci ous, but who wouldn't be? A total stranger calling with a silly, if not
enbarrassi ng pl ea for help.

He had made no claimon her. He knew that. And to nake it even nore
ridiculous, this was the second tine he'd been forced to call upon the
senator's household for clothing to get himhone. Although this time, he'd not
be going home. The police would be watching and they'd nail himbefore he
coul d get cl ose.

He shivered and wrapped his arms about hinself, in a futile attenpt to
conserve his body heat. From above him came a purring noise and he gl anced
qui ckly up. A house cane slanting across the trees, losing altitude, perhaps
headi ng for one of the downtown parking lots. Light shone fromits w ndows and
t he sound of laughter and of nmusic came to him There were carefree, happy
peopl e up there while he crouched, shivering in the cold.

He watched the house until it di sappeared, dropping east and | ower.

And what did he do now? What did the three of them do now? Once he got the



cl ot hes, what woul d be his next nove?

From what El ai ne had said, he apparently was not as yet publicly
identified as the nman who had fled the hospital. But within hours the story
woul d be out. Then his face would be staring fromevery printed page and woul d
be on di nensino. In such a case he could not hope to escape being recognized.
Ei t her Thi nker or Quester could take over the body, of course, and then
there'd be no face to recognize, but either one of themwould have to stay
even nmore strictly out of sight than he. The climte was against them- too
cold for Thinker and too hot for Quester, and there was the further
conplication that it was up to himto absorb and store up the energy that
mai nt ai ned and powered the body. There might be food that Quester could
handl e, but to determine it, research and testing would be needed. There were
pl aces, close to power sources, where Thinker could suck in energy, but they'd
be hard to find and still stay undetected.

Wuld it be safe, he wondered, to try to contact Dani el s? Thi nki ng about
it, he decided that it would be nost unsafe.

He knew t he answer he would get - return to the hospital. And the hospita
was a trap. There he would be subjected to endless interview and further
medi cal probing and, perhaps, a psychiatric treatment. He would not be in
charge of hinself. He would be politely guarded. He'd be a prisoner. And while
man m ght have fabricated him he fiercely told hinself, he was not owned by
man. He nust remain hinself.

And what about that self? Not nan al one, of course, but man and two ot her
creatures. Even if he wi shed, he never could escape those other ninds that,
with him held joint ownership to this mass of matter which did service as
their bodies. Now that he thought about it, he knew he did not wish to escape
those m nds. They were close to him closer than anything el se had ever been
or could be. They were friends - well, perhaps not exactly friends, but
col l aborators existing in the common bonds of a single flesh. And even if they
had not been friends and coll aborators, there was yet another consideration he
could not ignore. It had been through his agency that they were in this ness
and, in light of that, he had no course but to stick with themto the end.

Wul d she conme, he wondered, or would she turn her information over to the
police or hospital? He could not bring hinself to blane her, he told hinself,
if she did turn himin. How could she know that he was not nildly mad, or
perhaps nore nmad than mldly? She m ght very well believe that she woul d be
acting in his interest if she infornmed upon him

Any nmonent now a police cruiser mght cone shrieking up and di sgorge a
freight of cops.

-Quester, Changer said, we may be in trouble. It's taking her too |ong.

-There are other ways, said Quester. If she fails us, we will find other
ways.

-If the police show up, said Changer, we'll have to shift to you. 1'd
never be able to outrun them | can't see too well in the dark and ny feet are
sore and. ..

-Any tine you say, said Quester. I'll be ready. Just give ne the word

Down in the wooded vall ey a raccoon whi ckered. Bl ake shivered. Ten nore
m nutes, he thought. I'll give her ten nore mnutes. |If she doesn't show by
that time, we'll get out of here. And he wondered how he was to know, without



a watch, when ten m nutes had gone past.

He crouched, mi serable and shaken, lonely. An alien thing, he thought.
Alien in a world of creatures of which he bore the shape. Was there any pl ace,
he asked hinmself, not only on this planet, but in the universe, for hin? |I'm
human, he'd told Thinker; | insist on being human, he'd told Thinker; 1 insist
on bei ng human. But by what right did he insist?

- St eady, boy, said Quester. Steady. Steady. Steady.

Time wore on. The raccoon was silent. A bird twittered sonewhere in the
woods, wakened and di sturbed by what prow i ng danger or what inagined threat?

A car cane cruising slowmy up the strip of paving. It pulled up to the
curb opposite the phone booth. The horn bl eated softly.

Bl ake rose from behind his bush and waved his arm

'Over here,' he yelled.

The door of the car cane open and El ai ne stepped out. In the faint |ight
of the weak bulb of the booth, he recogni zed her - the small oval of her face,

t he dark beauty of her hair. She carried a bundle in her hand.

She wal ked past the phone booth and noved towards the bush. Ten feet away
she st opped.

"Here, catch,' she said, and tossed the bundle.

Fingers stiff with cold, Blake unwapped the bundle and got into the
cl othes. The sandals were stout, the robe of black wool and with a cow
att ached.

Dressed, he stepped out and wal ked forward to join El aine.

' Thanks,' he said. 'l was nearly frozen.'

"I"'msorry that it took so long,' she said. 'I kept thinking of you hiding
out here. But | had to get the stuff together.'

" Stuff?
"Things that you will need."'
"l don't understand,' he said.

"You said you were on the run. You'll need nore than clothes. Conme on and
get inside the car. | have the heater on. It is warmin there.'

Bl ake drew back. 'No,' he told her. 'Don't you understand? | can't let you
i nvol ve yourself any further than you have. Not that |'mnot grateful '

' Nonsense,' she said. 'You're ny good deed for the day.' He pulled the
robe cl oser about hinmself., 'Look,' she said, 'you're cold. Get into the car.'
He hesitated. He was cold and the car was warm ' Cone on,' she said.

He went with her to the car, waited while she got in and slid behind the
wheel , then got in and closed the door. A hot blast struck his ankles.

She shifted a gear |lever and the car noved forward. 'I can't stay parked,’



she said. ' Someone would report me or investigate. So long as | keep noving, |
amlegal. Is there any place you would like to go?

He shook his head. He hadn't even given thought to where he nmeant to go.
"Qut of Washington, perhaps?'

"That is right,' he said. Qut of WAshington was at |east a start.

"Can you tell me about it, Andrew?

"Not much,' he said. "If | told you'd probably stop the car and throw ne

out .

She | aughed. 'Don't try to dramatize it, whatever it may be. I'mgoing to
swi ng round and head west. |Is that K with you?

"It's OK ' he said. 'There'll be places | can hide.'
"How I ong - | mean how | ong do you think you'll have to stay in hiding?
"I wouldn't know,' he said.

"You know what | think? | don't believe you can hide at all. Soneone will
root you out. Your only chance is to keep noving around, not staying |ong at
any pl ace.'

"You' ve thought a | ot about it?

"No. It just makes common sense. That robe | brought for you - one of
Daddy's wool ones that he is so proud of - is the kind of get-up that roving
students wear.'

" Rovi ng students?

"Ch, | keep forgetting. You aren't caught up yet with all that's going on
They aren't really students. They're artistic bums. They wander around and
some of them do paintings, some of themwite books and some of themwite
poetry - you know, artistic stuff like that. There aren't many of them but
enough so they are recogni zed for what they are. And no one, of course, pays
attention to them You can pull up the hood of your robe and no one will get a
good | ook at your face. Not that anyone would I ook."'

"And you think I should be a roving student?

She ignored the interruption. 'I found an old knapsack for you. It's the
ki nd of thing they use. Sone pads of paper and sonme pencils and a book or two
for you to read. You' d better take a | ook at them so you know what they are.
Whet her you like it or not, you see, you will be a witer. First chance you
get you scribble down a page or two. 'So that if anyone shoul d question you,
you wi Il ook authentic.'

He huddl ed in the seat, soaking up the warmh. She had swung the car
around to another street and was headi ng west. G eat towering bl ocks of
apartments rose agai nst the sky.

'"Reach into that conpartment to your right,' she said, '|I suppose that you
are hungry. | fixed up some sandwi ches and a Thernos full of coffee.’

He reached his hand into the pocket and brought out a package, broke it



open, took a sandw ch.
"I was hungry,' he said.
"I thought you'd be,' she said.

The car went on. The apartment houses becanme fewer. Here and there were
small villages with their gridworks of single houses.

"I could have wangled a floater for you,' she said. 'Even a car, perhaps.
But both of themcarry licences and would not be hard to trace. And,
furthernmore, no one pays nuch attention to a man trudgi ng al ong on foot.
You'll be safe that way.'

'El ai ne," he asked, 'why go to so nuch bother for ne? | didn't ask this
nmuch. '

"I don't know,' she said. 'You' ve had such a dam poor tinme of it, |
guess. Hauled in from space and then turned over to the hospital and pawed and
scrutinized. Put out to pasture for a while in that little village, then
haul ed in again.'

' They were only doing what they could for ne, of course.'

"Yes, | know. But it couldn't have been pleasant. | don't blame you for
runni ng out when you had the chance.'

They rode along in silence for a tinme. Blake ate the sandw ches and had
sone of the coffee.

"This wol f?' she asked suddenly. 'Wat do you know about it? They said
there was a wol f."'

'"So far as | know, there was no wolf,' he said. He consol ed hinself that,
technically, he was right. Quester was no wol f.

'The hospital was terribly upset,' she said. 'They phoned the senator to
come down.'

"Me or the wolf?" he asked.
"I don't know,' she said. 'He hadn't got back when | left.' They came to
an intersection and she slowed the car, pulled off to the side of the road and

st opped.

"This is as far as | can take you,' she said. 'l can't be too late getting
back. "'

He opened the door, then hesitated. 'Thanks,' he said. 'You' ve been a |ot
of help. | hope sone day...'

"Just a minute there,' she said. 'Here's your knapsack. There is sone
nmoney init...'

"Now wait...'

"No, you wait. You will need it. It's not too rmuch, but it will carry you
a way. It's out of ny all owance. You can pay ne back sone day.'

He reached out and took the knapsack, | ooped the strap across his



shoul der.

H s voi ce was husky when he spoke. 'Elaine - Elaine, | don't know what to

say.

In the dimmess of the car it seened that she was closer to him Her
shoul der touched his armand he could snell the sweetness of her. Scarcely
meani ng to, he put out an arm and drew her close. He ducked down and ki ssed
her. Her hand canme up and cradl ed his head, her fingers cool and soft.

Then they were apart again and she was looking at him with a sure and
st eady gaze.

"I wouldn't have hel ped you,' she said, '"if |I hadn't liked you. | think
that you're all right. | think you' re doing nothing you need to be ashaned
of .’

He did not reply.

"Now, off with you,' she said. 'Qut into the night. Later on, when you
can, let me hear fromyou.'

22

The eating place stood in the apex of a Y where the road forked in two
directions. In the half-1ight of not-quite-dawn, the red sign that stood above
its roof showed pink

Bl ake linped a bit nore rapidly. Here was a chance to soak up a little
warnth while he rested, an opportunity to stow away sone food. The sandw ches
El ai ne had provided himhad carried himthrough the | ong night of walking, but
now he was hungry again. Wth the comng of norning he'd have to find a place
where he could get sone sleep and still be hidden - a haystack, perhaps. He
wondered if there still were haystacks, or if even such sinple things as
hayst acks had been swept away since he had known the Earth.

The wi nd whi pped wi ckedly out of the north and he pulled the cow of the
robe forward around his face. The strap of the knapsack was galling his
shoul der and he tried to readjust it, to find an area of skin that had not
been chafed, but it seenmed that no such area remai ned.

He finally reached the Diner and crossed the parking lot in front of it,
clinmbed the short flight of stairs to the door. The place was enpty. The
counter gleaned from polishing, the chrome of the coffee urn shone brightly in
the Iight of the |anps that nmarched across the ceiling.

'How are you?' asked the Diner. The voice was that of a brassy,
wi se-cracking waitress. 'Wat will it be this norning?

Bl ake | ooked around, seeing no one, then realized the situation. Another
robotic installation, Iike the flying houses.

He went across the floor and sat down on one of the stools.

' Cakes,' he said, 'and sone bacon. And coffee.’



He | et the knapsack slip off his shoulder and Iowered it to the floor
besi de the st ool

"Qut early, aren't you?' asked the Diner. 'Don't tell me you have wal ked
all night.'

"Not all night,' said Blake. 'Up early, that is all.’

"Don't see many of you fellows any nore,' the Diner said. 'Wat is your
racket, friend?

"Il doalittle witing,' said Blake. 'At least, | try to do it.'
"Well,' said the Diner, '"at |least you get to see some of the country. M,
I"mstuck here all the time. | never get to see anything at all. Al | get is

alot of talk. Not,' said the Diner, hastily, "that | dislike hearing talk. At
least it's sonething to occupy nmy mnd.'

A spout poured a gob of batter on the griddle, noved along a travelling
track to pour a second and a third, then snapped swiftly back to its origina
position. A metal arm nounted beside the coffee urn unfol ded, extended itself
and tripped a |l ever above the griddle. Three slices of bacon slid out and
fl opped upon the griddle. Deftly the arm descended and separated them nudgi ng
theminto a neat row.

"Want your coffee now?' asked the Diner

"If you please,' said Bl ake.

The netallic armgrasped a cup, held it under the faucet of the urn and
raised it to activate the spout. Coffee poured out, the cup filled, the arm
swung around and deposited it before Bl ake, then di pped down underneath the
counter, came up with silverware, politely pushed the sugar dispenser closer
to his reach.

"Crean®?' the Diner asked.

"No, thanks,' said Bl ake.

'Heard a good story the other day,' the Diner said. 'Fellowin here the
other day sprung it on ne. It seems that...'

Behi nd Bl ake, the door cane open

"No! No!' screaned the Diner. 'You cut out of here. How often do | have to
tell you never to cone in when | got custoners.'

"I came in to see your customer,' said a squeaky voice.

The sound of the voice spun Bl ake around.

A Browni e stood just inside the door, the bright, beady eyes glittering
above the rodent snout, the high-domed skull flanked by the tasselled ears.
Its trousers were striped green and pink

"I feed it,' wailed the Diner. 'l put up with it. People say it's good
luck to have one of them around, but this one never brings ne anything but

trouble. It is full of tricks. It is inpertinent. It has no respect for nme...

'That's because you put on human airs,' the Brownie said, 'forgetting that



you are not human, but a stand-in for a human, taking away an honest job that
a human mght perform | ask you why anyone shoul d have respect for you?'

"No nore handouts for you!' screamed the Diner. 'No nore sleeping in here
when the nights are cold. Nothing nore for you. I've had ny fill of you.'

The Browni e disregarded the tirade, came briskly across the floor. He
stopped and nade a formal bow to Bl ake.

' Good norning, honoured sir. | hope |I find you well .’

"Very well,' said Blake, anusenent struggling with a deep sense of
forebodi ng. 'Wuld you have sonme breakfast with nme?

"dadly,' said the Brownie, leaping to the stool next to Bl ake. He perched
onit, with his feet dangling above the fl oor

"Sir,'" he said, 'l will have whatever you are having. It is nost generous
and courteous of you to ask ne, for | hunger greatly.'

"You heard ny friend,' said Blake, speaking to the Diner. 'He will have
what | am having.'

"And you will pay for it?" asked the Diner
"Most certainly | will.'

The nechani cal arm scooped up and flipped the baking cakes, shoved them
towards the griddle's front. The spout began sprayi ng out new gobs of batter

"It is atreat to eat a regular nmeal,' said the Brownie, speaking
confidentially to Bl ake. 'Most people give nme scraps. And whil e hunger cannot
choose, the inner creature sonetinmes craves nore consideration.'’

