TIME ISTHE SIMPLEST THING
Clifford D. Smak

ONE

Findly there came atime when man was ready to admit that he was barred from space. He had first
suspected it in that day when Van Allen found the radiation belts that encircled Earth, and the men at
Minnesota used baloonsto trap the solar protons. But Man had dreamed so long that even in the face of
this he could not forsake the dream without giving it atry.

So he went ahead and tried--and he kept on trying even after astronauts had died to prove he
couldn't do it. Man wastoo frail for space. He died too easily. He died either of the primary radiations
hurled out by the sun or of the secondariesto which the meta of his ship gave birth.

At length Man knew the dream had failed and there was abitterness and adisiliusonin looking at the
dars, for the stars were farther now than they had ever been.

After many years, after great thundering in the sky, after ahundred million heartbresks, Man findly
gave up.

It wasjust aswell hedid.

There was a better way.

TWO

Shepherd Blaine sensed that he was in some sort of house, or, if not ahouse exactly, in something's
dwelling place. For there was an orderliness and a sense of proportion and of form which did not occur
in nature, even in an alien nature on the planet of an unknown star far removed from Earth.

Histreads|eft no tracks upon the floor as they had |eft tracks upon the sand dunes before he had
come upon thisdwelling place, if that was whét it was. The wind was awhisper only as compared with
the howling of the desert storm through which he'd forged for hours.

The floor was hard and smooth and of a bright blue color and very easy for himto roll long. There
were forms scattered here and there that might have been furniture or equipment or artifacts of some
aesthetic value and they all were blue aswell and the shape of them was not the wild, haphazard shape of
asurface carved by wind or sun or weather, but the clean-cut lines, straight or curved asthey might be,
of functiond gpparatus.

And yet the stars till shone and the distant sun wasthere, dim asit might be, and so this place he had
stumbled on was certainly no enclosure.

Blaine moved forward dowly with dl his sensors out, turned up to full capacity, and the sense of
house perssted and, alittle after that, the sense of lifeaswell.

Hefdt athin thread of excitement mount insde himself. For it was not often that onefound life at all.
It was a memorable occasion when one found intelligence. And here, from the smoothness of the bright
blue floor, from these artifacts, wasintelligence.

His pace dowed to acrawl, histreads whispering on the floor, his sensors out and working, and the
whirring of the tape that sucked up sight and sound and shape and smell and form, recording temperature
and time and magnetics and dl the other phenomenawhich existed on this planet.

Far off he saw thelife--the thing that sprawled limply on the floor, as alazy man might sprawl, not
doing anything, not expecting to do anything, but just lying there.

Blaine moved toward it, till keeping hisdow pace, and the sensors gathered in the knowledge of this
gprawling life and the recorders sucked it up.

It was pink; an exciting pink, not adisgusting pink as pink so often can be, not awashed-out pink,



nor an anatomical pink, but avery pretty pink, the kind of pink thelittle girl next door might weer at her
seventh birthday party.

It waslooking at him--maybe not with eyes--but it waslooking at him. It was aware of him. And it
was not afraid.

Findly he reached it. He came up to within six feet of it and there he stopped and waited.

It was afairly massivething, twelvefeet high or sointhemiddle of it, and it sprawled acrossan area
twenty feet or morein diameter. It towered above the smallness of the machine that happened to be
Blaine, but there was no menaceinit. Nor afriendliness. There was nothing yet. It was just alump.

And thiswas the tough part of it, Blaine reminded himsalf. Thiswas the moment when you could
make or break. The move that he made now might set the pattern for al hisfuture rdationship with this
thing hefaced.

So he stayed perfectly till and did not asingle thing. The sensors pulled back in and barely kept
aive, thetape scarcdy moved at all.

And it was tough to wait, for hewas running out of time. Therewasvery little l&ft.

Then he sensed the flutter, picked up by the sophisticated ectronic innards of the machine which for
the moment was his body; the flutter of the being that sorawled pinkly on the floor--the flutter of a
thought half-formed, the beginning of communication, the breaking of theice.

Blaine tensed, fighting down the eation that surged insde of him. For it was foolish to become dated
yet--there was no certain indication of telepathic power. Although the flutter had the fedling of it, acertain
connotation. . .

Hang on, hetold himsdlf, hang on!

Hold onto that time!

Just thirty seconds |ft!

Theflutter stirred again, louder and sharper now, asif the cresture squatting there before him had
cleared its mentd throat before attempting speech.

It was seldom that one contacted atelepathic creature. Other abilities and traits and idiosyncrasies
that made telepathy seem apallid thing were not at al uncommon, but only rarely did they prove as useful
asthe plain, old-fashioned telepathic art.

And the creature spoke.

Hi, pal, it said. | trade with you my mind.

Blaine's mind screamed soundlesdy in outraged surprise that came very closeto panic. For,
suddenly, without warning, he was a double thing--himsdf and this other cresture. For one chaotic instant
he saw asthe creature saw, felt as the creature felt, knew what the creature knew. And in that same
instant he was likewise Shepherd Blaine, Fishhook explorer, amind from out of Earth and very far from
home.

And inthat sameingtant, aswell, histime clicked to an end.

There was a sense of rushing, asif space itsalf might be thundering past at afantastic rate of speed.
Shepherd Blaine, protesting, was jerked across five thousand light years into one specific spot in northern
Mexico.

THREE

He crawled upward from the well of darkness into which he had been plunged, groping hisway with
ablind persstence that was aimost driven ingtinct. And he knew where he was--he was sure he
knew--but he could not grasp the knowledge. He had been in thiswell before, many times before, and it
was familiar to him, but there was a strangeness now that had never been before.

It was himsdlf, he knew, in which the strangeness lay--amost asif he were another, asif hewere only
half himsdlf, and the other half of him were tenanted by an unknown being that was backed against awall
and spat in overriding fear and mewled in loneliness.

He clawed hisway upward from the well, and his mind fought in frantic urgency against the mewling



strangenessin him even as he sensed that it was no use to fight, that the strangeness was a thing that had
cometo live with him and be a part of him so long as he existed.

He rested for amoment from the climbing and tried to sort out himself, but he was too many things
and in too many places and it was utterly confusing. He was ahuman being (whatever that might be) and
he was a scurrying machine and he was an alien Pinkness sprawling on a bright blue floor and hewasa
mindlessnessthat fell through aeons of screaming time which findly figured out, when one nailed down the
mathematics of it, to the fraction of asecond.

He crawled out of the well, and the blackness went away and there was soft light. Hewaslying flat
upon hisback and he finally was home and he felt the old, old thankfulness that he/d made it once again.

Andfindly he knew.

He was Shepherd Blaine and he was an explorer for Fishhook, and he went far out in space to nose
out stranger stars. He went out many light years and at times he found certain things of some significance
and other times he didn't. But thistime he had found athing, and apart of it had come back home with
him.

He sought for it and found it in the corner of hismind, rolled tight againgt itsfear, and he tried to
comfort it even as hefeared it. For it was aterrible thing, he told himsdlf, to be caught insde an dien
mind. And, on the other hand, it was alousy ded to have athing like thistrapped inside his mind.

It's tough on both of us, he said, talking to himsdlf and to this other thing which was apart of him.

He lay there quietly--wherever he was lying--and tried to put himself in order. He had gone out some
thirty hours before--not he, himsdlf, of course, for his body had stayed here--but his mind had gone out,
and with it the little scurrying machine, to this unguessed planet that spun an unknown sun.

The planet had been no different than alot of other planets, just ahowling wilderness, and that was
what alot of them turned out to be when you came stumbling down upon them. Thistime ahowling
wilderness of sand dthough it could just aswell have been ajungle or adesert of ice or abare and naked
place of nothing but primeva rock.

For dmogt thirty hours he had roamed the sand and there had been nothing there. Then suddenly he
had come upon the great blue room with the Pinkness sprawling in it, and when he had come home the
Pinkness, or a shadow of the Pinkness, had come back with him.

It crawled out from where it had been hiding, and he felt the touch of it again, the knowing and the
feding and the knowledge. His blood crawled likeicy dush gurgling in hisveins, and he went rigid with
the musty smell and the dimy fed of aienness, and he could have shouted in pure terror, but he did not
shout. He lay there, quite ungtirring, and the Pinkness scurried back to its nook once more and lay there
tightly curled.

Blaine opened hiseyes and saw that the lid of the placein which helay had been tilted back, and the
glare of brightness that was ahooded light bulb was stabbing down a him.

Hetook inventory of hisbody and it was dl right. There was no reason for it not to be dl right, for it
had lain here and rested for dl of thirty hours.

He stirred and raised himsalf so that he sat up, and there were faces, staring at him, faces svimming
inthelight.

"A tough one?' asked oneface.

"They dl aretough,” said Blaine.

He climbed from the coffinlike machine and shivered, for he suddenly was cold.