"Don't let himtake you in,' the Diner cautioned Blake. '"Buy himthis
breakfast, if you nust, but then shake free of him Don't let himfasten on to
you, or he will suck you dry.'

' Machi nes,' the Brownie said, 'have no sensibilities. They are ignorant of
the finer instincts. They are callous to the suffering of the very ones they
are neant to serve. And they have no soul s’

'Nei ther have you, you heathen alien,' raged the Diner. 'You are a
chisell er and a nmobocher and you are a parasite. You use hunmanki nd nost
unnerci fully and you have no gratitude and you don't know when to stop.'

The Brownie slanted his rodent eyes at Blake and lifted both of his hands,
pal ms upward, in a hopel ess gesture.

"Wll, you don't,' the Diner said, aggrieved. 'There is solem truth in
every word | said.’

The arm scooped up the first three cakes, put themon a plate, ranged the
bacon al ongsi de them punched a button and caught, with great dexterity, the
three pats of butter ejected froma chute. The armset the plate in front of
Bl ake, darted down underneath the counter and cane up with a jug of syrup.

The Brownie's nose twitched with pleasure. 'They snell delicious,' he
sai d.



"No snitching!' screanmed the Diner. 'You wait till yours are done.'
From far off came a faint noaning bleat.

The Brownie stiffened, its ears stretched up and fl aring.

The npani ng came agai n.

"It's another one of them' the Diner yelled. 'They are supposed to warn
us well ahead of time, not cone sneaking up on us like this. And you, you
no- good chiseller, are supposed to be out there, listening for the first sign
of them That's what | feed you for.'

"It's way too soon for another one,' the Brownie said. 'There shouldn't be
anot her one through until late this evening. They are supposed to spread
t hensel ves out, to use different roads so one road doesn't have to put up with
themall the tine.'

The npani ng cane again, |ouder and closer - a |onesone, wailing sound
trailing off the hills.

"What is it?" asked Bl ake.

"It's a cruiser,' the Brownie told him 'One of those big sea-going
freighters. It has a |load of sonmething that it's carried all the way from
Eur ope, maybe from Africa, and it came ashore an hour or so ago and is coning
up the road."'

"You nmean it doesn't stop when it reaches shore?

"Way should it?" asked the Brownie. 'It travels on the sanme principle as
the ground cars, on a cushioned jet stream It can travel on either |and or
water. It comes up to shore and never hesitates - just goes boom ng down a
road."’

Met al screeched and thudded on netal. Bl ake saw that great steel shutters
were creeping across the outside of the wi ndows. C anps swivelled out of the
wal | and noved agai nst the door, snugging it tight.

The nmoaning filled the roomnow and far off there was a terrible how ing,
as if a gigantic stormnoved across the | and.

"All battened down!' the D ner screaned to be heard above the noise. 'You
guys better hit the floor. This sounds |like a big one.'

The buil di ng was shaki ng and the noi se was a nunbi ng cataract that poured
fromall directions to fill the roomto bursting.

The Browni e had ni pped beneath the stool and was hanging tightly, both
arnms wr apped about the netal standard on which the stool was nmounted. His
mout h was open and it was evident that he was yelling at Bl ake, but his voice
was engul fed and drowned out by the howing that was coming up the road.

Bl ake threw hinmself off the stool and hugged the floor. He tried to hook
his fingers into the floor, but the floor covering was a hard, snooth plastic
and he could get no grip on it.

The Di ner seenmed to buck and the how ing of the cruiser was al nost
unendur abl e. Bl ake found hinself sliding on the floor



Then the howl ing tapered off and di ed away, becane a faint, |ong-drawn and
di storted noani ng.

Bl ake picked hinself off the floor

A | ake of coffee lay upon the counter where his cup had been and there was
no sign of the cup. The plate on which the cakes and bacon had rested was on
the floor, smashed and scattered. The cakes lay linmply on the stool. The cakes
meant for the Brownie still were on the griddle, but were snoking and had
turned bl ack around the edges.

"I'll start over,' said the D ner

The arm reached out and snatched up a spatula, scraped the burned cakes
off the griddle, flipped theminto a garbage can underneath the burner

Bl ake | ooked over the counter and saw that the space behind it was
littered with broken crockery.

'Yeah, look at it!' the Diner screeched. 'There ought to be a law. 1'II

notify the boss and he'll slap a claimagainst that outfit and he'll see they
pay - he always has so far. You guys mght want to file clains as well. Allege
ment al agony or sonething. | got claimforns if you want to do it.'

Bl ake shook his head. 'What about nmotorists. What if you met that thing on
t he road?"

' You saw t hose bunkers along the road, ten feet high or so, with exit
| anes | eading up to thent

"Yes, | did,' said Bl ake.

"The cruiser has to sound its horn as soon as it |eaves water and starts
travelling on land. It has to keep on sounding it all the tine it's
travelling. You hear that siren and you head for the nearest bunker and you
duck behind it.'

The spigot travelled deliberately along its track, pouring out the batter

'How cone, mister,' asked the Diner, 'you didn't know about the cruisers
and the bunkers? You cone fromthe backwoods, maybe?

"It's none of your business,' said the Brownie, speaking for Blake. 'Just
get on with our breakfast.'
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"Il walk you a piece down the road,' said the Brownie when they left the
di ner.

The norning sun was topping the horizon behind them and their el ongated
shadows bobbed along the road in front of them The paving, Blake noted, was
br oken and er oded.

'They don't keep up the roads,' he said, 'the way | remenber them



"No need to,' said the Brownie. 'No wheels. No need of a smpoth surface
since there isn't any contact. The cars all ride on cushions of air. They only
need roads as designation strips and to keep the traffic out of people's hair.
Now, when they lay out a new road, they just set out a double row of stakes,
to show the drivers the location of the highway.'

They jogged al ong, not hurrying. A flock of blackbirds rose in a blue of
flashing wi ngs out of a marshy swale off to the left.

"Flocking up," the Brownie said. 'They' |l be | eaving soon. Cheeky things,
the bl ackbirds. Not like larks or robins.'

" You know about these wild things?

"W live with them' the Brownie said. 'W get to understand them Sone we
get so we can alnost talk with them Not birds, though. Birds and fish are
stupi d. But raccoons and foxes, rmusk rats and mnk - they are all rea
peopl e."'

"You live out in the woods, | understand.'

"In the woods and fields. W conformto ecol ogy. W take things as we find
them W adapt to circunstances. W are blood brothers to all life. No quarre
wi th anyone.'

Bl ake tried to renmenber what Daniels had told him A strange sort of
little people who had taken a liking to the Earth, not because of the dom nant
life formthat inhabited it, but because of the planet itself. Perhaps, Bl ake
t hought, because they found in the non-dom nant residents, in the few
remai ning wild deni zens of the woods and fields, the sort of sinple
associations that they liked. Insisting on living their own way of life to go
t heir independent way, and yet beggars and nmoochers, attaching thenselves in a
slipshod alliance with anyone who woul d provi de whatever sinple needs they
had.

"I met another of your people a few days ago,' said Blake. 'You'll pardon
me, but | can't be sure. Could you...'

"Ch no,' the Brownie said. 'That was anot her one of us. He was the one who
spotted you.

' Spotted me?'
'Ch yes, indeed. As one who woul d bear watching. He said that there was
nore than one of you and that you were in trouble. He sent out word we shoul d,

any one of us who could, keep an eye on you.'

" Apparently you' ve been doing a good job of it. It didn't take you long to
pi ck nme up.’

"When we set out to acconplish something,' the Brownie said, with pride,
we can be nost efficient.’

"And | ? Where do | fit in?

"I amnot sure exactly,' said the Brownie. 'W are to keep an eye on you.
You only need to know we're watchi ng. You can count on us.'

"I thank you,' Blake told him 'l thank you very much.' And that was al
he needed, he told hinself - to have these crazy little creatures keeping tabs



on him

They wal ked along in silence for a time and then Bl ake asked: 'He told
you, this one that | met, to keep an eye on ne...'

"Not just ne alone...'

"I know that,' said Blake. '"He told all of you. Wuld you m nd expl ai ni ng
how he told the rest of you? Or maybe it's a stupid question. There are nail
and tel ephones.'

The Browni e made a clucking sound of imense disgust. 'W wouldn't be
caught dead,' he said, 'using such contrivances. It would be agai nst our
principles and there really is no need to use them W just pass the word
al ong."

'You nean you are telepathic.'

"Wll, to tell you the honest truth, | don't knowif we are or not. W
can't transmit words, if that is what you nean. But we have a oneness. It gets
a bit hard to explain.'

"I would inmagine so,' said Blake. 'A sort of tribal psychic grapevine.'

'You don't meke any sense to nme,' the Brownie said, 'but if you want to
think of it that way, | guess it does no harm'

"l suppose,' said Blake, 'there are a |ot of people that you keep an eye

on.

It would be just like them he told hinself, a bunch of little busybodies
very much concerned with other people' s lives.

'There are no others,' said the Brownie. 'Not at the nonent, anyhow He
told us there were nore than one of you and...'

"What has that got to do with it?

"Way, bless you,' said the Brownie, 'that's the whole of it. How often
does one find a creature there is nore than one of ? Wuld you mnd telling ne,
| wonder, just how many...'

"There are three of ne,' said Bl ake.

The Brownie jigged in triunmph. 'l knew there were!' he crowed. '|I nade a

bet with nyself that there were three of you. One of you is warm and shaggy,
but with a terrible tenmper. Can you tell nme this is so?

'Yes,' said Blake, 'l would suppose it is.'
"But the other one of you,' the Brownie said, 'baffles ne entirely.

"Wl come to the club,' said Blake. 'He baffles me as well.'
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VWen he topped the long, steep hill, Blake saw it in the valley, where the
| and di pped down and ran level for a mle or so, then clinbed another hill. It
rested on the level of the valley floor and it seened to fill half the |evel
space - a great, black bulging structure that | ooked amazingly like a
nmonstrous bug, hunped in its mddle and blunted at both ends.

Bl ake stopped at the sight of it. He had never seen a cruiser, but there
could be no doubt that the thing squatting at the bottomof the hill was the
crui ser which had shaken up the Diner

Cars went whi pping past Bl ake, the gush of wind fromtheir hunming jets
beating at him

The Browni e had | eft himan hour before and since that tine he had trudged
al ong, looking for some place where he m ght hide away and sl eep. But
stretching on either side of the road was nothing but fields, stripped by the
harvest, now lying in their autumm garb of brown and gold. No habitations were
| ocated near the road, all of themsitting back fromit half a mle or so.

Bl ake wondered if the use of this highway by the cruisers and probably other
| arge conveyances as well m ght have dictated the position of the honesteads,
or if there were sone other reason for their off-the-road | ocation

Far off to the south-west |ooned a small group of shimrering towers -
per haps a conpl ex of high-rise apartnments, still within easy distance of
Washi ngt on, but giving their occupants the advantages of a rural life.

Bl ake, staying well out on the shoul der of the road, went down the hil
and finally reached the cruiser. It had pulled off to one side of the highway
and had settled down, roosting on stubby, peg-like legs that held it six feet
or so above the ground. Close up, it was even larger than it had appeared at a
di stance, rearing twenty feet or nore above Bl ake's head.

At its forward end a man sat, |eaning against the flight of steps that |ed
up to the cab. He sat flat, with his legs stuck out in front of him and he
wore a greasy engineer's cap pulled down alnost to his eyes. H s tunic was
pul | ed up and bunched about his mddle.

Bl ake stopped and stood | ooki ng down at him

'Good norning, friend,' said Blake. "It looks to me that you are in
trouble.’

'"Greetings to you, Brother,' said the man, taking in Bl ake's black robe
and knapsack. 'You are seeing right. Burned out a jet and she began to whi psaw
me. Lucky that | didn't pile it up.'

He spat derisively in the dust. 'Now we have to sit and wait. | radioed in
for a new jet conmponent and a repair crew and they take their time, of
course.'

"You said we.'

'"There are three of us,' said the engineer. 'Two others are up there,
sacking out.'

He jerked his thunb upwards towards the small living quarters installed
behi nd the cab

"W were on schedule, too,' he said. '"that's the tough part of it. Made a
good crossing - calmseas and we hit no coastal fog. But now we'll be hours



| ate when we hit Chicago. There's overtine, of course, but who the hell wants
any overtine.'

"You' re headed for Chicago?

"Yeah. This tinme. Always different places. Never the sane place twce.'
He reached up and pulled at the beak of his cap

"l keep thinking of Mary and the kids,' he said.

"Your famly? Surely you can get in touch with them I|et them know what
happened.'

"Tried to. But they aren't honme. Finally asked the operator to go out and
tell them!l wouldn't be along. Not right away, at |east. You see, whenever
take this road, they know when I'l|l be conming and they go down to the road and
stand there and wait and wave at ne as | go through. The kids get an awf ul
kick out of it, seeing their old man driving this nonster.’

"You nust live near here,' said Bl ake.

"Little town,' said the engineer. 'Little backwater place a hundred mles
or so fromhere. Ad town, stuck out of the way. Just the way it was two
hundred years ago. Oh, they put a new front on one of the buil di ngs down on
Main Street every now and then, or someone renodels a house, but nostly the
town just sits there, the way it always was. None of these big apartnent
conpl exes they are building everywhere. Nothing new at all. Good place to
live. Easy-going place. No one doing any pushing. No Chanber of Conmerce. No
one |lathering to get rich, Anyone who wants to get rich or get ahead or
anything like that sinply doesn't stay there. Lots of fishing, sone hunting.
Sone horseshoe pitching.'

'"He gl anced up at Blake. '|I guess you get the picture.’
Bl ake nodded.
'Good place to raise kids,' said the engineer

He picked up a dried weed stal k off the ground, poked gently at the earth
withit.

"Town by the nane of WIllow Gove,' he said. 'You ever hear of it?

"No." said Blake, 'I don't think I ever...'

But that was not correct, he realized suddenly. He had heard of it! That
nmessage on the PG that had been waiting for himwhen the guard had brought him
home fromthe senator's house had nmentioned WIIow G ove.

"You have heard of it, then,' said the engi neer

"l guess | have,' said Bl ake. 'Sonmeone nentioned it to ne.'

"A good place to live,' said the man.

VWhat had that nessage sai d? Contact soneone in the town of WIlow G ove
and he'd learn sonething to his interest. And there had been the nane of the

man he shoul d contact. What was that name agai n? Bl ake sought for it
frantically, w nnowi ng through his mind, but it wasn't there.



"I must be getting on,' he said. '|I hope the service crew shows up.'

The man spat in disgust. 'Oh, they'll be along all right. Wen they are
good and ready.'

Bl ake trudged on, facing the long hill which rose above the valley. At the
top of the hill, he saw, were trees, a hunped |line of autumm col our ranging
above the high horizon Iine, a break at last in the brown and yellow fields.
Per haps somewhere anong those trees he could find a place where he coul d get
some sl eep.

Thi nki ng back, Blake tried to call up the fantasy of the night, but there
was still about it all an air of unreality, it was alnost as if it were a
series of incidents which had happened, not to him but to sonmeone el se.

The hunt for himwas still on, of course, but nmomentarily he nmust have
slipped the clutches of authority. By now, perhaps, Daniels would have figured
out what nust have happened and now they'd be | ooking, not for a wolf alone,
but for himas well.

He reached the top of the hill and ahead of him down the slope, he saw
the trees, not just a little grove of trees, but a wood that covered the
greater part of the steep hillside on either side of the road. Bel ow, where
the valley levelled out, were fields, but beyond the valley the farther slope
al so was clothed with trees. Here, he realized, the folded hills began to rise
too steeply for cultivation and that this alternating of cultivated valleys
and wooded hills mght be a pattern that would go on for mles.