"Here'syour jacket, Sir," one of the faces said, aface that surmounted awhite smock.

Shehdd it for him, and he shrugged into it.

She handed him aglass, and hetook asip of it and knew that it was milk. He should have known it
would be. As soon as anyone got back they gave him aglass of milk. With something init, maybe? He
had never thought to ask. It was just one of the many little things that spelled out Fishhook to him and to
al the otherslike him. Fishhook, in its century or more, had managed to accumulate an entire host of
moldy traditions, dl of them fuddy-duddy in varying degrees.

It was coming back--familiar now as he stood there Spping at his glass of milk--the great operations
room with itsrows of glistening star machines, some of which were closed while the rest scood open.



And in the closed ones lay otherslike himsdlf, their bodies | eft behind and their minds far out in space.

"What timeisit?' he asked.

"NineP.M.," said aman who held aclipboard in his hand. The diennesswas cregping in hismind
again, and the words were there once more; Hi, pal. | trade with you my mind!

And now, in the light of human reason, it was crazier than hell. A form of greeting morethan likely. A
sort of shaking hands. A shaking of the minds. And when one thought of it, alot more sensible than the
shaking of the hands.

The girl reached out and touched him on the arm. "Finish up your milk," she said.

If it were amind-shake, it was alasting one, for the mind was staying on. He could fed it now, an
diendirtiness, lurking just below the leve of his consciousness.

"The machine got back O.K.?" he asked.

The man with the clipboard nodded. "Not abit of trouble. We sent down the tapes.”

Half an hour, Blaine thought camly, and was surprised that he could be so calm. Half an hour wasall
he had, for that was the length of time required to process the tapes. They aways, he knew, ran through
the exploratory tapes as soon asthey camein.

It would dl bethere; dl the datawould be down, telling al the story. There would be no question of
it, no doubt of what had happened. And before they read it, he must be out of reach.

Helooked around the room and once again he fdt the satisfaction and the thrill and pride that he had
felt, years ago, when held first been brought into this room. For here was the heartthrob of Fishhook
itsdlf; here was the reaching out, here the dipping into distant places.

It would be hard to leave, he knew; hard to turn his back upon, for much of him was here.

But there was no question of it--he smply had to go.

He finished up the milk and handed the waiting girl the glass. He turned toward the door.

"Just aminute," said the man, holding out the clipboard. ™Y ou forgot to sgn out, Sir."

Grumbling, Blaine pulled the pencil from benegth the clip and signed. It was alot of foolishness, but
you went through the motions. Y ou sgned in and you signed out and you kept your mouth tight shut, and
al of Fishhook acted asif the place would fal into ahegp of dust if you missed asinglelick.

He handed back the board.

"Excuse me, Mr. Blaine, but you falled to note when you would return for evauation.”

"Makeit ninetomorrow morning,” Blainetold him curtly. They could put down anything they wished,
for he wasn't coming back. He had thirty minutes | eft--less than thirty minutes now--and he needed all of
it.

For the memory of that night of three years ago was becoming sharper with every passing second.
He could remember, not the words alone, but the very tone of them. When Godfrey Stone had phoned
that night there had been a sound of sobbing in hisbreath, asif he had been running, and there had been a
sense of panic.

"Good night, everyone," said Blaine.

He went out into the corridor and closed the door behind him, and the place was empty. Theflanking
doorswere closed, athough lights burned in some of them. The corridor was deserted and everything
was quiet. But even in the quietness and the emptiness there was till asense of massive vitdity, asif al of
Fishhook might have stood on watch. Asif dl the mighty complex never dept at dl--al the laboratories
and experimenta gations, al the factories and the universties, dl the planning boards and the vast
libraries and repositories and al the rest of it never closed an eye.

He stood for amoment, considering. And it all was smple. He could walk out of here and there was
not athing to stop him. He could get his car out of the parking lot just five blocks away and head
northward for the border. But it was, he told himsalf, too smple and direct. It wastoo obvious. It was
just the thing that Fishhook would figure him to do.

And there was something €l se--the nagging thought, the clinging, monstrous doubt: Did he redlly need
torun?

Five men in the three years since Godfrey Stone--and was that evidence?

He went striding down the corridor, and his mind was busy sorting out the doubts, but even ashe



sorted he knew there was no room for doubts. Whatever doubt might rise, he knew that he was right.
But the rightnesswas an intellectud rightness and the doubt emotional.

He admitted to himself that it all boiled down to asingle factor: He did not want to flee from
Fishhook. He liked being here; he liked the work he did; he didn't want to leave.

But he had fought that out with himsalf many months ago. He'd reached decision then. When thetime
came, hewould go. No matter how much he might want to stay, he'd drop everything and run.

For Godfrey Stone had known and in his desperate fleeing he had taken out the time to make one
desperate call--not acall for help, but acry of warning.

"Shep," he had said, sobbing out the words asif he had been running. " Shep, listen to me and don't
interrupt. If you ever should go dien, take it on thelam. Don't wait around aminute. Just take it on the
lam."

And then the receiver had crashed down and that was al there was.

Blaine remembered how he'd stood there, with the phone till in hisfist.

"Yes, Godfrey," he had said into the silence at the other end. "Y es, Godfrey, I'll remember. Thank
you and good luck."

And theréd not been word again. He had never heard from Godfrey Stone again.

If you ever should turn dien, Godfrey Stone had said. And now he had turned aien, for he could fed
the dienness, like alurking second self crouched indgde hisbrain. And that had been the manner in which
he had turned dien. But what about the others? Certainly not all of them had met a Pinkness, five
thousand light years distant. How many other ways might aman turn dien?

Fishhook would know that he was dien. There was no way to stop them knowing. They'd know
when they processed the tapes. Then they'd have him in and turn a peeper on him--for while the tapes
might say that he was dien, they could not tell in what manner or to what extent he might have turned an
dien. The peeper would talk very friendly to him, even sympathetically, and al the time he would be
rooting out the dien in hismind--rooting it out of hiding to find out what it was.

He reached the elevator and was punching at the button when adoor just down the hall came open.

"Oh, Shep, | seeit'syou,” said the man standing in the door. "I heard you going down the hal. |
wondered who it was."

Blaine swung around. "1 just got back," he said.

"Why don't you comein for awhile?' Kirby Rand invited. "1 was getting ready to open up abottle.”

There was no time to hesitate, Blaine knew. He either went in and had adrink or two or he gave a
curt refusal. And if there were a curt refusal, Rand would become suspicious. For suspicion was Rand's
business. He was section chief of Fishhook security.

"Thanks," said Blaine, as unruffled as he could. "For ashort oneonly. Therésagirl. | shouldn't keep
her waiting."

And thet, hetold himself, would block any well-intentioned invitation to take him out to dinner or to
go out and see ashow.

He heard the elevator coming up, but he walked away from it. There was nothing he could do. It was
adirty break, but therewas no help for it.

As hewalked through the door, Rand thumped him on the shoulder in round good fellowship.

"Good trip?" he asked.

"Not abit of trouble.”

"How far out?'

"About five thousand.”

Rand wagged hishead. "I guessthat'safoolish oneto ask," hesaid. "They al arefar out now. Weve
just about finished off al the near-by ones. Another hundred years from now, well be going out ten
thousand.”

"It makes no difference,” Blainetold him. "Once you get going, you are there. Distance seemsto be
no factor. Maybe when we get way out we may pick up alag. Hafway acrossthe galaxy. But | doubt it
eventhen.

"Thetheoretica boysthink not," said Rand.



He walked across the office to the massive desk and picked up the bottle that was standing there. He
broke the seal and spun the cap.

"You know, Shep," he said, "thisisafantastic busnesswe arein. Wetend to takeit in our stride and
it becomes at times a bit humdrum to us. But the fantasy isthere.”

"Just becauseit came so lateto us,” said Blaine. "Just because we passed up the ability solong. It
wasin usal thetime and we never used it. Because it wasn't practical. Because it was fantastic. Because
we couldn't quite believeit. The ancients grabbed the edge of it, but they didn't understand it. They
thought that it was magic.”

"That'swhat alot of folks il think," said Rand.

Herustled up two glasses and got ice out of thewall refrigerator. He poured out generous helpings.

"Drink up," hesaid, handing Blaineaglass.

Rand lowered himsdlf into the chair behind the desk.

"Sit down," hesaidto Blaine. "Y ou aren't in that much of arush. And you lose something in the
drinking when you stay standing up.”

Blaine sat down.

Rand put hisfeet up on the desk, settled back in comfort.

No more than twenty minutes | eft!

And gitting there, with the glass clutched in his hand, in that second of silence before Rand should
gpesk again, it seemed to Blaine once more that he could hear the throbbing of the huge thing that was
Fishhook, asif it were one great sentient being lying here againgt the nighttime mother earth of northern
Mexico, asif it had heart and lungs and many throbbing veins and it was this throbbing which he heard.