He went down the hill and at the edge of the wood his eyes caught a
furtive nmovenent. Alerted and puzzl ed, he watched for it again. It could have
been, he knew, a bird hopping fromone branch to another in a | ow grow ng
shrub, or, perhaps, an animal. But the wood now was quiet, except for a slight
stirring of the many-col oured | eaves by the whi sper of a |lazy wi nd.

He cane opposite the edge of the wood and sonet hing hissed at him

He stopped, half frightened, and shifted around to stare into the
under brush beneath the trees.

'Over here!' whispered a high and squeaky voice, and it was then, guided
by the voice, that he saw the Brownie - brown fur and dark-green trousers -
canoufl aged within the forest grow h.

Anot her one of them he thought. Good God, another one of themand this
tinme he had no food to offer

He stepped quickly off the shoul der of the road, across the ditch, and
into the edge of the wood. The Brownie renained only a dimoutline, blending
with the wood, until he was quite close to him

"I"ve been watching for you,' said the Brownie. 'l understand you're tired
and m ght want a place to rest.'

"That is true,' said Blake. 'There was nothing, until now, but fields.'
"You then,' the Brownie said, 'are welcome to ny home. If you do not

object to sharing it with an unfortunate creature which | offered ny
protection.’



"Not at all,' said Blake. 'This other creature?

"A raccoon,' said the Brownie, 'chased nost pitilessly by a pack of hounds
and cornered and maul ed consi derably, but managing to escape. In these hills,
you must understand, there is a popul ar human sport, which you may have heard
of , known as coon hunting.'

'"Yes,' said Blake, '|I have heard of it.'

But he knew, well enough, that he had not renmenbered it until the Brownie
spoke of it.

Once again, he thought, a phrase had triggered another nenory, unsuspected
until this nmonent, and another piece of his human background had fallen
snoothly into place. He becane aware of that nmenmory, sharply aware of it - the
lantern-lighted night, standing on a hilltop, with a gun clutched in one hand,
waiting for the dogs to pick up the trail and then, suddenly, the far-off
bugling of a hound that had struck a scent. And in a noment other dogs joining

inuntil the hill and valley rang with baying. He snelled again the sweet,
pecul i ar odour of frosted, fallen | eaves, saw once again the bare branches of
the trees against the risen noon, and the thrill of follow ng the chase as the
hounds ranged up the hill. Then the headl ong pl unge down the slope, guided

only by the feeble lantern light, hurrying to close in with the hounds and not
be left behind.

"I have tried to explain to the raccoon,' the Brownie said, '"that if you
cane you would be a friend. I amnot too sure, however, that he understood. He
is not too bright an animal and he is, as you can well inagine, stil
suffering a trauma.'

"I will try not to alarmhim' Blake assured the Brownie. 'I will nake no
sudden moves. WIIl there be roomfor the both of us?

'Ch, nmost assuredly,' the Brownie said. 'My hone is a hollow tree. There
is a great deal of roomin it.'

CGood Lord, thought Bl ake, could this be really happening - standing out
there in the wood, talking to a thing that should be snared inside a
children's book, being invited to den up in a hollowtree and share it with a
coon.

And from where had come the nmenory of the coon hunt? Had he ever,
actual ly, been on such a hunt? It seemed inpossible. For he knew what he was -
a chem cal |l y-processed human, and processed for one purpose and for one
purpose only, and it seened unlikely, in view of that, he'd ever hunted coon

"I'f you will follow ne,' the Brownie said, 'I will lead you to the tree.'

Bl ake followed the Brownie and it seened to himthat he had stepped into a
mad painter's fairyland. Jewel-1ike | eaves of every shade of gold and red hung
on all the undergrowth, the saplings, the shrubby bushes, the very woodl and
plants -matching in finer detail and nore delicate and brighter colours the
riot of autumm pignents in the overhanging trees. And once again the nenory of
anot her pl ace, or perhaps nmany other places, such as this, cane back again to
him Menories with no detail as to tine or place, but breath-catching in the
renenber ed beauty of another wood on an-other day, caught in that instant of
ti me when the autum hues were at their brightest and their best, before the
first hint of deterioration had touched them at that exact nonent before they
woul d begin to fade.



They followed a faint trail, so faint that few eyes could have picked it
out .

"It is pretty in here,' said the Brownie. 'l |ike autum best of all. |
understand that on the old hone planet there was no such thing as autum.'

"You still know about your planet?

"OfF course,' the Brownie said. 'The old stories are passed on. It is stil
our heritage. In time, | would imagine, we will forget about it, for Earth
then will be our planet. But, as yet, we nust nmaintain a solid grip on the
both of them'

They came to a manmoth tree, a nmighty oak eight feet or nore across its
trunk, gnarled and m sshapen, twisted, with the heavy scal es of lichen
colonies turning its bark into brown and silver. Around its base grew heavy
ranks of ferns. The Brownie pulled the ferns apart.

"In here,' he told Blake. 'I apol ogi ze, but you nust get down on your
hands and knees and crawl. It is not a place that was designed for humans.'

Bl ake got down and crawl ed. The ferns rubbed across his face and brushed
his neck and then he was in a soft, cool darkness that snelled of ancient
wood. From sone place up above a little light filtered down to break up the
dar kness.

He twi sted carefully around and sat down cautiously.

"Inalittle tine," the Brownie said, standing at his el bow, 'your eyes
wi || become accustoned to the gl oomand you can see again.'

"I can see a little now,' said Blake. 'There is sone light.'

" From knot - hol es higher up the trunk,' the Brownie told him 'The tree is

dying of old age. It is nothing but a shell. Once, long ago, it was scarred by
a forest fire and that gave the rot a chance to work. But unless it is shaken
by too great a wind, it will last for many years. And, in the nmeantine, it

serves as a hone for us, and, higher up, there is a hone for a famly of
squirrels. And the nests of many birds, although by now nost of the birds have
left. Through the years this tree has been hone to many things. Living init,
there is a feeling of bel onging.'

H s eyes had beconme somewhat adjusted to the darkness and now Bl ake coul d
see the inside of the tree. The inner surface was fairly smooth; all |oose rot
apparently had been renmoved. The hollow core rose |ike a shaft above his head
and, far up this tunnel Bl ake could see small areas of brightness where
knotholes let in the light.

"You will be undisturbed,’" the Brownie said. 'There are two others of us.
| mght suppose in the human term nol ogy they woul d be described as w ves. But
they are rather shy of humans. And there are sone children too.'

"I"'msorry,' Blake said 'l would not think...'

"No need of sorrow,' said the Brownie. 'The wives will turn their tinme to
much good use in the gathering of roots and nuts and the children never stay
here anyhow. They have so many woodl and friends that they spend all their tine

wth them'

Bl ake | ooked about the tree. There was nothing in it.



"No furniture,' the Brownie told him quietly. 'No material possessions.
We have never needed them we do not need them now. W have sonme food - caches
of nuts and corn and grain and roots - stored against the winter, but that is
all we have. You will, | hope, think none the less of us for this
i mprovi dence.'

Bl ake shook his head, half in answer, half in bew | dernent.
Sonething stirred quietly in a darkened angle of the tree-house and Bl ake
turned his head. A masked, furry face peered out at him eyes shining in the

dar kness.

"Qur other friend,' the Brownie said. 'He does not seemto be afraid of

you.
"I shall do nothing to harmhim' said Blake, a little stiffly.
"You are hungry?' asked the Brownie. 'We have...'
'No, thanks,' said Blake. 'l ate this norning, with a conpatriot of
yours.'

The Browni e nodded, sagely. 'He told me you were coming. That's why |
waited for you. He could not offer you a place to sleep; he has nothing but a
burrow, quite too snmall for humans.'’

The Brownie turned to go.
"I don't quite know,' said Blake, '"how | amto thank you.'

' You have already thanked us,' the Brownie said. 'You have accepted us and
accepted aid fromus. And that is nobst inmportant, | assure you, for ordinarily
it is we who seek help fromhumans. To pay back a fraction of that help is
very precious.'

Bl ake | ooked around to the raccoon. It was still watching himwth its
fire-bright eyes. Wen he | ooked back, the Browni e was gone.

Bl ake reached out and pulled his knapsack to him rummaged in its
contents. A thin and conpact bl anket, unlike anything he had ever seen, with a
strange nmetallic lustre; a knife in a sheath; a folding axe; a small kit of
cooking utensils; a lighter and a can of fluid; a folded map; a flashlight;

A map!

He picked it up and unfolded it, used the flashlight to light it, |eaning
cl ose to make out the place nanes.

WIllow Gove, a hundred mles or so away, the engineer had said. And there
it was, the place that he was going. Finally, he thought, a destination in
this world and situation where there had seened to be no destinations. A place
upon a map and a person, with an unrenenbered nane, who had information that
m ght be of interest to him

He laid the blanket to one side and put the rest of the itens back into
t he knapsack.

The raccoon, he saw, had crept a little closer, its curiosity apparently
aroused by the things he had taken fromthe knapsack



Bl ake moved over close to the wall, unfolded the blanket and pulled it
over his body, tucked it in and |lay down. The bl anket seemed to cling to him
as if his body were a magnet, and for all its thinness there was warnth in it.
The floor was soft and there were no lunps in it. Bl ake picked up a handful of
t he substance that conposed it, and let it run slowy through his fingers.
Tiny fragnents of rotted wood, he saw, fragments that for years had fallen
down fromthe tunnel of the hollowed trunk

He closed his eyes and sleep crept in on him H's consciousness seened to
sink into a pit and there was sonmething in the pit - two other selves that
caught and held hi mand surrounded himso that he became one with them Like a
com ng hone, like a neeting with old friends not seen for nuch too long. There
were no words and no words were needed. There was a wel come and an
under st andi ng and a seem ng oneness and he was no | onger Andrew Bl ake, and was
not even human, but a being for which there was no nane, and sonet hi ng t hat
nmeasured greater than either Andrew Bl ake or human.

But through the oneness and the confort and the wel cone an intruding
t hought stole out to nag him He struggled and was | et go and becane hinsel f
again, an identity once nmore - not Andrew Bl ake, but changer.

-Quester, when we awake, it will be colder then. Could you take over for
the night? You can travel faster and you can sense your way through the
dar kness and. .

-1"1l take over. But there are your clothes and knapsack and you'll be
naked once again and..

-You can carry them You have arms and hands, remenber? You are all the
time forgetting that you have your arns.

-Al'l right! said Quester. Al right! Al right! Al right!
-WIllow Gove, said Changer.
-Yes, | know, said Quester. W read the map with you.

The sl eep began closing in again, but sonething touched his armand he | et
hi s eyes cone open

The raccoon, he saw, had crept across the space between them and now | ay
cl ose against him

He lifted a corner of the blanket and tucked it about the furry body and
then he went to sleep.
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Changer had said that it would be cooler, and it was cooler, but still too
warm for running, too warm for meking any time. But, as Quester reached the
ridge-top, the wind knifing fromthe north had a wel come bite to it.

He stopped and stood there, on the flinty ground, exposed to the wind, for
here, for some reason of geology, the trees did not intrude, but stopped short
of the crest, a sonmewhat, unusual circunstance, since nost of the hills were



conpl etely covered by the hardwood forest.

The skies were clear and there were stars this night, although it seened
to Quester not as many stars as could be seen fromhis native planet. And
here, on this high piece of ground he thought, one could stand and snare
pictures fromthe stars, although now he knew from Thi nker that they were not
pi ctures only, but the kal ei doscopic inpressions of other races and ot her
cultures and that they supplied the raw, bare-bones data fromwhich the truth
of the universe mght soneday be deduced.

He shivered, thinking of it - thinking of how his mnd and senses could
reach across the light years to harvest the fruits of other mnds and senses.
He shivered, but he knew even as he did that Thinker woul d not shiver, even
had Thi nker been so built, with nuscle and with nerves, so that he could
shiver. For there was nothing, absolutely nothing, that could astonish
Thi nker; to himthere was no nystic quality in the universe or life, but
rather a mass of fact and data, of principle and nmethod, which could be fed
into his mnd and be utilized by his faculty for |ogic.

But for ne, thought Quester, for me it all is mystic. To me there is no
need of reason, no conpul sion reaching out for logic, no cold, no intensive
drive to burrow to the heart of fact.

He stood on the flinty ridge, his tail drooping alnost to the ground, his
grizzled muzzle lifted to the sharp edge of the wind. For himit was enough
he thought, that the universe was filled with wonder and with beauty and he
had never asked for nore - and he knew now that it was his fervent hope that
not hi ng ever would occur to blunt that wonder and the beauty.

O had that process of blunting already taken place? Had he placed hinself
in a position (or been placed in a position) where he would find hinmself wth
a greater scope than ever to seek out new wonders and fresh nysteries, but
with the wonder and the beauty watered down by the know edge that he was
providing material for Thinker to work out the |ogic?

He tried to test the thought, but as yet the nysticismand the wonder
still were his. Here, on this wi ndswept ridge, with the stars shining in the
sky above, with the wi nd bl owi ng through the wood bel ow him and the wood
talking to the dark, with the strange, alien snells and the other-worldly
vi brations that shivered in the air, there still was roomfor wonder that ran
like a chill along his nerves.

The space between himand the next hilltop seened clear of any threat. Far
off to the left ribbons of noving Iights marked the passing of the cars al ong
the road that cut across the hills. In the valley were habitations, betrayed
by beanms of light and by the vibrations that came stream ng out fromthem -

vi brations, radiations (whatever one mght call then) of human life itself and
of that strange force the humans called electricity.

There were birds roosting in the trees and sonme sort of |arger aninma
(al t hough smaller than hinsel f) sneaked through the underbrush to the right of
him mce huddled in their nests, a woodchuck in his den - and uncounted
hordes of little burrowers and tiny scavengers nmoving in the soil and its
mul ch of rotting | eaves. But these he screened out of his consciousness, for
at the nonent they were no concern of his.

He went quietly down the hill, through the wood, marking every tree and
bush al ong his path, catal oguing and evaluating all the |arger creatures,
alert for any danger, fearing only that he m ght nmeet a danger he woul d not
recogni ze.



The trees cane to an end and the fields were ahead of him- the fields and
roads and houses - and here again he hesitated to search out the | and ahead.

A human was wal ki ng down by the creek with his dog and a car was novi ng
slowy up a private road that ran to a house across the creek, a herd of cows
were sleeping in a field but, except for these, the valley seened cl ear except
for mce and gophers and other smaller residents.

He started across the valley at a trot, then broke into an easy, rocking
| ope that ate up the ground. He reached the slope of the next high hill and
went swarm ng over it and down the other side.

He hugged the knapsack underneath his left armand the sack was bul ky
because it held Changer's clothes as well as all the other itenms. It was a
bother, for it lent hima |opsided bal ance for which he nust conpensate and he
nmust for ever be on guard against its being snagged by a bush or branch

He halted for a nonent, dropped the knapsack to the ground and retracted
his left arm Relieved of its burden, the arm snuggled wearily into the pocket
in his shoulder. He extruded his right armand picked up the sack, tucked it
underneath the arm and resunmed his travelling. Perhaps, he told hinself, he
shoul d shift the burden oftener, fromone armto the other. It m ght be easier
i f he did.

He crossed the valley, went up the next long hill, stopped at its crest to
rest a moment before going on

WIlow Gove, Changer had said. A hundred miles. He could be there by dawn
if he kept on as he had been going. And what night await the three of them
when they reached WIllow Gove? WIllow was a tree and grove was a group of
trees, and it was strange how humans nanmed certai n geographic points. There
was little logic toit, for a willow grove could die and di sappear and then
t he place nane woul d have no significance.

| mper manent, he thought. But then the humans, thenselves, as a race, were
i nper manent. Their continual changing of their lives, this thing that they
cal l ed progress, made for inmpernmanence. There was sonmething to be said, he
t hought, for forging the sort of life a race mght wish to live, to set up
sone basic values, and then be satisfied..