Acrossthe desk Rand crinkled hisface into a gracious mask of genidity.

"You guyshavedl thefun," hesad. "l sometimes envy you."

"It'sajob,” Blainetold him cardlesdy.

"Y ou went out five thousand yearstoday. Y ou got something out of it."

"I suppose there was some satisfection,” Blaine admitted. "Theintdlectud thrill of knowing whereyou
were. Actualy, it was better than the usua run. | think | rustled up somelife.”

"Tel me" said Rand.

"Not athing to tdll. | found this thing when time was running out. | didn't have a chance to do anything
at al before | was jerked back home. Y ou've got to do something about that, Kirby. It can get damn
embarassing.”

Rand shook hishead. "I'm afraid that's out,” he said.

"Y ou should give us some discretion,” Blaineinssted. "The timelimit should not be so arbitrary. Y ou
keep aman out the totd length of time--the entire thirty hours--when there is no earthly reason for him
staying on. Then you yank him back when he's on the very verge of something.”

Rand grinned a him.

"Don't tell meyou can't doit," said Blaine. "Don't pretend that it'simpossible. Fishhook has cords of
scientists, stacked up in solid rows--"

"Oh, | supposeit'spossible” Rand told him. "Wejust like to keep control.”

"Afraid of someone staying?'

"That's possible,” said Rand.

"What for?' demanded Blaine. "Y ou're not aman out there. Y ou're nothing but a human mind caged
inasmat machine.

"Welikeit asitis" said Rand. "After al, you guys are vauable. We must take safety measures. What
if you got into ajam five thousand years from home? What if something happened and you were unable
to exercise control? We would lose you then. But thisway it's automatic. When we send you out, we
know you're coming back."

"You vaueustoo highly,” Blainetold him dryly.

"Not at dl," said Rand. "Do you redlize how much we have invested in you? Do you redize how
many men we sft through before we find one that we can use? One who is both ateepath and arather
special kind of teleporter, one who has the mental balance to stand up to the impact of some of the things



he finds out there, and, findly, onewho is cgpable of loyalty to Fishhook."

"You buy theloyalty," said Blaine. "Thereisno one of uswho ever clamed he was underpaid.”

"That," Rand told him, "isnot what | am talking about and you know it isn't.”

And you, Blaine asked inaudibly--what are the qualifications for security? Pegping could be one of
them--the ability to look into another's mind--but there'd never been any evidencein dl the years he had
known Rand that the man actualy was a peeper. If he were a peeper, then why should he use menin his
department whose sole purpose consisted of their ability to peep?

"| can't seewhat all thishasto do,” said Blaine, "with not giving us some time control. We could--"

"And | don't see why you should fret yourself,” Rand countered. ™Y ou'll be going back to your
precious planet. Y ou can pick up where you | eft off."

"Of course, I'm going back. | found it, didn't 1? That sort of makesit mine."

Hefinished off the drink, put the glass down on the desk.

"Wel, I'm off," hesaid. "Thank you for the drink."

"Of course,” said Rand. "Wouldn't think of keeping you. Y ou'll be back tomorrow?"

"Nineo'clock,” said Blaine,

FOUR

Blaine waked through the massive, ornate entrance that fronted on the plaza and under ordinary
circumstance he would have stopped there for amoment to soak in this best part of the day. The street
lamps were soft blobs of light, and the fronds were rustling in the evening breeze. The strollers on the
walks seemed disembodied shadows, and the carswent diding past in asort of breathless haste, but
quietly, very quietly. And over dl of it hung the magic haze of an autumn night.

Tonight he did not stop. There was no time to stop.

Eight minutes now. Eight little lousy minutes.

Five blocksto get his car out of the parking lot and he didn't have the time. He couldn't take the
chance. He had to leave the car.

And there was something €l se--there was Kirby Rand. Why, on this of dl nights, had Rand popped
out hisdoor and asked him in to have adrink?

There was nothing that he could put hisfinger on, but he fet avague disquiet at histalk with Rand. It
was amogt asif the man had known he was stedling time from him, asif he might have sensed that there
was something wrong.

But dl of that was past, Blaine told himsdlf. It had been hard luck, of course, but it was not
disastrous. In fact, there might even be some advantageto it. If he had got his car, Fishhook would have
known exactly whereto look for him. But forced to stay within the city, he could vanish in amatter of ten
minutes.

He strode swiftly down the walk and turned in adirection away from the parking lot.

Give meten minutes more, he told himsdf, amogt asif it were a prayer. With aten-minute sart, there
were adozen places he could hide himsalf--hide himself to gain alittle breething space, to do alittle
thinking and to make some plans. For now, without acar, he ssimply had no plans.

Hed get those ten minutes, he was sure, if he only could be so lucky asto meet no one who might
recognize him.

Hefdt theterror welling up as he strode dong, aterror rising like afroth foaming in hisskull. And it
was not histerror; it was not human terror. It was abysma and black, a screaming, clawing terror that
had itsorigin in amind that could hide no longer from the horrors of an dien planet, that could no longer
huddleinside an dien brain, that finaly found it unbearable to face up to a frightening Situation that was
made almost unendurable by atota lack of background.

Blainefought againgt theterror, teeth gritted in hismind, knowing with one thin, undulled edge of
understanding that it was not himself who had tripped the terror, but this other, thislurker inthe brain.

And redlized, even as he thought it, that he could scarcely separate the two of them--that they were



bound inexorably together, that they shared acommon fate.

He gtarted to run but forced himself to stop with the last ounce of resolution in him. For he must not
run; he must in no wise attract attention to himsdlf.

He lurched off thewalk and collided with the trunk of amassive tree, and his hands went out to grasp
and hug it, asif by the mere act of contact with something earthly he might gain some strength.

He stood there againgt the tree, hanging on as best he could--and hanging on was al. Sowly the
terror began to drain back into some inner recess of his skull, crawling back into its hole, hiding piteoudy
agan.

It'sall right, hetold thething. You stay right where you are. Don't worry. Leave everything to
me. | will handle this.

It had tried to get away. It had tried its best to burst free of where it was and, having failed, now was
pulling back into the one safe corner of the pen in which it found itself.

No more of this, Blaine thought. | can't afford another onelikethis. If another came, he knew, he
could not stand againgt it. He could not keep himsdf from running from the terror, dobbering and
screaming in horror as he ran. And that would be the end for him.

Helet loose of the tree and stood gtiff and straight besideit, forcing himsalf to stand stiff and straight
againg hisweakness and his rubber legs. He felt the chill dampness of the perspiration which had sarted
out on him and he was panting like aman who had run arace.

How could he run and hide, he asked himsdlf; how could he get away with this monkey on his back?
Himself alone was bad enough. He could not hopeto do it if he had to drag dong afrightened,
whimpering dien.

But there was no way to lose the alien, no way he knew of a the moment to shakeit loose of him.
Hewas stuck with it and he must get dlong with it the best way that he could.

He moved out from the tree and went on down the walk, but more dowly and less surdly, trying to
gl the shaking in him, trying to pump some strength into hiswobbly legs. And throughiit dl, he suddenly
redlized that he was ravenous with hunger. The wonder was, he told himself, that he had not sooner been
aware of it, for except for the glass of milk, he had had no food for more than thirty hours. Rest--rest that
had amounted to a deep, unbroken deep--but not a bite of food.

The carswent diding past, whispering on their airjets, with the soft, low murmur of the nuclear
engineslike an undertone.

One pulled to the curb just ahead of him, and a head stuck out.

"Shep," said the head, "how lucky! | was hoping | would find you."

Blaine stood in panic for an ingant and he felt the alien terror rising once again, but he crammed it
back into its corner with every shred of menta power he had.

He made hisvoice cam and fought to keep it even.

"Freddy,” he said. "It'salong time since I've seen you." For it was Freddy Bates, man of no apparent
occupation, athough it was vaguely understood that he represented someone or other in this place where
amost every other person was alobbyist or representative or petty diplomat or undercover agent.

Freddy opened the door.

"Hopin," hesaid. "Weregoing to aparty.”

And thismight beit, thought Blaine. This might be the way to start where he was going. It was better,
certanly, than anything he had in mind. Fishhook would never inamillion yearsthink tofind himat a
party. And another thing: A party would be an easy placeto dip away from. There would be so many
people that none of them would notice when or where one of them might go. There would be, he was
amogt certain, a least one car with the key left carelessy initsignition lock. There would be food--and
he needed food.

"Comeon," said Freddy. "It isone of Charline's parties.”

Blaine did into the car and sank into the seat. The door hissed shut, and Freddy swung the car into a
trafficlane.

"I told Charline," said Freddy, settling down to chatter, "that a party smply could not be a party
without a soul from Fishhook. | volunteered to go out and snare a Fishhook personage.”



"Y ou goofed,” Blainetold him shortly. "I am no personage.”