He took a step down the hill, then stopped, tensed and |i stening.
The sound cane again - a faint, far bugling.
A dog, he told hinself. A dog that had struck a trail.

He went swiftly, but cautiously, down the hill, sensing ahead and on
either side. At the edge of the wood, he stopped to survey the stretch of
| evel valley that |ay ahead of him There was nothing there that was a matter
of concern, and he trotted out into the valley, cane to a fence and | eaped
over and then went on.

For the first time, he felt a twinge of fatigue. Despite the relative
cool ness of the night, he was unused to the heat of Earth. He had been pushing
hard, trying to cover as nmuch ground as possible, to reach WIIlow G ove by
nmorni ng. He'd have to take it easier for a while, hope to get his second w nd.
He nust pace hinsel f.

He crossed the valley at a trot, not breaking into a | ope, reached the



opposite slope and clinmbed it slowwy. On the crest, he told hinmself, he would
sit down and rest a while and by the time he started out again, he probably
could resune his former pace.

Hal fway up the slope he heard the baying once again and it seened cl oser
now and | ouder. It was whi pped by the wi nd, however, and he could not be sure
exactly how far away it was, or in what direction

On the crest, he halted and sat down. The nbon was rising and the trees in
whi ch he sat threw | ong shadows out across a tiny nmeadow that |ay on the steep
hi I I si de.

The baying definitely was cl oser now and there were nore dogs than one. He
tried to count them There were four at |east, perhaps five or six.

Coon hunting, perhaps. The Browni e had said sonet hi ng about certain humans
usi ng dogs to chase raccoons, calling it a sport. But there was, of course, no
sport in it. To think of anything |like that as a sport called for a peculiar
perversion - although, come to think of it, the humans seemed perverted in
nore ways than one. Honest war was sonething el se, of course, but this was
nei t her war nor honest.

The bayi ng was comi ng up the slope behind himand com ng fast. There was
now a frantic, slobbering sound in the yel ping of the dogs. They were hot upon
the trail and comi ng fast.

Hot upon the trail!

Quester leaped to his feet and swng about, thrusting the sensor cone down
the sl ope behind him And there they were - driving up the hill, noses no
| onger to the ground, but lifted high to catch the scent that they had
fol | oned.

The realization struck himnow - the thing he shoul d have guessed, even
back on the other hill when he first had heard the baying. The dogs were
foll ow ng no coon. They had struck on bi gger gane.

A thrill of horror shot through himand he spun about, to go plungi ng down
the hill. Behind him as the dog pack topped the hill, the wild song of the
chase, no longer baffled by the rising slope of ground, rang out bugle-clear.

Quester flattened | ow agai nst the ground, his legs a blur of speed, his
tail floating out behind him He reached the valley and crossed it and charged
up the slope of the farther hill, He had gai ned di stance on the dogs, but once
again he felt the tiredness draining the strength out of his body and he knew
the final outcome - he could outrun his pursuers in frantic bursts of speed,
but in the end he'd | ose, be overhaul ed when fatigue built up and sl owed him
down. Perhaps, he thought, the w ser thing would be to choose his ground and
turn to wait for them But there were too many of them Two or three - he was
sure he could handle two or three. But there were nore than three. He could
t hrow away the knapsack and, relieved of its weight and the unbal ancing effect
of it, he could run the faster. But the advantage woul d be slight and he had
prom sed Changer he'd hang on to it. Changer would be annoyed if he abandoned
it. Changer already was annoyed with himfor occasionally forgetting that he
had arnms and hands.

It was strange, he thought, that the dogs should trail him As an alien to
this planet he must be different from anything the dogs had ever known, rmust
| eave a different kind of trail, nust have a different scent. But the
difference (if there were a difference) seenmed to instil no fear in them had



seened to do no nore than rouse themto a higher hunting frenzy. Perhaps, he
told hinmself, he was not so nuch unlike the creatures of this planet as he
woul d have t hought.

He went on, but at a slower pace, settling into a determ ned | ope and
seem ng to hold his own, but he was tiring nuch too fast. Before too long he'd
be forced to exert hinself to keep ahead and when that happened, he knew the
end woul d be in sight.

He coul d, of course, call on Changer to take over. Perhaps the dogs woul d
break off their trailing if the trail turned into a human trail, or even if
they did continue to followit, would not attack a man. But he shrank from
doing this. He should, he told himself, hold up his end. He found in hinself a
stubborn pride that would not let himcall on Changer

He topped the rise and below himlay the valley and in the valley a house
with one Iighted wi ndow shining. And in his mnd a plan began to form

Not Changer, but Thinker. That might turn the trick.

- Thi nker, you can extract energy from a house?

-Yes, of course. | did it once before.

-From out si de the house?

-1f I am cl ose enough.

-Al'l right, then. Wen | get..

-Carry on, said Thinker. | know what's in your m nd

Quester trotted down the hill, let the dogs close in, increased his speed
when he struck the valley, heading for the house. The baying tapered off as
the dogs, with the quarry now in sight, used every ounce of strength, every
gasp of breath, to finally close upon it.

Quester glanced around and saw them bunched together - terrible, striving
shadows in the. moonlight and across the space between them cane an anxi ous
whi npering, the excited sobbing of aninmals that closed in for the kill,

And then, suddenly, the baying burst out again, the cry of blood that rang
across the sky and bounced against the hills. The house now was only a little
di stance off and suddenly, as the baying bellowed in the night, nmore lights
cane on and froma pole outside the house a floodlight burst into blinding

brilliance. Someone inside, apparently, had been aroused by the bl oodthirsty
cl anour of the hounds.

A |l ow picket fence separated the house fromthe field and Quester cleared
the fence, landing in the full glare of the floodlight. Wth a sudden dash, he
reached the house and huddl ed cl ose against it.

-Now, he yelled to Thinker. Now
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It was cold, a biting, deadening cold, |like a physical blow that staggered
t he body and the m nd.

The satellite of the planet hung above a ragged line of uplifted
vegetation and the | and was sterile and dry, while across the construction the
humans called a fence | eaped the raging creatures that were designated dogs.

But somewhere cl ose was a bank of energy and Thi nker grabbed at it - in
need, in desperation, alnobst in a panic. Grabbed at it and took it, nore than
he had need of, far nore than he had need of. The house went dark and on the
pole the floodlight flickered and went out.

The cold was gone and his body fell into the pyram dal formand it gl owed.
The data was there once again, as it had been before, sharper, nore concise
than it had ever been before, ranged in ranks and files, waiting to be used.
Inside his mind the |ogic process was clean and bright and sharp and it had
been far too | ong since he had nmade use of it.

- Thi nker, Quester yelled. Cut it out! The dogs! The dogs! The dogs!

And that was right, of course. He had known about the dogs and of
Quester's plan and the plan was worki ng.

The dogs were swerving, digging in their claws to halt their headl ong
rush, whinpering and yel ping in sudden abject fright at this apparition which
had repl aced the wolf they had been chasi ng.

There was too nuch energy, Thinker realized with a prick of fear. Far too
much - nore than he coul d handl e.

He got rid of it. He flared.

Crackling lightning flashed and the valley for a moment was lit up by the
flare. The paint on the house curled and bl ackened, peel ed.

The dogs, |eaping back across the fence, how ed as the Iightning speared
out at them They fled, their tails tucked tight, their blistered runps stil
snoki ng.
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WIllow Gove, Blake told hinmself, was a town that he had known sonetinme in
t he past. Wi ch was inpossible, of course. Perhaps a place very like a place
that he m ght have read of, or at sone tine had seen a picture of, but he
never had been here.

And yet, as he stood on the street corner in the early norning light, old
menories kept nagging at himand a pattern in his mnd kept matching the
things that he was seeing - the way the steps up to the bank ran
kitty-cornered off the pavenment, and the nmassive elmtrees that grew around
the little park at the far end of the street. There would be, he knew, a
statue in the park, standing in the centre of a fountain that was dry nore
often than it ran, and an anci ent cannon nounted on its massive wheels, its
barrel bespecked by pigeon dirt.

Not al ways matching, but also noting differences. A hobby shop and



jewel l ery store occupied the building where the garden store had been and a
new front had been inposed upon the barber shop, which was still a barber
shop, and over all of it, over the entire street and town, |lay an ol dness that
had not been there when he |last had seen it.

Last had seen it!
Coul d he, he wondered, have ever seen this town?

How coul d he have seen it and forgotten it till now? For, technically at
| east, he should be in possession of all he'd ever known. In that instant back
in the hospital it all had cone back to him- all that he had been, all that
he had done. And if that had been so, why and how had the nmenory of WII ow
G ove been withheld from hin®

An old town - alnobst an ancient town - no flying houses perched on their
gri dded foundation bl ocks, no airy masses of apartnent conplexes rising on its
outskirts. Solid, honest buildings built of wood and brick and stone, built
where they were neant to stay, with no roving tendencies tied into their
functions. Sonme of them he saw however, had sol ar power plants spread
awkwar dl y across their roofs, and on the edge of town there had been a | arger
muni ci pal sol ar plant, apparently used to punp energy into those houses which
were not so equi pped.

He shifted the knapsack to a nore confortable position on his shoul der and
pul l ed the cowl of the robe nore closely about his face. He crossed the street
and wandered slowy up the pavenent and on every hand were little things that
j ogged | oose nenories. There were names now as well as places. Jake Wods had
been t he banker and Jake Wyods coul d, surely, no longer be alive. For if he
had ever seen this town, it rmust have been nore than two centuries ago. And
Charl ey Breen and he had run away from school and gone fishing in the creek
and had caught some chub

It was incredible, he told hinmself; it was inpossible. And yet the
nmenories kept on piling in on him not vague and shadowy, but incidents and
faces and pictures fromthe past, all three-dinensional. He renenbered that
Jake Wods had been |l ane and had carried a cane and he knew what kind of cane
it was - one that was heavy and of a shiny, hand-rubbed wood. Charley had had
freckles and a wide, infectious grin, and Charl ey, he renmenbered, had al ways
led himinto trouble. There had been M nnie Short, an old, befuddl ed woman,
dressed in rags and walking with a weird sort of shuffling trot, who had
wor ked part-time as a book-keeper at the |unber yard. But the | unber yard was
gone and in its place stood a gl ass-and-plastic agency for floaters.

He reached a bench that stood in front of a restaurant across the street
fromthe bank and sat down on it heavily. There were a few people on the
street and as they went past they stared at him

He felt fine. Even after the hard night of Quester's running, his body
still was fresh and strong. Perhaps, he told hinmself, it was because of
Thi nker's stolen energy - an energy transferred from Thinker to Quester and
from Quester on to him

He slid the knapsack off his shoulder and let it rest beside himon the
bench. He slid the cow back fromhis face.

Peopl e were begi nning to open up the shops and stores. A |lone car cane
thrunm ng gently up the street.

He read the signs and none of themwere fam liar. The nanes of the stores,



and of the people who owned and operated them all had changed.

On the fl oor above the bank the wi ndows bore gilt lettering advertising
t he occupants - dentists, doctors, lawers. Alvin Bank, MD: H H diver
Dentistry; Ryan WIlson, Attorney-at-Law, J. P. Leach, Optonetrist; WnSmth -
Wait a mnute, there! Back up! Ryan Wlson. that was it! Ryan WIlson was the
nane that had been nentioned in the nmessage.

There, across the street, was the office of the man who had indicated in
the note that he had sonething of interest to inpart.

The cl ock above the door of the bank said it was al nbst nine o' clock
Wl son mght be in his office, or would be comng soon. If the office stil
were closed, he could stay and wait for him

Bl ake got up off the bench and crossed the street. The door that opened on
the stairs leading to the fl oor above the bank was rickety, and it creaked and
groaned as he pushed it open. The stairs were steep and dark and the brown
pai nt that covered the treads was scuffed and peeling off.

Wlson's office was just down the hail, and the door stood open

Bl ake went into the outer office, which was enpty. In an inner office a
man sat in his shirt sleeves, working on sone papers, with others stacked high
in a basket on the desk

The man | ooked up. 'Come on in,' he said.

"You are Ryan W/Ison?

The man nodded. 'My secretary isn't here as yet. Wat can | do for you?

"You sent ne a nessage. My nane is Andrew Bl ake.'

W son | eaned back in his chair and stared at him

"Well, I'll be damed,' he finally said. 'I never thought 1'd see you.
t hought you were gone for good.'

Bl ake shook his head, bewi | dered.
'Have you seen the norning paper? WIson asked.
'"No,' said Blake. 'I haven't.'’

The man reached for a folded copy that lay on the corner of his desk and
flicked it open, facing it towards Bl ake.

The banner screaned:

'S MAN FROM THE STARS A WEREWOLF?

The read-out said:



HUNT STILL GOES ON FOR BLAKE

Pl ast ered underneath the banner, Bl ake saw, was a picture of hinself.

Bl ake felt his face freezing, fought to keep it frozen, betraying no
expr essi on.

Wthin his brain he felt Quester stirring frantically.
-No! No! He screamed at Quester. Let nme handle this. Quester quieted down.

"It's interesting,' Blake said to Wl son. 'Thanks for show ng ne. Have
they got around to posting a reward?

Wlson flicked his wist to fold the paper, put it back on the corner of
hi s desk.

"Al'l you have to do,' said Blake, 'is dial the phone. The nunber of the
hospital is...'

Wl son raised his hand. 'It's no concern of mne,' he said. 'l don't care
what you are.'

"BEven if | were a werewol f.'

"Even if you were,' said WIlson. 'You can turn around and | eave if that
shoul d be your wish and I'Il go back to work. But if you want to stay, there
are a couple of questions |I am supposed to ask you and if you can answer
them ..’

' Questions?

"Yes. Just two sinple questions.'

Bl ake hesitated.

"I amacting," Wlson told him 'for a client. For a client who died a
century and a half ago. This is a matter which has been handed down,
generation after generation, within the fabric of this lawfirm M
great - grandf at her was the nman who accepted the responsibility of carrying out
the request of the client.'

Bl ake shook his head, trying to shake the fog out of his brain. There was
something terribly wong here. He had known it the nmoment he had seen the
t own.

"Al'l right," he said. 'Go ahead and ask your questions.'

Wl son pulled a desk drawer open, took out two envel opes. One he laid
asi de, the other one he opened, taking out a sheet of paper that crackled when
he unfolded it.

The attorney held the sheet in front of him squinting closely at it.

"All right, M Blake.' he said. 'First question: What was the name of your
first grade teacher?



"Why, her nane was,' said Bl ake, 'her nane was...'
He groped blindly for the answer and all at once he had it.

"Her nane was Jones,' he said. 'Mss Jones. Ada Jones, | think. It was so
| ong ago.'

But it was, somehow, not so |long ago. Even as he said how |long ago it was,
he suddenly could see her in his mnd. Prim old-maidish, with a fuzzy hairdo
and a stern set to her nouth. And she'd worn a purple blouse. How could he
have forgotten that purple bl ouse she wore?

"OK,' said Wlson. 'What did you and Charley Breen do to Deacon Watson's
wat er nel ons?'

"Why,' said Blake, 'we - say, how did you find out about that one?

"Never mind,' said WIlson. 'Just go ahead and answer.'

"Well,' said Blake, 'l guess it was a dirty trick. We both felt badly
after we had done it. W never told anyone. Charley stole a hypodermc from
his father - his old nan was a doctor, | suppose you know.'

‘"I don't know a thing,' said WI son.

"Well, we took this syringe and we had a jar of kerosene and we gave each
of the nelons a squirt of kerosene. W poked the needle through the rind. Not
much, you understand. Just enough so the nel ons would have a funny taste.'

Wl son |laid down the paper and picked up the other envel ope.

"You passed the test,' he said. 'l guess that this is yours.'

He handed the envel ope to Bl ake.

Bl ake took it and saw that there was witing on its face -the words forned
in the shaky penmanship of the very old, the ink faded to a faint, dull brown.

The writing said:
To The Man Who Has My M nd
And underneath that |ine a signature:
Theodor e Roberts
Bl ake' s hand shook and he let it fall straight to his side, stil
clutching the envelope, and he tried to hold it stiff and straight so it would

stop its shaking.

For now he knew - now he knew again, now it was all there, all the things
he had forgotten, all the old identities and faces.

"That is me,' he said, forcing his stiff lips to nove. 'That was nme. Teddy
Roberts. | am not Andrew Bl ake."'
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He cane to the great iron gates, which were |ocked, went through the
postern gate and found the gravel path that went w nding up the rise. Bel ow
himlay the towm of WIlow Gove and here, all about him their places marked
by the canted, noss-grown stones, hemmed in by the pines and the ancient fence
of iron, lay all those old ones who had been young when he had been a boy.

"Follow the path to the left," Wlson had told him 'You'll find the
famly plot halfway up the hill, just to the right. But Theodore, you know, is
not really dead. He's in the Mnd Bank and he's in you as well. It's just his
body up there. | don't understand.'

"Nor do I,' said Blake, "but | feel | have to go.'

And so he'd gone, clinmbing the steep, rough road, seldomused, to the
cenetery gates. And as he clinbed the hill he thought that, of all the town,
the cenetery | ooked the nost fanmiliar to him The pine trees, inside the iron
fence, were larger and taller than he'd renmenbered them and, if possible, even
inthe full light of the day, were darker and nore sonbre than he had thought
they'd be. But the wind, noaning through their heavy needl es, played a dirge
that came straight out of boyhood nenories.

Theodore, the letter had been signed. But it had not been Theodore, rather
it was Teddy. Little Teddy Roberts, and later on, still Teddy Roberts, young
physicist out of Caltech and M T, before whomthe universe had lain a bright
and shi ning nechanismthat cried for understandi ng. The Theodore woul d cone
|ater - Dr Theodore Roberts, an old and weighty nman, with slow step and
ponderous voice, and with his hair turned white. And that was a nan, Bl ake
told hinmself, he had never known and woul d never know. For the mind he
carried, the mnd that had been inpressed upon his synthetic brain, inside his
synthetic body, had been the m nd of Teddy Roberts.

Now all he needed to do to talk with Teddy Roberts was to pick up a phone
and dial the M nd Bank number and identify hinself. And then, with a little
wai t, perhaps, there would be a voice and behind the voice the m nd of
Theodore Roberts. But not the voice of the man hinself, for the voice had been
lost in death; nor the mnd of Teddy Roberts, but the older, wiser, nore
steady mnd that had grown fromthe nind of Teddy Roberts. It would do no
good, be thought; it would be a stranger talking. O would it? For it had been
Theodore, not Teddy, who had witten himthe letter, a man witing fromhis
deep ol d age, the feeble, shaky hand spelling out the greeting and the
nessage

Could the nmind be man? O was the nmind a lonely thing that stood apart
from man? How nuch of man was m nd, how nmuch was the body? And how ruch of
humanity did he, hinmself, represent when he resided as a sinple human notion
i nside of Quester's body - how nmuch | ess, perhaps, inside of Thinker's body?
For Thi nker was a being fromfar outside the human concept, a biol ogica
engi ne that converted energy, with senses that did not entirely correspond
with the human sense, with a |l ogic-instinct-wi sdomthat took the place of
m nd.

I nside the postern gate he halted and stood in the deep shadow of the
pi nes. The air was heavy with the scent of evergreen and the wi nd was npani ng
and far up the hill a man was worki ng anong the noss-grown sl abs of granite,
the sun flashing on the tool he used as he laboured in the quietness of the
nmorni ng |ight.



The chapel stood beside the gate, the ancient clapboard whiteness of its
wal s shining in the green shadows of the pines, its steeple stretching
upwards, trying, but failing, to match the tallness of the trees. Through the
open door, Bl ake glinpsed the soft glow of lights wthin.

Wal ki ng slowy, Bl ake went past the chapel and started up the wal k.
Beneath his feet the gravel grated as it shifted. Halfway up the hill and to
the right. And when be got there he'd find the marker that proclainmed quietly
to the world that the body of Theodore Roberts lay in the earth beneath.

Bl ake hesitat ed.
Why did he want to go?

To visit the place where lay his body - no, not his body, but the body of
the man whose nmind he wore.

And if that mind were still alive - if two minds were still alive - what
did the body matter? It was a husk and its death shoul d occasion no regret and
its resting place was of no consequence.

Slow y he turned back down the path, heading for the gate. Wen he reached
t he chapel, he stopped and stood | ooking, through the gate, down upon the
t own.

He was not ready to go back to the town, he knew - if he ever should be
ready. For when he wal ked into that town again, he must know what to do. And
he did not know what to do. He had no ideas what to do.

He turned and went up the walk to the chapel and sat down on the steps.
VWhat shoul d he do now? he wondered. What was left to do?

Now, finally, know ng who he was, there was no further need of running.
Now he had the ground to stand on, but the ground was neani ngl ess.

He reached into the pocket of his robe and took out the letter. Unfolding
it, he sat hunched upon the step, going over it again:

My dear Sir: VWich, | suppose, may be a strange and awkward way of
addressing you. | have tried other salutations and all of them sounded w ong.
I must fall back upon the one which, while it may seemtoo formal, at least is
dignified.

By now, of course, you know who | am and who you are, so there is no need
for any expl anation concerning our relationship, which | take to be the first
of its kind upon this earth, and perhaps a bit enbarrassing to the both of us.

| have lived in hope that some day you woul d be back and the two of us
m ght sit down, perhaps with drinks in hand, and spend a pl easant hour in
conpari ng notes.

Now | have sone fear that you may not be coning back. Since you have been
gone so long, | fear sonething nay have happened that will prevent your coning
back. But even if you did, for me to see you your comi ng rmust be soon, for the
end of |ife draws near

The end of life, | say, and yet this is not entirely true. The end of



life, of course, so far as | am physically concerned. But nmy mnd will
continue to exist in the Intelligence Depository - one m nd anong nany others,
able to continue functioning as an i ndependent unit, or acting in

col l aboration, as a sort of panel or advisory board, with other ninds which
are existing there.

It has been with sone hesitation that | have finally accepted the
nom nation. | realize, of course, the honour of it, but even having accepted,
I am not convinced of the wisdomof it, either for nyself or for humanity. |
am not certain that a man can live confortably as a mind alone, and | am
afraid, as well, that humanity, in time, may cone to depend too heavily upon
t he accumul at ed wi sdom and know edge which is contained within the so-called
M nd Bank. If we remain, as is the situation today, sinply as an advisory
board to which questions may be subnitted for consideration and
recomendati on, then the Bank may serve a useful purpose. But if the world of
men ever comes to depend upon the wi sdom of the past alone, glorifying it or
deifying it, bowing to it and ignoring the wi sdomof their present, then we
wi || becone a hindrance and a detrinent.

| amnot certain why | wite you this. Possibly because you are the only
one | can wite it to - for, in many ways, you are actually nyself.

It seens strange that in one lifetine any one man shoul d have been call ed
upon to make two such sinilar decisions. For when | was sel ected as the one

whose mind should be inpressed upon your brain, |I felt many of the
reservations which I now amfeeling. | felt that, in many ways, ny nind m ght
not be the kind of mnd that would be the best for you. | had prejudices and

bi ases that mi ght be a disservice to pass on. Al these years | have not been
easy about it, wondering often if ny mnd had served you well or ill.

Man, indeed, has cone far fromthe sinple beast he was when we consi der
guestions such as these. | have sonetimes wondered if we m ght not have cone
too far, if in the vanity of intelligence we may not be treadi ng upon
forbi dden ground. But these thoughts have cone to me only lately. They are the
accunul ated doubts of a man who is growing old and so shoul d be di scounted.

It nust seemto you that this letter is a ranbling one, and to little
purpose. |If you will bear with me, | shall try to get, within a reasonable
space of time, to the little purpose it may have.

Through the years | have thought of you often and have wondered how you
were, if you were still alive and, if still alive, when you woul d cone back. |
think that you must realize by now that some, perhaps even many, of the nen
who fabricated you thought of you only as a problemin biochem stry. | think
that by this time, having lived with it all these years, you will not be
di sturbed by so frank a statenent. | think that you rmust be the kind of nman
who would realize it and accept it.

But | have never thought of you in any other way than as another hunman, in
all truth a man very like nyself. As you know, | was an only child. | had no
brother and no sister. | have often wondered if | have thought of you as the
brother that | never had. But in late years | think | know the truth of that.
You are not a brother. You are closer than a brother. You are ny second self,
equal to me in every way and never secondary.

And it is in the hope that, if you do return, even if | physically am
dead, you may want to contact me that | wite this letter. I amvery curious
about what you have been doi ng and what you may be thinking. It has seened to
me that, in view of where you' ve been and the work you have been doi ng, you
may have devel oped sone interesting and illum nating viewpoints.



VWet her you do contact nme rmust be left to your own judgenent. | am not
entirely sure that the two of us should talk, although I'd like to very much.
"Il leave it up to you in all confidence that you'll know what's best to do.

| am at the nmonment, very much concerned with the question of whether it
is wise for the mind of one man to go on and on. It occurs to me that, while
m nd nmay be the greater part of any man, man is not mind alone. There is nore
i nvol ved in man than wi sdom and nenory and the ability to absorb facts and
devel op viewpoints. Can a nman orient hinself in the never-never |and such as
nmust exi st when the mind al one survives? He may remain a man, of course, but
there still is the question of his humanity. Does he becone nore or |ess than
human?

Perhaps, if you feel it is proper we should talk, you can tell me what you
think of all of this.

But if you believe it is better that we remain apart, please be assured
that if | should somehow know, | woul d understand. And in such a case, | would
have you know that ny best w shes and ny | ove go with you for ever.

Si ncerely,

Theodore Roberts

Bl ake folded the letter and thrust it back into the pocket of his robe.

Still Andrew Bl ake, he thought, and not Theodore Roberts. Teddy Roberts,
maybe, but never Theodore Roberts.

And if he sat down before a phone and dialled the Mnd Bank nunber, what
woul d he have to say when Theodore Roberts came upon the Iine? What coul d he
say? For he had nothing he could offer. They would be two nmen, each needing
hel p, each I ooking to the other for the help that neither one could give.

He could say: | ama werewlf - that's what the papers call me. | amonly
part a man, no nore than one-third a nan. The rest of me is something el se,
somet hing that you've never heard of, sonething that you could not credit,
havi ng heard of it. | amno longer hunman and there's no place here for nme, no
pl ace upon the Earth. | bel ong nowhere. I'ma nonster and a freak and | can
only hurt anyone | touch

And that was right. He would hurt anyone he touched. El aine Horton, who
had kissed him- a girl that he could | ove, that he perhaps al ready | oved.
Al t hough he could love her only with the human part of him wth one third of
him And he could hurt her father, that marvellous old man with the ranrod
back and the ranrod principles. And hurt as well that young doctor, Daniels,
who had been his first, and for a tinme, his only friend.

He could hurt themall - he would hurt themall unless..

And that was it. Unless.

There was sonet hing he nmust do, some action he nust take.

He searched his nmind for this thing that he nust do and it was not there.

He rose slowy fromthe steps and turned towards the gate, then turned



back again and went into the chapel, pacing slowy down the aisle.

The pl ace was bushed and shadowed. An electric candel abra, mounted on the
lectern, did little to drive back the shadows, a feeble canpfire gl ow burning
in the darkened enptiness of a desol ated plain.

A place to think. A place to schenme, to huddle for a time. A place to
array his thoughts and align the situation and see what he mnust do.

He reached the front of the building and noved over fromthe aisle to sit
down on one of the seats. But he did not sit down. He remained standing,
buttressed by the twilit quiet - a quiet that was enphasi zed rather than
broken by the soft sound of the wind in the pines outside.

This was the decision point, he knew Here, finally, he had cone to that
time and place fromwhich there was no retreat. He had run before, and ran to
a certain purpose, but now there was no | onger any virtue in the sinple and
i mpul sive act of fleeing. For there was no | onger any place to flee to - he
had reached the ultimte point and now, if he were to run again, he nmust know
what he was runni ng to.

Here, inthis little town, he had found who and what he was and this town
was a dead-end. The whol e planet was a dead-end and there was no place for him
upon this Earth, no place for himin humanity.

For while he was of Earth, he could lay no claimto humanity. He was a
hybrid, rather - out of man's terrible schenm ng had ari sen sonething that had
not heretofore existed.

He was a team a teamof three different beings. That team had the
opportunity and the capacity to work upon, and perhaps to solve, a basic
uni versal problem but it was not a problemthat had specifically to do with
the planet Earth or the life that resided on the Earth. He could do nothing
here and not hing could be done for him

On sonme ot her planet, perhaps, a bleak and barren planet where there'd be
no interference, where there was no culture and no cultural distraction -
per haps there he could performthe function - he, the team not he the human,
but he, the three of themtogether.

Qut of the mists of time and di stance he remenbered once again the
headi ness of the realization, when it had cone to them that within their
grasp lay the possibility of resolving the purpose, and the meaning of the
universe. O, if not of solving it, of digging closer to the core of it than
any intelligence had ever dug before.

He thought again of what lay in the power of those three mnds that had
been |inked together by the unconscious and uni ntendi ng i ngenuity shaped by
the m nds of men - the power and the beauty, the wonder and the awful ness. And
he quail ed before the realization that, perhaps, here had been forged an
i nstrument that outraged all the purpose and the meaning for which it now
coul d seek throughout the universe.

In time, perhaps, the three m nds would beconme a single mnd and if that
shoul d happen, then his humanity would no | onger natter, for it would be gone.
Then the ties that bound himto a planet called the Earth and to the race of
bi pedal beings that resided upon the Earth woul d be snapped and he woul d be
free. Then, he told hinself, he could rest easy, then he could forget. And
t hen, perhaps, when he had forgotten, when he was no | onger human, he could
| ook upon the powers and capabilities held within that common m nd as not hi ng



nore than comonpl ace. For the mind of man, he knew, while it mght be clever,
was very limted. It gaped at wonder and boggled at the full concept of the

uni verse. But while it mght be [imted, he told hinself, it was safe and warm
and confortabl e.

He had outgrown the humanity wi th which he had been endowed and t hat
outgrowing hurt. It left himweak and enpty, outside the confort and the
war nt h.

He crouched upon the fl oor and wapped his arns about him This little
space, he thought, even this tiny room which, crouched, he occupied - even
this space did not belong to himnor did he belong to it. There was nowhere
for him He was a tangl ed not hi ngness whi ch had been spawned by accident. He
had never been neant to be. He was an intruder. An intruder, perhaps, upon
this planet only, but the humanity that still clung to himmde this pl anet
matter - the only place in all the universe that mattered.

In time, he mght shuck off the humanness, but that, if ever, would be
mllennia fromnow. And it mattered to hi mnow. Now and the Earth, not forever
and the uni verse.

He felt the synmpathy reaching out for himand he knew dimy where it cane
fromand, even in his bitterness and despair, he knewit was a trap and cried
out against it.