"Except," said Freddy, "you travelers have such horrendoustaesto tell.”

"You know," said Blaine, "that we never tell them.”

Freddy clicked histongue. " Secrecy,” he said.

"Yourewrong," said Blaine. "It'srules and regulations.”

"Of course. And that's the reason rumor isarampant wildfire in thistown. Let something happenin
the afternoon up here on the hill and by evening it isbeing told in the finest detail in the lowest dives.”

"But usudly not correct.”

"Perhaps not inits more lurid and exact description, but & least in principle.”

Blaine did not answer. He settled back in the seat and turned his head toward the window, watching
the lighted streets dide past and above the Streets the massive, terraced blocks of buildings that were
Fishhook. And marveled at the unfailing wonder of this sght which after al the years never failed to thrill
him. Knowing as he thought it that it was not the sight itsdlf, for there were grander in the world, but the
fabulous sgnificancewhich fd| likeamantle on the city.

For here, hethought, in fact, if not in name, was the capital of Earth. Here lay the hope and greatness
of the future, here was the human link with other worlds deep in outer space.

And hewasleavingit.

Incredible asit seemed, with dl hisloveof it and al hisdevotionto it and al hisfathinit, hewas
running fromit like afrightened rabbit.

"What are you guys going to do with al of it?" asked Freddy.

"All of what?"

"All the knowledge, all the secrets, dl the conceptsthat you arerakingin.”

"l wouldn't know," said Blaine.

"Regiments of scientists," said Freddy, "working happily away. Corps of technologists doping out
new angles. How far ahead of the rest of usare you--amillion years or s0?"

"Y ou're taking to the wrong man,” said Blaine. "1 don't know athing. | just do my job. And if you're
needling me, you should know that | don't needle.”

"I'm sorry," said Freddy. "It's an obsession with me."

"Y ou and amillion other people. Bitching at Fishhook isaworldwide pastime.”

"Look a it my way," said Freddy, earnestly. "I'm sitting on the outside. I'm not even looking in. Here
| seethis great mongtrosity, this human paragon, this superhuman project, and | fed an envy of everyone
who'sin it and asense of not belonging and distinctly second-rate. Do you wonder the world hates
Fishhook's guts?"

"Do they?"

"Shep," said Freddy, solemnly, "you should get around.”

"No particular need. | hear enough of it without going anywhere. My question was. Do they hate
Fishhook redly?'

" think they do," said Freddy. "Maybe not right here. All thetalk in thistown is mostly fashionable.
But get out in the provinces. They redly haeit there.”

The streets now were not so closaly hemmed nor the lights so bright. There were fewer business
places and the residences were thinning out. The traffic had diminished.

"Who'll be at Charlinés?' asked Blaine.

"Oh, theusua crowd,” said Freddy. "Plusthe usua zoo. She'sthe crazy sort. Without any inhibitions,
scarcdly with asocia sense. Y ou might bump into amost anyone.”

"Yes, | know," said Blaine.

Thething stirred insde hisbrain, dmost adeepy dir.

It'sall right, Blainetold it. Just settle down and snooze. We have got it made. We are on our
way.

Freddy swung the car off the main road and followed a secondary that went winding up a canyon.
Theair took on achill. In the dark outside one could hear the trees talking back and forth and there was
the smell of pine.



The car turned an abrupt curve, and the house was shining on a bench above--a modernistic cliff
dwelling plastered in the canyon'swall like aswalow's nest.
"Well," sad Freddy, joyoudy, "herewefindly are."

HVE

The party was beginning to get noisy--not boisterous, but noisy. It was beginning to acquire that stale
ar of futility towhich, intheend, al partiesmust fal victim. And there was something about it--about the
sour smell of too many cigarettes, the chill of the canyon breeze through the open windows, the shrill and
vacant sound of human chatter--that said it was getting late--late and time to go, athough it really wasnt.
It wasn't midnight yet.

The man named Herman Dalton stretched hislong legs out, dumping in the chair, the big cigar thrust
into one corner of hismouth, and his hair like a new-built brush pile from his running handsthroughit.

"But | tdl you, Blaing," herumbled, "therés got to be an end to it. Thetime will come, if something
isn't done, when therell be no such thing as business. Fishhook, even now, has driven usflat against the
wall."

"Mr. Ddton," Blainetold him wesrily, "if you must argue this, you should find someone dse. | know
nothing about business and even less of Fishhook despite the fact | work there.”

"Fishhook's absorbing us," said Dalton, angrily. "They're taking away our very livelihood. They're
destroying afine system of conventions and of ethics built very painfully through the centuries by men
deeply dedicated to the public service. They are breaking down the commercia structure which has been
built so carefully. They're ruining us, dowly and inexorably, not al of usat once, but surely, one by one.
There isthe matter, for example, of this so-called butcher vegetable. Y ou plant arow of seeds, then later
you go out and dig up the plants as you would potatoes, but rather than potatoes you have hunks of
protein.”

"And s0," said Blaine, "for thefirst timein their lives, millions of people are eating meet they couldn't
buy before, that your fine, brave system of conventions and of ethics didn't allow them to earn enough to
buy.”
"But thefarmerd!" Daton yelled. "And the meat market operators. Not to mention the packing
interests. . ."

"l suppose," suggested Blaine, "it would have been more cricket if the seeds had been sold
exclusvely to the farmers or the supermarkets. Or if they were sold at the rate of adollar or adollar and
ahdf gpiece ingtead of ten cents a packet. That way we'd keep natura meat competitive and the
economy safe and sound. Of course, then, these millions of people--"

"But you do not understand,” protested Daton. "Businessisthe very lifeblood of our society. Destroy
it and you destroy Man himsdf."

"| doubt that very much,” said Blaine.

"But history provesthe position of commerciaism. It has built the world asit standstoday. It opened
up the new lands, it sent out the pioneers, it erected the factories and it--"

"| takeit, Mr. Dalton, you read alot of history."

"Yes, Mr. Blaing, | do. | am particularly fond of--"

"Then, perhgps, you've noticed one other thing aswell. Ideas and indtitutions and beliefsin time
outlive their usefulness. Y ou'll find it in page after page of al our history--the world evolves and the
people and their methods change. Has it ever occurred to you that business as you think of it may have
outlived its useful ness? Bus ness has made its contribution and the world moves on. Businessisjust
another dodo. . . ."

Daton came straight out of hisdump, hishair standing straight on end, the cigar dangling in his mouth.

"By God," hecried, "l believe you actualy meanit. Isthat what Fishhook thinks?!

Blaine chuckled dryly. "No, it'swhat | think. | have no ideawhat Fishhook may be thinking. | am not
inPolicy.”



And that was theway it went, Blainetold himself. No matter where you went, that wastheway it
was. There was aways someone who tried to root out ahint, a clue, atiny secret that might pertain to
Fishhook. Like agroup of hopping vultures, like abunch of peeping Toms--athirst to know what was
going on, suspecting, perhaps, much more was going on than was actualy the case.

The city was amadhouse of intrigue and of whispering and of rumor--filled with representatives and
operatives and pseudodiplomats. And this gent in the chair across from him, Blaine speculated, was here
to place aformal protest against some new outrage perpetrated upon some proud commercia unit by
some new Fishhook enterprise.

Dalton settled back into his chair. He got afresh and deadly grip upon the big cigar. His hair fell back
again, it ssemed, into some semblance of once having known acomb.

"You say yourenot in Policy," hesaid. "'l believe you told meyou are atraveler.”

Blaine nodded.

"That meansthat you go out in space and visit other stars.”

"l guessthat coversit," said Blaine.

"You'reapary, then."

"l supposeyou'd cal methat. Although I'll tell you frankly it is not anamethat isregularly employed
in polite society.”

The rebuke was lost on Daton. He was immune to shame.

"What'sit like?' he asked.

"Redly, Mr. Ddton, | cannot beginto tel you.”

"You goout dl done?’

"Well, not done. | take ataper with me."

"A teper?'

"A machine. It getsthings down on tape. It isfull of dl sortsof instruments, highly miniaturized, of
course, and it keeps arecord of everything it sees.”

" And this machine goes out with you--"

"No, damnit. | told you. | take it out with me. When | go out, | take it dong with me. Like you'd
take dong abrief case”

"Y our mind and that machine?'

"Tha'sright. My mind and that machine.”

"Think of it!" said Ddton.

Blainedid not bother with an answer.

Dalton took the cigar out of his mouth and examined it intently. The end that had been in his mouth
was very badly chewed. The end of it was shredded, and untidy strips hung down. Grunting with
concentration, he tucked it back into his mouth, twirling it abit to wind up the shreds.