He struggled feebly, but they still kept reaching out to snare himand he
heard the words and thoughts that passed between the two of them and the words
that they spoke to him although he did not understand them

They reached out and took himand fol ded himcl ose agai nst them and their
alien warmh held himsecure and tight and safe.

He sank into the confort of forgetting and the battered core of his agony
seened to nmelt away in a world where there was nothing but the Three of them -
just he and those two others, bound together for all eternity.
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A Decenber wi nd, sharp-toothed and thin, keened across the |and, stripping
the last of the brown and shrivelled | eaves fromthe | one oak tree that stood
hal fway up the hill. Atop the hill, where the cenetery stood, the giant pines
moaned in the chill of the dying year. Ragged cl ouds raced across the sky and
there was a snell of com ng snow riding on the wind. Two trimblue figures
stood at the cemetery gates, the pale winter sunlight, shining for a nonment
t hrough the broken clouds, gleam ng off the polished buttons and the rifle
barrels. To one side of the gate a small group of sightseers huddl ed, peering
through the iron bars at the whiteness of the chapel

'Not many here today,' Ryan WIlson told Elaine Horton. 'Wen the weat her
was good, especially on week-ends, we had quite a crowd.’

He shucked the collar of his grey robe close about his neck

"Not that | approve of it,' he said. 'That's Theodore Roberts up there. |
don't care what shape he takes, it still is Theodore Roberts."'



"Dr Roberts, | take it,' said Elaine, 'was well thought of in WIIow
G ove.'

'"That he was,' said WIlson. 'He was the only one of us who ever gained
di stinction. The town is proud of him

"And you resent all this?

"I don't know if you can say resentnment. So |long as a proper decorumis
mai ntai ned, | don't think we mnd. But at times the crowds take on a holiday
aspect and that we do not |ike."'

"Perhaps,' said Elaine, 'l should not have cone. | thought a long tine
about it. But the nore |I thought about it, the nore it seened | nust.'

"You were his friend," said WIlson gravely. 'You have a right to come. |
don't inagine he had too many friends.'

The small crowd of huddl ed people had drifted fromthe gates and was
starting down the hill.

'"On a day like this,' said Wlson, '"there's not much for themto see. So
they don't stay very long. Just the chapel. In the good weather, of course,
t he chapel doors were open and you could catch a glinpse inside. But even
then, there wasn't much to see. To begin with just a patch of darkness, a
pat ch of nothingness, and you couldn't always see it. But now, when the doors
are open, you get a sense of shining, of sonmething shining there. At first it
didn't shine.

You couldn't see a thing. Just like looking into a hole that hung just

above the floor. Everything blotted out. A shield of sone sort, | suppose. But
now, gradually, the shield, the defences, whatever they nmay be, have been
dropped and you can see it shining there.' "WIIl they let ne in? Elaine
asked.

"I think they will,' said Wlson. '"I'll send word to the captain. You

can't blanme Space Adm nistration for clamping down so hard. The responsibility
for whatever's up there rests solely with them They started the project two
hundred years ago. Wat happened here woul d not have happened if it hadn't
been for Project Werewol f.'

El ai ne shudder ed.

"You'll pardon ne,' said Wlson. 'I should not have said that.'

"Way shoul dn't you?' she asked. 'Unpleasant as it is, that's what it's
call ed by everyone.'

"I told you about that day he came into the office," WIlson said. 'He was
a nice young man.'

'"He was a frightened man,' said Elaine, 'running fromthe world. |If he had
only told nme..."'

"Perhaps then he didn't know ..’

'"He knew he was in trouble. The senator and | woul d have hel ped him Dr
Dani el s woul d have hel ped him

"He didn't want to involve you. It was not the sort of thing one would



i nvolve his friends in. And he wanted to keep your friendship. He was afraid,
nore than likely, if he told you, that he would | ose the friendship.'

"I can see,' said Elaine, 'how he might have thought so. And | didn't even
try to make himtell nme. | blane nyself for that. But |I didn't want to hurt
him 1 thought he should have a chance of finding the answer for hinself.'

The crowd cane down the hill, went by the two of them and conti nued down
the road.
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The pyramid stood to the left, and in front of the row of seats. It gl owed
dully, pulsating slightly, and out fromit hung a curtain of |ight.

"Don't go too close,' the captain said. 'You mght frighten it.'

El ai ne did not answer. She stared at the pyram d and the horror and the
wonder of it rose in her throat to choke her

"You can go down two or three nore rows of seats,' the captain said. "It
m ght be dangerous if you tried to get too close. W don't really know.'

Words forced thensel ves up and out of her. 'Frighten it?" she asked.

"I don't know,' the captain said. 'That's the way it acts. As if it mght
be frightened of us. O suspicious of us. Or naybe just doesn't want anything
to do with us. It wasn't like this until recently. It was bl acked out, a piece
of enptiness, as if there were nothing there. Creating a world of its own,
with all defences up.'

"And now he knows that we won't harm hin®'

"Hi n?'

" Andrew Bl ake,' she said

"You knew him miss? M WIlson said so.'

"l saw himthree tinmes,' she said.

" About knowing we won't hurt him' the captain said. 'Maybe that is it.
Sonme of the scientists think so. Alot of themhave tried to study it - pardon
me, Mss Horton - have tried to study him But they don't get too far. Nothing
much to work on.'

'They're sure?' she asked. 'They're sure it's Andrew Bl ake?'

' Down underneath the pyramid,' the captain told her. 'Down at the base of
it, on the right-hand side.’

'The robe!' she said. 'That was the one | gave him'

'Yes. The one that he was wearing. It's down there on the floor. Just the
corner of it sticking out.'



She took a step down the aisle.
"Not too far,' the captain warned. 'Not too close.’
She took another step and halted.

This is foolish, she thought. If he is there, he knows. He'd know that it
is me and he would not be frightened - he'd know | have for himnothing but ny
| ove.

The pyram d pul sated gently.

But perhaps he doesn't know, she told herself. Perhaps he has | ocked
hi nsel f against the world and if that is what he's done, he had reason to.

How rmust it be, she wondered, to know that your mind is the mnd of
another man - a | oaned m nd since you can have none of your own, because man's
i ngenuity was not quite great enough to fabricate a mnd? Ingenuity sufficient
to fashion bone and flesh and brain, but not to fashion nmind. And how nuch
wor se, perhaps, to know that you were a part of two other minds - at |least two
ot her m nds.

' Capt ai n?' she asked.
'Yes, Mss Horton.'

'"Do the scientists know how many minds there are? Could it be nore than
three?

'They don't seemto know,' he said. 'Ganted the situation as it stands,
there mght not be alimt.'

No Iimt, she thought. Roomfor an infinity of mnds, for all the thought
that lay in the universe.

"I am here,' she said, speaking silently to the creature that had been
Andrew Bl ake. 'l am here. Can't you tell I'mhere? If you ever need nme, if you
change back into a man again...'

But why shoul d he change back into a nman agai n? Perhaps he had changed to
this so he need not be a nan, so that he need not face a humanity that he
coul d not share.

She turned and took a hesitant step towards the chapel's front, then
turned back once nore.

The pyram d was shining softly and it seened so peaceful and so solid, yet
wi t hdrawn, that her throat constricted and tears cane to her eyes.

I will not weep, she told herself, fiercely. I will not weep, for whom
woul d | be weeping? For Andrew Bl ake? For nyself? For the befuddl ed race of

man?

Not dead, she thought. But worse than death, perhaps. If he had been a man
and dead, she could have wal ked away. She coul d have sai d goodbye.

Once he had turned to her for help. Now he was beyond her hel p, or any
human hel p. Perhaps, she thought, he was beyond all humanity.

She turned agai n.



"I"l'l leave now,' she said, 'Captain, please; would you wal k beside ne.'

He took her arm and wal ked besi de her down the aisle.

31

It all was there. The great black towers anchored in the planet's granite
crust, reached towards the skies. The green and |l eafy glade, with its flowers
and gaily-playing animals, stood notionless in tinme. The pink-white structure
rose in airy curves and spirals above the purple, foamflecked sea. And in the
aridity of the great plateau the nustard-col oured domes of hermt
intelligences ran as far as sense could reach

These and many others - and not the pictures of themonly, snatched from
the ice-hard stars which lay like scattered crystals across the skies that
roofed a planet of drifted sand and snow - but the ideas and the thoughts and
concepts that clung to all the pictures, like bits of dirt to roots.

Most of the thoughts and concepts were sinply isol ated pieces which woul d
not correlate, but all of themwere springboards for the fabrication of a vast
jigsaw puzzl e net of |ogic.

The task was an enornous one and at tines confusing, but bit by bit the

various data fell into filing patterns, and once identified were erased from
active consideration, but still tagged and avail abl e when t here should be need
of them

It worked with satisfaction and a happiness - and that bothered it.
Satisfaction was all right and quite perm ssible, but happiness was wong. It
was sonet hing that had been unknown and should not be felt; it was an alien
thing and it was enotion. For the best result, there nmust be nothing |like
enotion, and it was irritated at the happiness and tried to wipe it out.

A contagion, it told itself. A contagion that it had caught from Changer

and, as well, perhaps, from Quester, who was at the best a npbst unstable
creature. A situation that it rmust guard against, for happi ness was bad enough
- there were other illogical enotions held by those two that could be even

wor se.

So it wi ped away the happi ness and posted guard against it, and went on
with its work, reducing the ideas and the thoughts and concepts, in so far as
they could be so reduced, to formul ae and axi ons and synbol s, being careful in
the process not to | ose the substance of them for the substance would be
needed | ater.

There were tantalizing hints that must be docketed for nore consideration
and, perhaps, even for nore data. The logic pattern potentially was sound but
extrapol ated too far it left sone roomfor error and needed further data to
i ndicate direction. There were so nmany tricky things; there was nothing ever
easy. The process called for hard discipline and constant self-exam nation to
be certain that the concept of one's self was elinmnated. That was the thing,
it thought, that made happi ness so bad.

The material of the black tower, for exanple. So thin it seened inpossible
for it to stand, let alone have strength. But there could be no doubt about



its thinness; that information came through very clear and solid. But the hint
of neutrons was sonething el se - neutrons packed so solidly together that they
assuned the characteristics of a metal, all held in a rigid association by a
force for which there was no definition. The hint indicated time, but was tine
a force? A dislocated tinme, perhaps. Atinme straining to take its proper place
in either past or future, for ever striving towards a goal made inpossible by
some fantastic nmechani smthat kept time out of step?

And the fishers of space who cast their nets across enpty cubic |ight
years, catching the energy spewed out in space by all the angry suns.
Catching, in the process, the incredible flotsam of unknown things that once
had crossed or once had lived in space - the garbage of the vast stretches of
abandoned space. Nothi ng about the fishers or what kind of nets they cast or
how t hese nets might trap the energy. Just the thought that the fishers
fished. Some fantasy, perhaps, of sone dimcommunal mnd, a religion or a
faith or nyth - or could there be the fishers?

These and many nore and that one faint inpression, so faint it barely
regi stered, faint, perhaps, because it had been dredged froma star so distant
that even light grewtired. A universal mnd, it said, and that was all it
said. A mnd, perhaps, fromwhich all thinking cane. A nmind, perhaps, that
gathered in all thinking. O a mnd that set the |aw and order which spun the
el ectron around the nucleus and called out marchi ng cadences to the gal axi es.

There was much, and all of it fragmentary and very puzzling. And this was
just a start. This was the harvest nerely of a nmoment of tine on a single
planet. But it was inportant, all of it, every bit of information, every faint
i mpression. Somewhere it all fit in, somehow there was a place for it in that
pattern of |aw and order, cause and effect, action and reaction which made up
the universe.

Time was all that was needed. Wth nore data and nore logic it could al
become as one. And tine, as a factor, could be cancelled out. There was an
eternity of it.

Thi nker, squatted on the chapel floor, pulsated gently, the logic
mechani smthat was its mnd driving towards the universal truth.
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Changer struggl ed.

He must get out. He nust escape. He could not remain buried in this
bl ackness and qui etness, in the confort and security, in the brotherhood that
enconpassed and engul fed hi m

He did not want to struggle. He would rather have stayed exactly where he
was, remain the thing he was. But something made hi mstruggle - not sonething
inside hinself, it seemed, but something fromoutside hinself, a creature or a
being or a situation that called out to himand told himthat he could not
stay, that no matter how nuch he m ght wish to stay, he could not. There was
somet hing | eft undone and it could not be Ieft undone and he was the only one
who woul d be able to performthe task, whatever it m ght be.

-Quiet, quiet, said Quester. You are better where you are. There is too
much grief, too nuch bitterness for you outside of here.



Qut si de of here? he wondered. And renenbered sonme of it. A wonman's face
the tall pines at the gate - another world seen as one would see it through a
wal I of running water, renmpote and faraway and i nprobable. But he knew that it
was there

-You shut ne in! he shouted. You nmust let me go.

But Thi nker paid no attention to him Thinker went on thinking, all his
energies directed towards the many pieces of information and of fact - the
great black towers, the mnustard-col oured dones, the hint of something or
someone barking out the orders for the universe.

Hs strength and will wore off and he sank into the bl ackness and the
qui et .

-Quester, he said.
-No, said Quester. Thinker's hard at work

He lay and raged wordlessly at the two of them raging in his nind. But
ragi ng did no good.

| did not treat themthat way, he told hinmself. Wien | was in the body, |
listened to themalways. | did not shut them out.

He lay and rested and the thought was in his mnd that it was better to
stay in the confort and the quietness. Wat did this other matter, whatever it
m ght be? What did Earth matter?

And there he had it - Earth!

Earth and humanity. And the both of themdid natter. Not, perhaps, to
Quester or to Thinker - although what mattered to the one of them nust nmatter
to all three.

He struggled feebly and he did not have the strength, nor perhaps the
will.

So he lay back again and waited, gathering strength and patience.

They cared for him he told hinself. They had reached out and taken himin
an hour of anguish and now they held himclose, for healing, and they would
not |et himgo.

He tried to call up the anguish once again in the hope that in the anguish
he woul d find the strength and will. But he could not recall it. It had been
wi ped away. He could claw at the edges of it, but could not get a grip upon
it.

So he snuggl ed cl ose agai nst the darkness and let the quiet come in, but
even as he did he knew that he would struggle to break free again, feebly,
per haps, hoping, nore than likely, that he would not succeed, but know ng that
he must keep on and on, never ceasing, because there was sone not entirely
under st ood, but conpelling reason that he shoul d.

He lay quietly and thought how like a dreamit was, a dream wherein one
clinmbed a mountain, but could never reach the top, or one in which one clung
to a precipice until his fingers slipped and then fell endlessly, filled with
the terror of the falling and of hitting bottom but never reaching bottom



Time and futility stretched out ahead of himand time itself, he knew, was
futile, for he knew what Thi nker knew - that tinme was not a factor

He tried to put his situation into correct perspective, but it refused to
fall into a pattern agai nst which perspective could be neasured. Tinme was a
blur and reality a haze, and sw nm ng down towards hi mthrough the haze cane a
face - a face that at first neant not too nmuch to him but, finally, he
real i zed, of sonmeone that he knew, and then, at last, a face, half seen in
dar kness, that was inprinted on his mnd for ever

The Iips noved and he could not hear the words, but they, too, the menory
of them was blazoned in his mind

VWen you can, they said, let me hear fromyou

And that was it, he thought. He had to |let her know. She was waiting to
hear what had happened to him

He surged up out of the darkness and the quiet and there seened to be a
roaring all about him- the outraged roaring protest of the other two.

Bl ack towers spun in the darkness all about him- black spinning in the
dark, with the sense of notion, but no sight. And suddenly sight as well.

He stood in the chapel and the place was dimwith the feeble light of the
candel abra and from outsi de he could hear the npaning of the pines.

There was soneone shouting and he saw a soldier running up the aisle
towards the front, while another stood, startled, with his rifle raised.

"Captain! Captain!' baw ed the runni ng man.
The other soldier took a short step forward.
'Take it easy, son,' said Blake. 'I'mnot going anywhere.'

There was sonet hing tangl ed about his ankles and he saw it was his robe.
He kicked it free and reached down to lift it and hang it on his shoul ders.

A man with bars upon his shoul ders canme striding down the aisle. He
stopped in front of Bl ake.

"I am Captain Saunders, sir,' he said. 'Space Admi nistration. W have been
guardi ng you.'

"CQuardi ng ne?" asked Bl ake. 'Or watching ne?

The captain grinned, just slightly. 'Perhaps a bit of both,' he said. 'Muy
| congratul ate you, sir, on becom ng human once again.'

Bl ake pulled the robe nore tightly about his shoulders. 'You are wong,'
he said. 'You nmust know by now you're wong. You know | am not human - not
entirely human.'

Per haps, he thought, only human in the shape he now possessed, Although
there nust be nore to it than that, for he'd been designed as human, had been
engi neered as human. There had been change, of course, but not so nuch change
t hat he was un-human. Just un-human enough, he thought, to be unacceptable.
Just un-human enough to be viewed as a nonster by hunanity.



"W've been. waiting,' said the captain. 'W' ve been hoping...'

"How | ong?' asked Bl ake. 'How |l ong has it been?

"Alnost a year,' the captain said.

A year! thought Blake. It had not seened that long. It had seened no nore
than hours. How | ong, he wondered, had he been held, unknow ng, in the healing
dept hs of the communal m nd before he had cone to know that he nust break
free? O had he known fromthe first and struggled fromthe nonent that
Thi nker had superseded hin? It was hard to know, he realized. Time, inside the
di sassoci ated mind, m ght be robbed entirely of its meaning, night becone
usel ess as a yardstick for duration

But | ong enough, at least, to effect some healing, for nowthe terror and
t he sharp-edged agony was gone, now he could stand and face the prospect that
he was not human in sufficient measure to claima place upon the Earth.

"And now?' he asked.

"My orders,' the captain said, 'are to take you to Washington, to Space
Admi ni stration, as soon as it is safe to do so.'

"It is safe right now,' Blake told him 'l wll cause no trouble.’
"It's not you | mean,' the captain said. 'It's the crowm outside.'
"What do you nean the crowd?'

"This time a crowd of worshippers. There are cults, it seens, which think

you are a nmessiah sent to deliver man fromall the evil in him And at other
times there are other groups that denounce you as a nonster - You'll pardon
me, please, sir. | forgot nyself.'

' These groups,' said Blake, 'the both of them have given you sone
troubl e?'

"At times,' the captain said. 'At tinmes a great deal of it. That is why we
nmust sneak out of here.'

"But wouldn't it be better to just walk out? Put an end to it?

"Unfortunately,' said the captain, '"it's not a situation that can be
handl ed quite so easily. | may as well be frank with you. No one except a few
of us will know that you are gone. The guard will still be kept and...’

"You'll go on letting the people think that I"'mstill here?

"Yes. It will be sinpler that way'

'But some day...'

The captain shook his head. 'No. Not for a long, long tinme. You will not
be seen. W have a ship waiting for you. So that you can leave - if you want
to go, of course.’

"To get rid of me?

"Perhaps,' the captain said. "But it also will enable you to get rid of



us.
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Earth wanted to get rid of him perhaps afraid of him perhaps nmerely
di sgusted by him a | oathsome product of its own anbitions and i magi nation
that rmust be quickly swept underneath the rug. For there was no place for him
on the Earth or in humanity, and yet he was a human product and had been made
possi bl e by the ninble brains and the weasel understanding of Earth's
scientists.

He had wondered at this and thought of it when he first had gone into the
chapel and now, standing at the wi ndow of his room and | ooking out at the
streets of Washi ngton, he knew he had been right, that he had judged
accurately the reaction of hunmanity.

Al t hough how much of this attitude was the actual attitude of the people
of the world, how nuch the official attitude of Space Administration, there
was no way of knowi ng. To Space he was an old nistake, a planning gone far
wrong, and the quicker he could be got rid of, the better it would be.

There had been, he renmenbered, a crowd on the hillside outside the
cenetery - a crowd that had gathered there to pay homage to what they thought
he stood for. Crackpots, certainly, cultists, nore than like - the kind of
peopl e who | eaped at any new sensation to fill their enmpty lives, but stil
people, still human beings, still humanity.

He stood and stared out at the sun-drenched streets of WAshington, wth
the few cars noving up and down the avenue, and the lazy strollers who
sauntered on the pavenents underneath the trees. The Earth, he thought, the
Earth and the people living on it - people who had their jobs and a fanily to
go home to, who had chores and hobbies, their worries and their little
triunphs, and their friends. But people who bel onged. Even if he coul d bel ong,
he wondered, if by sone circunstance beyond i nmagining, he should be nmade
acceptable to humanity, could he consider it? For he was not hinself alone. He
could not consider hinmself alone, for there were the other two and they held
with him in joint right, this mass of matter which nmade up his body.

That he was caught up in an enptional trap was no concern of theirs,
al t hough back there in the chapel they had nmade it concern of theirs. That
t hey, thenselves, were incapable of such enotion was beside the point -
al t hough, thinking of it, he wondered if Quester might not hold as great an
enotional capacity as he.

But to beconme an outcast, to be ejected out of Earth, to roamthe universe
a pariah out of Earth, seened nore than he could face.

The ship was waiting for him al nost ready now, and it was up to him- he
could go or stay. Although Space had made it quite apparent it was preferred
t hat he shoul d go.

And there was, actually, nothing to be gained by staying, only the faint
hope that some day he mi ght becone a human once agai n.

And if he could - if he only could - would he want it?



Hi s brain hutmed with the absence of an answer and he stood, |ooking dully
out the wi ndow, only half seeing what |lay out on the street.

A knock on the door brought him around.

The door canme open and through it he saw the guard, standing in the
hal | way.

Then a man was conming in and for a nmonment, half blinded from | ooki ng out
the wi ndow at the bright glare of the street, Blake did not recognize him
Then he saw who it was.

"Senator,' he said, noving towards the man, 'it was kind of you to cone. |
hadn' t thought you woul d."'

"Why shouldn't | have come?' asked Horton. 'Your message said you'd |ike
to talk with nme.'

"I didn't knowif you would want to see nme,' Blake told him 'After all, |
probably contributed to the outcome of the referendum'

' Perhaps,' Horton agreed. 'Yes, perhaps you did. Stone was npbst unethica
in his use of you as a horrible exanple. Although I rnust give the man his due
- he used it nost effectively.'

"I"'msorry,' said Blake. 'That's what | want to tell you. | would have
cone to see you, but it seens that, for the nonment, | amunder a mld sort of
detention.'

"Well, now,' said Horton, 'I would think there'd be nore to tal k about
than that. The referendum and its consequences are, as you may guess, a rather
pai nful subject for me. | sent in ny resignation just the other day. It wll
take a little time, quite frankly, to get used to not being a senator.'

"Wn't you have a seat?' asked Bl ake. 'The chair over there, perhaps. And
| can find sonme brandy.'

"That is an idea,' said the senator, 'that | can heartily subscribe to.
It's late enough in the afternoon to begin one's drinking for the day. That
time you cane to the house, you may recall, we had brandy then. If | remenber,
it was a rather special bottle.'

He sat down in the chair and | ooked around the room

"I must say,' he declared, 'they're doing well for you. Oficer's
quarters, no less.'

"And a guard at the door,' said Bl ake.
"They're a bit afraid of you, nore than likely.'
"l suppose they may be. But there's no need of it.'

Bl ake went to the |iquor cabinet and got out a bottle and two gl asses. He
cane back across the room and sat down on a sofa, facing Horton

"I understand,' said the senator, 'that you're on the point of |eaving us.
The ship, I'mtold, is alnost ready.'

Bl ake nodded, pouring out the brandy. He handed the senator a gl ass.



"I'"ve been doing sonme wondering about the ship,' he said. 'No crew Just
me, alone init. Entirely automatic. To acconplish all of this in just one
year's tine...'

"Ch, not a year's tine,' the senator protested. 'Hasn't anyone taken the
time to tell you about the ship?

Bl ake shook his head. 'They've briefed nme. That's the word - briefed. 1've
been told what levers to push and what dials to spin to take ne where | want
to go. How the food processors work. The housekeeping of the ship. But that is
all they've told me. | asked, of course, but there seemed to be no answers.
The main point seemed to be to give ne the bum s rush off the Earth.'

"I see,' said the senator. 'The old mlitary gane. A holdover fromthe old
days. Channels and things like that, | would imagine. And a bit, as well, of
their ridiculous security.'

He swirled the brandy in his glass, |ooked up at Bl ake. 'You needn't be
afraid of it, if that's what's in your mind. It isn't atrap. It'll do all the
things they say it will.'

I"'mglad to hear that, senator.'

"That ship wasn't built,' said the senator. 'You might say that it was
grown. It's been continuously on the drawi ng boards for forty years or nore.
Redesi gned agai n and yet again. Built and then torn down to incorporate
i nprovenents or a new design. Tested time and tine again. An attenpt, you see,
to build a perfect ship. MIIlions of man-days and billions of dollars spent on
it. And always, you see, at any tine, within a year or so of being finished
because the refinenents they were building into it finally became just that -
refinements. It is a ship that can operate for ever and a man can live in it
for ever. It is the one way a person equi pped as you are can go out in space
and do the job he's built to do.'

Bl ake crinkled his brow. 'One thing, senator. Wiy go to all the bother?
"Bother? | don't understand.'’

"Well, look - what you say is right. That strange creature of which we're
talking - of which | ama third - can go out in such a ship to roamthe
uni verse, to do our job. But what's the payoff? Wat's in it for the human
race? Do you believe, perhaps, that some day we'll cone sailing back across
nmega-|ight years to hand over to you all that we have |earned?

"I don't know,' said the senator. 'Maybe that's the thought. Maybe you
m ght even do it. Maybe there's enough humanity in you that you will comne
back. "'

"l doubt it, senator.’

"Well,' said the senator, 'there's not nuch point in talking of it.
Per haps, even were you willing, it would be inpossible. W are aware of the
time your work will involve and mankind's not so stupid - or | don't think we
are so stupid - as to inagine that we will last for ever. By the tinme you have
your answer, if you ever get an answer, there nmay be no human race.'’

"We'll get the answer. If we go out, we'll get the answer.'

"Another thing.' said the senator. '"Has it occurred to you that hunmanity



m ght be capabl e of sending you out, of nmaking it possible for you to go out
in space to hunt for your answer, even if we knew we would not benefit?
Knowi ng that somewhere in the universe there'd be some intelligence to which
your data and your answer would be useful .’

"I hadn't thought of that,' said Blake, 'and |I'mnot sure that | believe
it.'

"You're bitter towards us, aren't you.'

"I"'mnot sure,' said Blake. 'l don't know what | feel. A man who has cone
hone again and is not allowed to stay. Who is kicked out al nbst the noment he
arrives.'

"You don't have to go, of course. | had thought you wanted to. But if you
want to stay...'

"Stay for what?' cried Blake. 'To be cooped up in a pretty cage in ful
of ficial kindness? To be stared and pointed at? To have fools kneel outside
your cage as they knelt and prayed on that hillside back in WIIow G ove?

"It would be rather pointless, | suppose,' said Horton. 'Staying here, |
mean. Qut in space you'd have at least a job to do and ...’

"That's another thing,' said Bl ake. 'How conme you know so nuch about ne?
How did you dig it out? How did you figure out what was actually invol ved?'

"l understand,' said Horton, 'that it was a matter of basic deduction
based on intensive observation and research. But we'd not have got anywhere
wi t hout the Brownies' help.'

So that was it, thought Bl ake. The Browni es once again.

"They were interested in you,' said Horton. 'They're interested, it seens,
in everything alive. Meadow mce, insects, porcupines - even human bei ngs.
suppose you could call them psychol ogists. Al though that's not the proper
word. Their ability goes far beyond psychol ogy."

"I't wasn't nme, of course,' said Blake. 'Not Andrew Bl ake, | nean.'

"No. As Andrew Bl ake, you were just another human. But they sensed the
three of you - Iong before we knew about the three of you, although we
eventual |y woul d have known. They spent a lot of time wth Thinker. Just
squatting there and | ooking at him although | suspect they were doing nore
t han | ooki ng."

'So between the two of you, the hunmans and the Brownies, you got the basic
facts.'

"Not all of them' said Horton, 'but enough to know the abilities you
possessed and what you could do with them W realized those capabilities mnust
not be wasted. You had to have a chance to use them And we suspected, too,
that you could not use them here on Earth. That's when Space decided to |et
you have the ship.'

"So it boils down to this,' said Blake. 'I have a job to do. Wether |
want to or not, there's a job to do.'

Horton said, a little stiffly: 'I suppose it's up to you...'



"It was not a job I asked for.'

"No,' Horton agreed. 'No, | guess you didn't. But there nust be sone
satisfaction in its magnitude.'

They sat for a nonent, silent, both of them uneasy at how the tal k had
turned. Horton finished the brandy and set the glass aside. Bl ake reached for
the bottle.

Horton shook his head. 'No. thank you. | rmnust be going soon. But before
go, there is a question. It's this: Wat do you expect to find out there? \Wat
do you know al r eady?

"As to what we expect,' said Blake, 'l have no idea. As to what we know -
a lot of things that add up to nothing.'

"No hint? No idea of what it mght all add up to? No pattern starting to
ener ge?

"There's one indication. Not too strong, but there. A universal nind.'

"You nmean a mind that operates the universe - that pushes all the
necessary buttons?

' Maybe,' said Bl ake. 'Maybe something like that.' Horton let out his
breath. "Oh, ny God' he said. 'Yes - oh, nmy God,' said Blake, not nocking, but
very close to nockery.

Horton rose stiffly. 'l nust go,' he said. 'Thank you for the drink.'

"Senator,' said Blake, 'l sent a nessage to El aine and there was no
answer. | tried to tel ephone.’

"Yes.' said Horton, '|I amaware of that.’

"I must see her, sir. Before | go. There are certain things | want to say
to...'

"M Blake,' said Horton, 'ny daughter does not wi sh to see you, nor to
speak with you.'

Bl ake rose slowy to face him 'But what is the reason? Can you tell ne
why?

"I should think,' said Horton, 'even to you, the reason must be obvious.'
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The shadows crept into the roomand Bl ake still sat upon the couch
unstirring, his brain still beating its weary circle about the one

unconprom sing fact.

She did not want to see or talk with him- and it had been the nenory of
her face that had finally brought himsurging up out of the darkness and the
quiet. If what the senator had said was true, then all the | onging and the
effort had been for nothing. He might better have stayed where he was unti



Thi nker had finished with his cogitation and his cal culation, lying there and
heal i ng.

But had the senator spoken the truth? Did he harbour some resentnent for
the part that Bl ake had played in the defeat of the bioengi neering project?
Had he taken this way to pay back, at least in part, the di sappoi ntnent he had
suf f ered?

This did not seemtoo likely, Blake told hinmself, for the senator surely
knew enough of politics to have realized that the bioengi neering busi ness had
been a ganble at the best. And there was sonething strange about it all. To
start with, Horton had been affable and had brushed off nention of the
ref erendum then suddenly had turned brusque and cold. Al nost as if he had
been playing a part well thought out beforehand, although such a thing as that
simply nade no sense.