"To get back to what we were talking about before,”" he announced pontifically. "Fishhook hasdl
thesedienthingsand | supposeitisadl right. | understand they test them rather thoroughly before they put
them on the market. Thered be no hard feelings--no sir, none at al--if they'd only market them through
regular retail channels. But they don't do that. They will alow no oneto sell any of theseitems. They've
set up their own retall outlets and, to add insult to injury, they call these outlets Trading Posts. Asif, mind
you, they were dealing with a bunch of savages.”

Blaine chuckled. "Someone, long ago, in Fishhook must have had a sense of humor. Believe me, Mr.
Ddlton, itisahard thing to believe.”

"Item after item,” Dalton raged, "they contriveto ruin us. Y ear by year they take away or cancel out
commodities for which there was demand. It's a process of eroson that wears away a us. Theresno
viciousthresat, theré'sjust the steady chisdling. And | hear now that they may open up their transportation
system to the genera public. Y ou redize what ablow that would strike at the old commercia setup.”

"l suppose,” said Blaine, "it would put the truckers out of business and anumber of theairlines.”

"Y ou know very well it would. Thereisn't any transportation system that could compete with a
teleportive system.”

Blaine said: "It seemsto me the answer isfor you to develop ateeportive system of your own. You



could have doneit years ago. Y ou've got alot of people outside of Fishhook who could show you how
itsdone.

"Crackpots," said Ddton vicioudy.

"No, Daton. Not crackpots. Just ordinary people who have the paranormal powers that put
Fishhook whereit istoday--the very powers you admire in Fishhook but deplorein your own people.”

"Wewouldn't dare," said Daton. "There'sthe socid Situation.”

"Yes, | know," said Blaine. "The socid stuation. Arethe happy little mobs il crucifying them?”

"Themord climate," conceded Daton, "is at times confusing.”

"l shouldimagine so,” said Blaine.

Ddton took the cigar from his mouth and regarded it with something like disgust. One end of it was
dead and the other badly frayed. After considering for amoment, he tossed it into a potted plant. It
caught on the lower part of the greenery and dangled there obscenely.

Dalton leaned back and clamped his hands across hisgut. He stared up at the calling.

"Mr. Blang" hesad.

"y e

"Y ou'reaman of great discernment. And of integrity. And of agreat impatience with fuddy-duddy
thinking. Y ou've brought me up short on acouple of mattersand | liked the way you did it."

"Your servant,” Blainesad, coldly.

"How much do they pay you?'

"Enough,” said Blaine.

"There's no such thing as enough. | never saw aman--"

"If youretrying to buy me, you're out of your ever-loving mind.”

"Not buy you. Hire you. Y ou know theinsand outs of Fishhook. Y ou know alot of people. Ina
consultive capacity, you'd be invauable. Wed be very willing to discuss-"

"Excuseme, Sir," said Blake, "but 1'd be entirely uselessto you. Under the present circumstance, I'd
benogood at dl."

For he'd been here for an hour and that was much too long. He'd eaten and he'd had a drink and
he'd talked with Dalton--hed wasted alot of time on Dalton--and he must be getting on. For the word
that he was here would filter back to Fishhook and beforeit did he must be far avay.

Therewas afabric rustle, and ahand fell on hisshoulder. "Shep,” said Charline Whittier, "it was nice
of you to come."

Herose and faced her.

"It was good of you to ask me."

Shecrinkledimpish eyesat him. "Did | redly ask you?'

"No," he said. "Leave us be honest. Freddy dragged mein. | hope that you don't mind."

"Y ou know you're dwayswelcome." Her hand tightened on hisarm. "There's someone you must
meset. Youll forgive us, Mr. Ddton."

"Certainly,” sad Ddton.

Sheled Blaine away.

"You know," he said, "that was rather rude of you."

"l was rescuing you," shetold him. "The man'safrightful bore. I can't imagine how he got here. I'm
aurel didn't ask him."

"Just whoishe?' asked Blaine. "I'm afraid | never did find out."

She shrugged bare and dimpled shoulders. " The head of some business delegation. Down hereto cry
out their broken hearts to Fishhook."

"Heindicated that much. He's irate and most unhappy.”

"Y ou haven't got adrink," said Charline.

"l just finished one.”

"And you've had something to eat? Y ou're having agood time? | have anew dimensino, the very
latest thing. .. ."

"Maybe," sad Blaine. "Maybe later on."



"Go and get another drink,” said Charline. "1 must say hello to some other of my guests. How about
staying after? It's been weeks since | have seen you."

He shook his head. "I'm more sorry than | can tdll you. It was nice of you to ask."

"Some other time," she said.

She moved away, but Blaine reached out and stopped her.

"Charling" he said, "did anyone ever tell you you're an awfully good egg?”

"Noone," shetold him. "Absolutely no one.”

She stood on tiptoe to kiss him lightly on the cheek.

"Now run dong and play,” shesaid.

He stood and watched her move away into the crowd. Inside him the Pinkness stirred, a question
mark implicitinitsgirring.

Just a while, Blainetold it, watching the crowd. Let me handle it a little longer. Then we'll talk it
over.

And hefelt the gratitude, the sudden tail-wag of appreciation for being recognized.

We'll get along, he said. We've got to get along. We're stuck with one another.

It curled up again--he could fed it curling up, leaving thingsto him.

It had been frightened to start with, it might become frightened again, but at the moment it was
accepting the Stuation--and to it the Stuation, he knew, must seem particularly horrific, for this place was
afar and frightening cry from the detachment and serenity of that blue room on the far-off planet.

He drifted aimlesdy across the room, skirting the bar, pausing amoment to peer into the room which
contained the newly installed dimensino, then heading for the foyer. For he must be getting on. Before
morning light he either must be miles away or bewell hidden out.

He skirted little jabbering groups and nodded at a few acquaintances who spoke to him or waved
across the room.

It might take sometimeto find acar in which aforgetful driver had left the key. It might be--and the
thought came with brutd force--he would fall to find one. And if that were the case, what wasthereto
do? Taketo the hills, perhaps, and hide out there for aday or two while he got things figured out.
Charlinewould be willing to help him, but she was a chatterbox, and he would be awholelot better off if
she knew nothing of the matter. There was no one e'se he could think of immediately who could give him
any help. Some of the boysin Fishhook would, but any help they gave him would compromise
themselves, and he was not as desperate as al that. And alot of others, of course, but each of them with
an ax to grind in thismad pattern of intrigue and petition which surrounded Fishhook--and you could
never know which of them to trust. There were some of them, he was quite aware, who would sdll you
out in the hope of gaining some concession or some imagined position of advantage.

He gained the entrance of the foyer and it was like coming out of some deep forest onto a
wind-swept plain--for here the surflike chatter was no more than amurmuring, and the air seemed clearer
and somehow agreat ded cleaner. Gone was the feeling of oppression, of the crowding in of bodiesand
of minds, of the strange pulse beat and crosscurrent of idle opinion and malicious gossip.

The outer door came open, and awoman stepped into the foyer.

"Harriet," said Blaine, "I might have known you'd come. Y ou never miss Charline's parties, |
remember now. Y ou pick up arunning history of al that's happened of importance and--"

Her telepathic whigper scorched hisbrain: Shep, you utter, perfect fool! What are you doing
here? (Picture of an ape with a dunce cap on its head, picture of the south end of a horse, picture
of a derisive phallic symboal.)

"But, you--"

Of course. Why not (a row of startled question marks)? Do you think only in Fishhook? Only
in yourself? Secret, sure--but | have a right to secrets. How else would a good newspaper man pick
up (heaps of blowing dirt, endless flutter of statistics, huge ear with a pair of lips flapping loosely
atit)?

Harriet Quimby said, swestly, vocdly: "'l wouldn't miss Charling's parties for anything at dl. One
mests such sunning people.”



Bad manners, said Blaine, reprovingly. For it was bad manners. There were only certain timeswhen
it was permissible to use tel epathy--and never a asocia function.

To hell with that, shesaid. Lay bare my soul for you and that iswhat | get. (A face remarkably
like hiswith a thin, trim hand laid very smartly onit.) It isall over town. They even know you're
here. They'll be coming soon--if they're not already here. | came asfast as| could immediately |
heard. Vocalize, you fool. Someone will catch on. Usjust standing here.

"Y ou're wasting your time," said Blaine. "No stunning people here tonight. It's the poorest |ot
Charline has ever got together.” Peegperd!!!

Maybe. We have to take our chance. You are on the lam. Just like Sione. Just like all the
others. | am here to help you.

Hesaid: "I wastaking to some business lobbyist. He was an awful bore. | just stepped out to get a
breath of air." Stone! What do you know of Sone?

Never mind right now. "Inthat case I'll be going. No useto waste my time." My car is down the
road, but you can't go out with me. I'll go ahead and have the car out in front and running. You
wander around awhile, then duck down into the kitchen (map of house with red guideline leading
to the kitchen).

| know where the kitchen is.