-You are taking it nost excellently, said Thinker. No pulling of the hair,
no gnashing of the teeth, no noaning.

-Ch, shut up! snapped Quester. Leave the man al one.

-1 but sought to pay a conplinent, persisted Thinker, and to offer nora
support. He approaches it on a high, cerebral |level, wthout enotiona
outburst. That is the only way to bring solution to a problem such as this.

Thi nker gave a nental sigh.

- Al t hough, he said, | must admt | cannot untangle the inmportance of this
pr obl em

-Don't pay attention to him Quester said to Bl ake. Any decision that you
cone to will be OKwith me. If you wish to remain on this planet for a tinme, |
would not mind at all. We could manage it.

-Ch, surely. Thinker said. There would be no problem What is one human
lifetime? You would not want to stay nore than one hunman lifetinme, would you?

"Sir," asked the Room 'shall | turn on the lights?

"No,' said Blake. 'Not yet.'

"But it is becom ng dark, sir.

'l do not mnd the dark,' said Bl ake.

Wyul d you care for supper, then?

Not at the nonment, thank you.'

Ki tchen coul d make what ever you m ght Iike.'

"In a while,' said Blake. 'l amnot hungry yet.'

They had said that they would not mind if he should want to stay on Earth,
if he should decide to have a try at becom ng hunan, but what would be the

use”?

-You could try, said Quester. The femal e human m ght deci de to change her
m nd.



-1 don't think she wll, said Bl ake.

And that, of course, was the worst of it, that he coul d understand why she
woul dn't change her mind, why she should want nothing to do with a being such
as he.

But it was not Elaine only, although she was, he knew, the greater part of
it. It was, as well, the matter of cutting the final tie with these people to
whom he coul d claima kinship, the hankering for the home that he had never
had, but that the humanity which was in himcried out should be his, of being
forced to give up a birthright before he had a chance to claimit. And that
was it, he told hinmself - the hone, the birthright, and the kinfolk were the
nore precious to himbecause, deep within his heart, he knew that he coul d not
have t hem

A bell tinkled softly.
The Room said, ' The phone is ringing, sir.'

He slid along the sofa until he was in front of it. Hs hand reached out
and flipped the toggle. The screen flickered and kept on flickering, but there
was no i mage.

"This call,' said the voice of the operator, 'nust be made wi thout visua
transmission. It is within your right to refuse acceptance of it.'

"No," said Blake. 'Go ahead. It nakes no difference to ne.'

A voi ce, concise and frosty. speaking flat words, with no hint of
i ntonation, said: 'This is the mnd of Theodore Roberts speaking. You are
Andr ew Bl ake?'

"Yes,' said Blake. 'How are you, Dr Roberts?'

"I amall right. How could | be otherw se?

"I amsorry. | forgot. | did not think.'

"You had not contacted ne, so | amcontacting you. | think that we should
tal k. | understand you will be |eaving soon.'

"The ship,' said Blake, '"is alnost ready for ne.'

"You go to learn.'

"That is right,' said Bl ake.
" The three of you?

"The three of us,' said Bl ake.

"I have thought of that often,' said the mnd of Theodore Roberts, 'ever

since | was inforned of your situation. The day will cone, of course, when
there'll not be three of you, but one.’
"I had thought that, too,' said Blake. "It will take a long, long tine.'

"Time has no nmeaning for you,' said the mnd of Theodore Roberts. 'For
ei ther one of us. You have an immortal body that can only die by violence.
have no body and thus aminmmune to violence. The only thing that can kill ne



is the failure of the technol ogy that supports ny mind

"And Earth has no neaning, either. | think it is inportant for you to
recogni ze this fact. Earth is no nore than a point in space - a tiny point in
space, and insignificant.

"There is so little in this universe, once you think of it, that really
matters. Wien you sift down to the bottomof it, all that really counts is
intelligence. If you are |ooking for a common denom nator in the universe,
seek intelligence.’

' The human race?' asked Bl ake. 'Humanity? It does not matter, either?

' The human race,' said the precise, frosty voice, 'is a splinter of
intelligence, not as a human being, not as any kind of being.'

"But intelligence...' Blake began, then stopped.

It was useless, he told hinself, to try to present another viewpoint to
this thing with which he spoke, not a man, but a di senbodi ed mi nd which was as
biased in its environnent as a being of flesh and bl ood woul d be biased by its
environnent. Lost to the physical world, renmenbering the physical world as
dimMy, perhaps, as a grown man m ght recall his babyhood, the mnd of Theodore
Roberts existed in a world of only one dinension. A small world with flexible
paranmeters, but a world in which nothing happened except it happened as an
intell ectual exercise.

"What was that you said - or neant to say?
"l suppose,' said Blake, ignoring the question, 'that you tell ne this..."

"I tell you this,' said Theodore Roberts, 'because | know you rust be
sorely tried and very greatly puzzled. And since you are part of ne...'

"I amnot a part of you,' said Blake. 'You gave ne a mnd, two centuries
ago. That nmind has changed. It's not your mnd any nore.'

"I had thought. . .' said Theodore Roberts.
"I know. It was kind of you. But it isn't any good. | stand on ny two
feet. | have to. There is no choice. Too nany people had a hand in me and

can't tear nyself apart to give each one of themtheir due - not you, not the
bi ol ogi sts who drew the blueprints, not the technicians who formed the bone
and flesh and nerve.'’

There was a silence then and Bl ake said, quickly: '"I'msorry. Perhaps I
shoul d not have said that. | hope you are not angry.

"Not angry,' said the mind of Theodore Roberts. 'Gatified, perhaps. Now I
need no | onger worry, wondering if my biases and ny prejudi ces m ght be of
di sservice to you. But | have allowed nyself to ranble on too nmuch. There was
something that | neant to tell you, sonething I think that you should know.
There was anot her one of you. Another synthetic man sent out on another
ship...'

"Yes, | knew about that,' said Blake. '|I've often wondered...'
-What do you know of hi n?’

'He canme back,' said the mind of Theodore Roberts, 'Brought back. Mich the



same as you...'
' You nean suspended ani mation?'

"Yes. But this time the ship cane hone. A few years after it went out. The
crew was frightened by what had happened and. ..’

"So | was no great surprise?

"Yes, | aminclined to think you were. No one tied you up with what had
happened so |l ong ago. Not too many people in Space knew about it. It wasn't
until shortly before you escaped fromthe hospital, after the bioengineering
heari ng, that anyone began to wonder if you might not be the other one. But
bef ore anything coul d be done about it, you had di sappeared.’

"This other one? He is still on Earth? Space had hinf
"I don't think so,' said the m nd of Theodore Roberts. 'I don't really
know. He di sappeared. | know that mnuch...'

'He di sappeared! You nean they destroyed him'
"l don't know.'

"Dam it, you nust know,' screaned Blake. 'Tell me! I'Il go out there and
tear the place apart. I'll find him..'

"It's no use,' said Theodore Roberts. "He isn't there. Not any nore.'

But when? How | ong ago?

Several years ago. Well before you were brought back from space."
'Look - how do you know? Who told you...'

'"There are thousands of us here,' said Theodore Roberts. 'Wat one knows
is available to all. There's little that one m sses.'

Bl ake felt the freezing breath of futility closing in upon him The ot her
man had di sappeared, Theodore Roberts said, and undoubtedly he should know
But where? Dead? Hi dden away somewhere? Sent out into space again?

The one man, the only other being in the universe to which he could have
felt close kinship - and now that nman was gone.

"You're sure?

|'"msure,' said Theodore Roberts.

After a silence, Roberts asked, 'You're going back to space? You have
deci ded to?

"Yes,' said Blake. 'Yes, | think | have. There's nothing here on Earth.'

And. there was, he knew, nothing here on Earth. If the other man was gone,
there was nothing left on Earth. El aine Horton had refused to talk with him
and her father, once so friendly, had been cold and formal when he had said
goodbye, and Theodore Roberts was a frosty voice speaking fromthe enptiness
of one di nension



"When you cone back,' said Theodore Roberts, "I'Il still be here. You will
phone me, please. You will get in touch?

If I come back, thought Blake, if you still are here. If there is anybody
here. If Earth is worth the conmi ng back to.

"Yes,' he said. 'Yes, of course, |I'll phone you.'
He reached out and flipped the toggle to break communication

And sat, unstirring, in the dark and silence, feeling the Earth draw ng
back and away fromhim flow ng outwards in an expanding circle that left him
all al one.

35

Earth | ay behind. The Sun had shrunk, but was still the Sun and not
anot her star. The ship was falling down the |ong tunnel of gravitationa
vectors that would, in alittle time, build up its velocity to the point where
the stars would seemto start shifting in their courses and their colours, and
it then would begin its slowtransition into that other universe which existed
beyond the speed of |ight.

Bl ake sat in the pilot's chair, gazing through the curved transparency
t hat opened out on space. It was so quiet here, he thought, so quiet and

peaceful - the uneventful ness of the enptiness that |lay between the stars. In
alittle while he'd have to get up and take a turn about the ship to satisfy
hinself that all was right and well, although he knew it would be. Wth a ship

such as this nothing could go wong.

- Goi ng hone, said Quester, speaking quietly in Blake's mnd. Going hone
agai n.

-But not for long, Blake told him Only I ong enough to pick up the data
that we m ssed before - that you didn't have the time to get. Then noving on
to where you can reach out to other stars.

And goi ng on and on, he thought, always noving on to harvest other stars,
runni ng the data gathered fromthemthrough the biol ogical conputer that was
Thi nker's m nd. Seeking, ever seeking, for the hints and clues that woul d make
the pattern of the universe fall into a framework of understandi ng. And what
woul d they find? he wondered. Many things, perhaps, that no one now coul d
suspect.

-Quester's wong, said Thinker. We have no hone. W cannot have a hone.
Changer found that out. In time we'll realize that we do not need a hone.

-The ship will be our hone, said Bl ake.

-Not the ship, said Thinker. If you insist on a hone, then the universe.
Al'l space is honme to us. The entire universe.

And that, thought Bl ake, night have been in substance what the m nd of
Theodore Roberts had tried to say to him Earth is no nore than a point in
space, he'd said. And so, of course, were all the other planets, all the other
stars - only points of matter and of energy, concentrated in renote



localities, with enptiness between. Intelligence, Roberts had said, is al
there is; it's the one significance. Not |life alone, not matter, not energy,
but intelligence. Wthout intelligence, all this scattered matter, all the
flam ng energy, all the enptiness, was of no consequence because it did not
have a neaning. It was only intelligence that could take the nmatter and the
energy and meke it neani ngful

Al t hough, thought Bl ake, it would be good to have an anchor sonewhere in
all this enptiness, to be able to point, if only in one's nind, to a
particul ar gl ob of energy, and say that is my hone - to have a place to tie
to, to possess sone frane of reference.

He sat in his chair, staring out at space, renenbering once again that
monent in the chapel when he had sensed for the first tine his basic
honel essness - that he never could bel ong, not on Earth, not anywhere, that
whil e of Earth he never could be of Earth, that while human in his form he
never could be human. But that nonment, he realized now, also had shown him
that no matter how honel ess he nmight be, he was not al one and coul d never be
al one. He had the other two, and he had nore than that. He had the universe
and all the ideas, all the fantasies, all the seething intellectual fernent
that had ever risen in it.

Earth coul d have been a hone, he thought; he had a right to expect it
could be home. A point in space, he thought. And that was right - Earth was a
tiny point in space. But no matter how tiny it mght be, nan needed such a
point as a hom ng signal, as a beacon. The universe was not enough because it
was too nuch. As a nan from Earth, one stood for sonething, possessed
identity; but the man of the universe was |ost anong the stars.

He heard the soft fall of the footstep and sprang up and swung around.

El ai ne Horton stood just inside the door

He took a quick step forward, then halted, frozen in his tracks.

"No!"' he shouted. 'No! You don't know what you're doing.' A stowaway, he
thought - a nortal on an imortal ship. And she had refused to talk with him
she' d. ..

"But | do,' she said. 'I do know what |'mdoing. |I'mwhere | belong.'

"An android,' he said in bitterness. 'A simulated human. Sent to nmake ne
happy. While the real Elaine...'

"Andrew,' she said, 'l amthe real Elaine.'
He half lifted his arns, a gesture, and she suddenly was in them and he
hel d her close, his body aching in happi ness at her being there, at having

someone human, at the closeness of a very special human.

"But, you can't!' he cried. 'You can't. You don't realize what's going on
["mnot human. |I'mnot always this way. | turn into other things.'

She lifted her head and | ooked at him 'But | know,' she said. 'You don't
understand. |'mthe other one - the other one of us.'

' There was another man,' he said, sonewhat stupidly. 'There was...'

'Not anot her man. A wonman. The ot her was a wonman.'



And that was it, of course, he thought. Theodore Roberts, not know ng, had
said the other nman.

"But Horton? You are Horton's daughter.’

She shook her head. 'There was an El ai ne Horton, but she died. Committed
sui cide. Rather horribly and for sone sordid reason. It would have wecked the
senator's career.'

' Then you...'

"That's right. Not that | knew anything about it. Wen the senator set out
to dig up the facts about the old Project Werewol f, he had found out about ne.
He saw nme and was struck by my resenblance to his daughter. OF course | was in
suspended ani mation then, had been for years on end. W were very naughty
peopl e, Andrew. W did not turn out at all the way they thought we woul d.'

"I know,' he said. 'l know I'ma little glad right now we didn't. So you
knew all the time..."'

"Just recently,' she said. 'The senator, you see, had Space across the
barrel. They wanted very much to keep the Werewol f busi ness under waps. So
when he came to them frantic with grief at his daughter's death, crazy at the
t hought he was a ruined man, they gave nme to him | thought | was his
daughter. | loved himas ny father. | had been brai nwashed, conditioned,
whatever it is that they do to you, to make nme think that I was his daughter.’

'"He nust have pulled a |ot of weight. To hush up his daughter's death and
t hen take you...'

'"He was the one who could nanage it,' she declared. 'He was a |l ovely nan,
such a lovely father - but ruthless when it cane to politics.'

"You | oved him

She nodded. 'That's it, Andrew. In many ways, he still is father to me. No
one can ever guess what it took for himto tell ne.’

"And you?' he asked. 'It cost you somnething, too.'
"Don't you see,' she said. 'l couldn't stay. Once | knew, | sinply
couldn't stay. | would have been a freak, as nmuch as you. Living on and on

And once the senator should die, what would be |left for nme?

He nodded, understanding, thinking of two people, two humans, facing that
deci si on.

'Besides,' she said, 'l belonged with you. | think | knewit fromthe
first - fromthat nonent you stunbled, all soaked and cold, into that old
stone house.'

' The senator told me...'

"That | didn't want to see you, that | didn't want to talk with you.'

"But why?' he asked. 'But why?

'"They were trying to scare you off,' she said. 'They were afraid you

woul dn't go, that you'd try to cling to Earth. They wanted you to think there
was nothing left for you on Earth. The senator and the m nd of Theodore



Roberts and all the rest of them Because we had to go, you see. W are the
instruments of Earth, the gift of the Earth to the universe. If the
intelligences of the universe ever are to find out what is happening, what has
happened, what will happen, what it's all about, we can help in the doing of
it.'

'Then we are of Earth? The Earth still clains us...'

'"OF course,' she said. 'Now that they know about us, the Earth is proud of

us.

He hel d her body close to his and knew that Earth finally was, and for
ever woul d be, hone. That wherever they m ght go, hunmanity would be with them
For they were the extensions of humanity, the hand and m nd of manki nd
reaching out into the mysteries of all eternity.