Don't muff it. No sudden moves, remember. No grim and awful purpose. Just wander like the
average partygoer, almost bored to death. (Cartoon of gent with droopy eyelids and shoulders all
bowed down by the weight of a cocktail glass he held limply in his hand, ears puffed out from
listening and a frozen smile pasted on his puss.) But wander to the kitchen, then out the side door
down the road.

"Y ou don't mean you're leaving--just like that?' said Blaine. "My judgment, | can assure you, isvery
often bad." But you? Why are you doing this? What do you get out of it? (Perplexed, angry person
holding empty sack.)

Love you. (Board fence with interlocked hearts carved all over it.)

Lie. (Bar of soap energetically washing out a mouth.)

"Don' tel them, Shep,” said Harriet. "It would bresk Charlinesheart.” I'm a newspaperman
(woman) and I'mworking on a story and you are part of it.

One thing you forgot. Fishhook may be waiting at the mouth of the canyon road.

Shep, don't worry. I've got it all doped out. We'll fool them yet.

"All right, then," said Blaine. "l won't say aword. Be seeing you around.” And thanks.

She opened the door and was gone, and he could hear the sound of her walking across the patio and
clicking down the sairs.

He dowly turned around toward the crowded rooms and as he stepped through the door, the blast
of conversation hit him in the face--the jumbled sound of many people talking smultaneoudy, not caring
particularly what they said, not trying to make sense, but smply jabbering for the sake of jabber, seeking
for the equivalent of conformity in this seaof noise.

So Harriet was atelly and it was something he would never have suspected. Although, if you werea
news hen and you had the talent, it would make only common sense to keep it under cover.

Closemouthed women, he thought, and wondered how any woman could have managed to keep so
quiet about it. Although Harriet, he reminded himself, was more newsman than she was woman. Y ou
could put her up there with the best of the scribblers.

He stopped at the bar and got a Scotch and ice and stood idly for amoment, sipping at it. He must
not appear to hurry, he must never seem to be heading anywhere, and yet he couldn't afford to let himsalf
be sucked into one of the conversational eddies--there wasn't timefor that.

He could drop into the dimensino room for a minute or two, but there was danger in that. One got
identified with what was going on too quickly. Onelost one's sense of time; one lost everything but the
Stuation which dimensino created. And it often was disturbing and confusing to drop into the middle of it.

It would not be, he decided, avery good idea. He exchanged brief greetings with a couple of
acquaintances, he suffered a backd apping reunion with adightly inebriated gentleman held seen no longer



than ten days before; he was forced to listen to two off-color stories; he went through amild flirting
routine with asmpering dowager who came charging out of ambush.

And al the time he moved steadily toward the door that led down to the kitchen.

Findly hearrived.

He stepped through the doorway and went casualy down the sairs.

The place was empty, acold, metdlic place with the gleam of chrome and the shine of high utility. A
clock with asweep second hand hung upon one wall and its whirring sound hung heavy in the room.

Blaine placed hisglass, till haf full of Scotch, on the nearest table, and there, Six strides away,
across the gleaming floor, was the outside door.

Hetook the firgt two steps and as he started on the third asilent shout of warning sounded in his
brain and he spun around.

Freddy Bates stood beside the huge refrigerator, one hand jammed deep into ajacket pocket.

"Shep," said Freddy Bates, "if | wereyou, | wouldn't try it. Fishhook has the placetied up. You
haven't got a chance.”

SIX

Blaine stood frozen for asecond while wonder hammered at him. And it was surprise and bafflement,
rather than either fear or anger, that held him frozen there. Surprisethat, of dl people, it should be
Freddy Bates. Freddy, no longer the aimless man-about-town, the inconsequentia mystery manina
town that was full of such as he, but an agent of Fishhook and, apparently, avery able one.

And another thing--that Kirby Rand had known and had alowed him to walk out of the office and go
down the elevator. But grabbing for a phone as soon as he had reached the corridor to put Freddy on
thejob.

It had been clever, Blaine admitted to himsalf--much more clever than he himsalf had been. There
had never been amoment that he had suspected Rand felt anything waswrong, and Freddy, when he
picked him up, had been his normd, ineffectud self.

Anger soaked dowly into him, to replace the wonder. Anger that he had been taken in, that he had
been trapped by such ajerk as Freddy.

"Well just walk outside,”" said Freddy, "like the friends we are, and I'll take you back to have atalk
with Rand. No fuss, no fight, but very gentlemanly. Wewould not want to do anything--either one of
us--to cause Charline embarrassment.”

"No," said Blaine. "No, of course, wewouldn't." His mind was racing, seeking for away, looking for
an out, anything at al that would get him out of this. For he was not going back. No matter what might
happen, he wasn't going back with Freddy.

Hefdt the Pinkness stir asif it were coming out.

"No!" yelled Blaine. "No!"

But it wastoo late. The Pinkness had crawled out and it filled hisbrain, and he was till himsdlf but
someone e aswedl. Hewastwo things a once and it was most confusing and something strange had
happened.

The room became as till as death except for the groaning of the clock upon thewall. And that was
grange, aswdll, for until this very moment, the clock had done no groaning; it had whirred but never
groaned.

Blaine took aswift step forward, and Freddy didn't move. He stayed standing there, with the hand
thrust in the pocket.

And another step and till Freddy barely tirred. His eyes stayed giff and staring and he didn't blink.
But hisface began to twist, asow and tortured twist, and the hand in the pocket moved, but so
deliberately that one only was aware of asort of irring, asif the arm and hand and the thing the hand
clutched in the pocket were waking from deep deep.

And yet another step and Blaine was amost on him, with hisfist moving like apiston. Freddy's mouth



dropped dowly open, asif thejaw hinge might be rusty, and his eyelids came cregping down in the
caricature of ablink.

Then thefist exploded on hisjaw. Blaine hit where he was aiming and he hit with everything he had,
historso twigting to follow through the blow. Even as he hit and the pain of contact dashed across his
knuckles and tingled in hiswrist, he knew it was all wrong. For Freddy had scarcely moved, had not
even tried to defend himsdlf.

Freddy wasfdling, but not as one should fal. He wasfdling dowly, ddiberately, asatree will topple
when thefina cut ismade. In dow motion, he crumpled toward the floor and as he fell his hand findly
cleared the pocket and there was agun init. The gun dipped from hisflaccid fingers and beat him to the
floor.

Blaine bent to scoop it up and he had it in his hand before Freddy hit the floor and he stood there,
with the gun in hand, watching Freddy findly strike the floor--not actualy striking it, but just sort of
settling down on it and relaxing in dow moation on its surface.

The clock ill groaned upon the wall, and Blaine swung around to look at it and saw that the second
hand was barely crawling across the numbered face. Crawling where it should have galoped, and
groaning when it should have whirred, and the clock, Blaine told himsalf, had gone crazy, too.

There was something wrong with time. The cregping second hand and Freddy's dow reaction was
evidence of that.

Time had been dowed down.

And that wasimpossible.

Timedid not dow down; timewas auniversal constant. But if time, somehow, had dowed down,
why had not he been aparty to it?

Unless--

Of course, unlesstime had stayed the way it was and he had been speeded up, had moved so fast
that Freddy had not had the time to act, had been unable to defend himsdlf, could under no
circumstances have gotten the gun out of his pocket.

Blaine hed hisfist out in front of him and looked at the gun. It was a squat and ugly thing and it had a
deadly bluntness.

Freddy had not been fooling, nor was Fishhook fooling. Y ou do not pack agunin alittle gamedl
filled with lightness and politeness. Y ou do not pack agun unlessyou're prepared to useit. And
Freddy--there was no doubt of that--had been prepared to useiit.

Blaine swung back toward Freddy and he was still upon the floor and he seemed to be most restful.
It would be quite alittle while before Freddy would be coming round.

Blaine dropped the gun into his pocket and turned toward the door and as he did so he glanced up at
the clock and the second hand had barely moved from where hed seen it last.

He reached the door and opened it and took one last glance back into the room. The room still was
bright with chrome, sill stark initsutility, and the one untidy thing within it was Freddy sprawled upon the
floor.

Blaine stepped out of the door and moved aong the flagstone walk that led to the long stone stairway
that went danting down acrossthe greet cliff face.

A manwaslounging at the head of the stairs and he began to straighten dowly as Blaine raced down
the wak toward him.

Thelight from one of the upstairs windows shone across the face of the straightening man, and Blaine
saw thelines of outraged surprise, asif they were sculptured linesin agraven face.

"Sorry, pd," said Blaine.

He shot hisarm out, stiff from the shoulder, with the palm spread flat and caught the graven face.

The man redled backward dowly, step by cautious step, tilting farther and farther backward with
each step. In another littlewhile held fall flat upon his back.

Blaine didn't wait to see. He went running down the stairs. Beyond the dark lines of parked vehicles
good asingle car, with itstallights gleaming and its motor humming softly.

It was Harriet's car, Blaine told himsdlf, but it was headed the wrong way--not down the road



toward the canyon's mouth, but into the canyon's maw. And that was wrong, he knew, because the road
pinched out amile or two beyond.

He reached the bottom of the steps and threaded his way among the cars out into the road.

Harriet sat waiting in the car, and he walked around it and opened the door. He did into the sest.

Weariness hit him, aterrible, bone-aching weariness, asif he had been running, asif held run too far.
He sank into the seat and looked at his hands lying in hislap and saw that they were trembling.

Harriet turned to look a him. "It didn't take you long,” she said.

"l got abresk," said Blaine. "l hurried.”

She put the car in gear and it floated up the road, its airjets thrumming and the canyon walls picking
up the thrumming to fling it back and forth.

"l hope," said Blaine, "you know where you are going. Theroad ends up hereaways."

"Don't worry, Shep. | know."

Hewastoo tired to argue. He was dl beaten out.

And he had aright to be, hetold himsdlf, for he had been moving ten times (or ahundred times?)
faster than he should, than the human body ever had been intended to. He had been using energy at a
terrific rate--his heart had best the faster, hislungs had worked the harder, and his muscles had gone
diding back and forth at an astounding rate.

Helay quietly, hismind agape at what had happened, and wondering, too, what had made it happen.
Although the wonder was aformalized and an academic wonder, for he knew what it was.

The Pinkness had faded out of him, and he went hunting it and found it, shug insdeits den.

Thanks, hesadtoit.

Although it seemed alittle funny that he should be thanking it, for it was a part of him--it wasinsde
his skull, it sheltered in hisbrain. And yet not apart of him, not yet apart of him. But askulker no longer,
afugitive no more.

The car went fleeing up the canyon, and the air was fresh and coal, asif it had been new-washed in
some clear mountain stream, and the smell of pine came down between the wallslike the smell of afaint
and ddlicate perfume.

Perhaps, hetold himsdlf, it had been with no thought of helping him that the thing inside hisbrain had
acted asit did. Rather it might have been an dmost automatic reflex action for the preservation of itsdlf.
But no matter what it was, it had saved him as surely asitsdlf. For the two of them were one. No longer
could either of them act independently of the other. They were bound together by the legerdemain of that
gorawling Pinkness on that other planet, by the double of the thing that had cometo live with him--for the
thing within hismind was ashadow of its other self five thousand light years distant.

"Havetrouble" Harriet asked.

"l met up with Freddy."

"Freddy Bates, you mean.”

"Hesthe one and only Freddy."

"Thelittle nincompoop.”

"Y our little nincompoop,” said Blaine, "was packing agun and he had blood within hiseyes.”

"Y ou don't mean--"

"Harriet," said Blaine, "thisisliableto get rough. Why don't you let me out--"

"Not on your life" sad Harriet. "I've never had so much funindl my life”

"Y ou aren't going anywhere. Y ou haven't much road left.”

Shep, you may not think it to look a me, but I'm the intellectud type. | do alot of readingand | like
history best of dl. Bloody battle history. Especidly if there are alot of campaign mapsto follow."

"Gy

"So I've found out one thing. It isaways agood ideato have aline of retreat laid out.”

"But not up thisroad."

"Up thisroad," she said.

He turned his head and watched her profile and she didn't look the part--not the hard-boiled
newspaper gal that shereally was. No chatter column writer nor a sob sister nor asociety hen, but one of



the dozen or so top-notch reporters spelling out the big picture of Fishhook for one of the biggest
newspapersin North America

And yet as chic, he thought, as afashion modd. Chic, without being deek, and with an air of quiet
assurance that would have been arrogance in any other woman.

There was nothing, he was sure, that could be known of Fishhook which she didn't know. She wrote
with astirangely objective viewpoint, one might almost say detached, but even in that rare atmosphere of
journalistic prose she injected a soft sense of human warmth.

Andinthefaceof dl of this, what was she doing here?

She was afriend, of course. He had known her for years, ever since that day shortly after she had
arrived a Fishhook and they had gone to dinner at the little place where the old blind woman till sold
roses. He had bought her arose, he remembered, and being far from home and lonesome she had cried
alittle. But, he told himself, sheld probably not cried since.

Strange, he thought, but it all was strange. Fishhook, itself, was amodern nightmare which the outer
world, in acentury'stime, had not quite accepted.

Hewondered what it had been like, that century ago, when the men of science had findly given up,
when they had admitted that Man was not for space. And al the years were dead and al the dreams
were futile and Man had finally ended up in alittle planetary dead-end. For then the gods had toppled,
and Man, in his secret mind, had known thet after dl the years of yearnings, he had achieved nothing
more than gadgets.

Hope had falen on hard times, and the dreams had dwindled, and the trap closed tight--but the urge
to space had refused to die. For there was a group of very stubborn men who took another road--a road
that Man had missed, or deserted, whichever you might choose, many years ago and ever since that time
had sneered at and damned with the name of magic.

For magic was a childish thing; it was an old wives tae; it was something out of nursery books--and
inthe hard and brittle world of the road that Man had taken it was intolerable. Y ou were out of your
mind if you believed in magic.

But the stubborn men had believed in it, or at least in the principle of thisthing which theworld called
magic, for it was not actually magic if one used the connotation which through the years had been placed
upon the word. Rather it was a principle as true as the principles which underlay the physica sciences.
But rather than aphysical science, it wasamenta science; it concerned the using of the mind and the
extension of the mind instead of the using of the hands and the extensions of the hands.

Out of this stubbornness and this belief and faith Fishhook had arisen--Fishhook because it wasa
reaching out, afishing into space, agoing of the mind where the body could not go.

Ahead of the car theroad swung to the right, then swiveled to theleft, in atightening curve. Thiswas
the turnaround; here the road came to an end.

"Hang on," said Harriet.

She swung the car off the road and nosed it up arocky stream bed that ran aong one of the canyon
walls. The airjets roared and blustered, the engines throbbed and howled. Branches scraped dong the
bubble top, and the car tilted sharply, then brought itself aright.

"Thisisnot too bad," said Harriet. "Thereisaplace or two, later on, whereit getsalittle rough.”

"Thisistheline of retreat you were talking about?'

"That's exactly right.”

And why, he wondered, should Harriet Quimby need aline of retreat? He amost asked her but
decided not to.

She drove cautioudly, traveling in the dry creek bed, clinging close againgt the wall of rock that came
down out of darkness. Birds fled squawling from the bushes, and branches dragged against the car,
screeching in their agony of tortured wood.

The headlights showed a sharp bend, with abarn-size boulder hemming in thewall of rock. The car
dowed to acrawl, thrust its nose into the space between the boulder and thewall, swiveled its rear
around and went inching through the space into the clear again.

Harriet cut down the jets, and the car sank to the ground, grating on the gravel in the creek bed. The



jets cut out and the engine stopped and silence closed upon them.

"Wewak from here?' asked Blaine.

"No. Weonly wait awhile. They'll come hunting for us. If they heard the jets, they'd know where we
had gone.”

"Y ou go clear to the top?"

"Clear to thetop," she said.

"Y ou have driven it?' he asked.

"Many times" shetold him. "Because | knew that if thetime ever cameto useit, I'd haveto useit
fast. Theréd be no time for guessing or for doubling back. I'd have to know thetrail."

"But why, in the name of God--"

"Look, Shep. You areinajam. | get you out of it. Shall welet it go at that?"

"If that's the way you want it, sure. But you're sticking out your neck. There's no need to stick it out.

"I've stuck out my neck before. A good newsman sticks out the neck whenever thereisneed to.”

That might be true, he told himself, but not to this extent. There were alot of newspapermenin
Fishhook and he'd drank with most of them. There were afew he could even cal hisfriends. And yet no
one of them--no one but Harriet--would do what she was doing.

So newspapering by itsalf could not be the answer. Nor could friendship be the entire answer, either.
It was something more than either, perhaps agood deal more than ether.

The answer might be that Harriet was not anewswoman only. She must be something else. There
must be another interest and a most compelling one.

"One of the other times you stuck your neck out, did you stick it out for Stone?"

"No," shesaid. "l only heard of Stone."

They sat inthe car, ligening, and from far down the canyon came the faint muttering of jets. The
muttering came swiftly up the road, and Blaine tried to count them and it seemed that there were three,
but he could not be sure.

The cars cameto the turn-around and stopped, and men got out of them and tramped into the brush.
They called to one another.

Harriet put out ahand and her fingers clamped around Blainesarm.

Shep, what did you do to Freddy? (Picture of a grinning death's-head.)

Knocked himout, isall.

And he had a gun?

Took it away from him.

(Freddy in a coffin, with a tight smile on his painted face, with a monstrous lily stuck between
his folded hands.)

No. Not that. (Freddy with a puffed-up eye, with a bloody nose, a cross-hatch of patches on
his blotchy face.)

They sat quietly, ligening.

The shouts of the men died away, and the cars started up and went down the road.

Now?

We'll wait, said Harriet. Three came up. Only two went back. Thereis still one waiting (a row
of listening ears, all stretched out of shape with straining for a sound). They're sure we came up
theroad. They don't know where we are. Thisis (a gaping trap with jagged rows of teeth). They'll
figure we'll think they went away and will betray our selves.

They waited. Somewhere in the woods a raccoon whickered, and a bird, disturbed by some
nighttime prowler, protested deepily.

Thereisaplace, sad Harriet. A place where you'll be safe. if you want to go there.

Anyplace. | haven't any choice.

You know what the outside's like?

I've heard.

They have signsin some towns (a billboard with the words. PARRY, DON'T LET THE SUN
SET ON YOU HERE). They have prejudice and intolerance and there are (bearded, old-time



preachers thumping pulpits; men clad in night-gowns, with marks upon their faces and rope and
whip in hand; bewildered, frightened people cowering beneath a symbolic bramblebush).

Shesad inavoca whisper: "It'sadirty, stinking shame.”

Down on the road the car had started up. They listened to it leave.

"They gave up findly," said Harriet. "They may il have left aman behind, but well haveto chance
thet."

She gtarted the engine and turned up the jets. With the lights switched on, the car nosed up the
stream bed. The way grew steeper and the bed pinched out. The car moved along ahog's back, dodging
clumps of bushes. They picked up awall of rock again, but it was on the |eft side now. The car dipped
into a crevasse no more than apaint-layer distant away from either sde and they inched dongit. The
crevasse pinched sharply out, and they were on anarrow ledge with black rock above and black
emptiness below. For an eternity they climbed, and the wind grew chill and bitter and finaly before them
was aflatness, flooded by amoon dipping toward the west.

Harriet stopped the car and dumped in the sest.

Blaine got out and fumbled in his pocket for apack of cigarettes. He finaly found it and there was
only one left in the pack. It was very badly crumpled. He straightened it out carefully and lit it. Then he
walked around the car and stuck it between Harriet'slips.

She puffed onit gratefully.

"The border's up ahead," she said. "Y ou take the whedl. Another fifty miles across country. Very
easy going. Theresalittle town where we can stop for breskfast.”

SEVEN

The crowd had gathered across the street from the restaurant. It was clustered thickly about Harriet's
car and it was watching closely and it was deadly silent. Ugly, but not noisy. Angry, and perhapsjust
dightly apprehensive, perhapsjust on the edge of fear. Angry, more than likely, because it was afraid.

Blaine pressed his back againgt the wall of the restaurant where, afew minutes before, they had
finished breakfast. And there had been nothing wrong at breakfast. It had been all right. No one had said
athing. No one stared at them. Everything had been norma and very commonplace.

"How could they tell?' asked Blaine.

"l don't know," said Harriet.

"They took down thesign.”

"Or maybeit fell over. Maybe they never had one. There are somethat don't. It takes alot of
belligerenceto put up asign.”

"These babies ook belligerent enough.”

"They may not be after us."

"Maybenot," he said. But there was no one ese, there was nothing el se against which they would be
banded.

Listen closely, Shep. If something happens. If we are separated. Go to South Dakota. Pierrein
South Dakota (map of the United States with Pierre marked with a star and the namein big red
letters and a purple road that led from this tiny border town to the city on the wide Missouri).

| know the place, said Blaine.

Ask for me at this restaurant (the facade of a building, stone-fronted, big plate windows with
an ornate, silver-mounted saddle hanging in one window, a magnificent set of elk antlers fixed
above the door). It's up on the hill, above the river. Aimost anyone will know me. They can tell
you where | am.

We won't get separ ated.

But if we do, you mind what | say.

Of course | will, said Blaine. You have lugged me thisfar. I'll trust you all the way.

The crowd was beginning to seethe alittle--not actualy moving, but stirring around, beginning to get



restless, asif it might be gently frothing. And amurmur rose fromit, asullen, growling murmur without
any words.

An old crone pushed through it and shambled out into the street. She was an ancient thing. What
could be seen of her--her head, her hands, her bare and muddy feet--were a mass of wrinkles. Her hair
was dirty, ragged white and it drooped in wisps all about her head.

She lifted afeeble arm, from which flabby muscles hung like an obscene pouch, and she pointed a
crooked, bony, quavering forefinger straight in Blaings direction.

"That ishim," she screamed. "Heisthe one | spotted. There's something queer with him. Y ou can't
get into hisbrain. It'slike ashining mirror. It--"

Therest of what she said was drowned out in the rising clamor of the crowd, which began moving
forward--not rapidly, but foot by foot--edging along toward the two against the wall, asif it might be
fearful and reluctant but pushed dong by acivic duty that was greater than itsfear.

Blaine put his hand into his jacket pocket and hisfingers closed around the gun held scooped up in
Charline's kitchen. But that was not the way, he knew. That would only makeit worse. He pulled his
hand out of the pocket and let it dangle at hisside.

But there was something wrong--he was standing al aone, just his human sdf. Therewasno
Pinknessin him, no stir ingde his brain. He was a naked human and wondered wildly, for amoment, if he
should be glad or not. And then he caught it peeping out of one corner of hisbrain and he waited for it,
but nothing happened and the questioning segment of it pulled out of consciousness again.

Therewas fury and loathing in the faces that floated atop the mass of human bodies moving in the
sreet. Not the night-shrouded baying of the mob, but the dantwise, daylight dinking of apack of wolves,
and in the forefront of the press, borne aong on the edge of thiswave of human hatred, was the withered
crone who had pointed with her finger to set the pack in motion.

"Stand Hill," Blaine said to Harriet. "That isour only chance.”

Any moment now, he knew, the Situation could hit acriss point. The mob would either loseits nerve
and waver, or some dight incident, some smallest motion, some spoken word, would send it forward
with arush.

And if that happened, he knew, he would use the gun. Not that he wanted to, not that he intended
to--but it would be the one thing lft to do.

But for the moment, in the little interval before violence could erupt, the town stood petrified--a
deepy little town with shabby, two-story business buildings, dl in need of paint, fronting on a sun-baked
Street. Scraggy trees stood at infrequent intervals, and there were faces at the upstairs windows, staring
out in astonishment at the potential animal padding in the street.

The mob moved closer, circling, sill cautious, and mute; dl its murmur quieted, al its hate locked
tight behind the savage masks.

A foot clicked sharply on the sidewalk, then another foot, and till another one--the rugged, steady
sound of someone's stolid walking.

The footsteps came closer, and Blaine turned his eyes a second to catch out of the corner of them the
sght of atdl, angular, dmost cadaverous man who strode along deliberately, for dl the world asif he
were out for amorning stroll. The man reached Blaine and stood to one side of him and then he turned
and faced the mob. He never said aword; he just stayed standing there. But the crowd cameto a hat
and stood there in the street in adreadful quietness.

Then aman said: "Good morning to you, Sheriff." The sheriff didn't stir; he didn't say aword.

"Themisparies” sad the man.

"Who says 507" asked the sheriff.

"Old Sara, she says s0."

The sheriff looked at the crone: "How about it, Sara?!

"Tomisright,” Old Sara screeched. "That one there, he has afunny mind. It bounces back at you."

"And thewoman?' asked the sheriff.

"Sheiswith him, ain't she?'

"l am ashamed of you," the sheriff said, asif they al were naughty children. "I have amind to run you



in, every one of you."

"But themisparried” yelled astricken voice. "Y ou know we don't dlow no parries here.”

"Now, | tell you what," the sheriff said. "Y ou dl get back to business. I'll take care of this."

"The both of them?" avoice asked.

"Why, | don't know," the sheriff said. "Thelady ain't no parry. | just kind of figured we'd run her out
of town and that would be enough.”

He said to Harriet: "Are you with thisman?'

"And I'm gaying with him!"

No! sadBlaine. (A sign for silence, finger to thelips.)

Fast, hoping that no onewould catchiit, for in atown like this even ateepath might be in for trouble.

But the warning must be sounded.

"That your car acrossthe street?' the sheriff asked.

Harriet shot aquestioning glance at Blaine.

"Yes itis" shesad.

"Well, | tell you, miss. You just trot over to it and get out of here. Thefolkswill Iet you through.”

"But | don't intend--"

Blainesaid: "You better doiit, Harriet."

She hesitated.

"Go ahead," hesaid.

She stepped dowly off the sidewalk, then turned back.

"I'll be seeing you," shesaid to Blaine.

She glanced with contempt at the sheriff. "Caossack,” she declared.

The sheriff didn't mind. HEd never heard the term.

"Best it, lady," he said, and his voice was dmost kindly.

The crowd parted to let her through, but buzzed angrily. She reached the car and turned to wave a
Blaine. Then she got into the seat and started the motor, gunned the jets and swung the car sharply out
into the street. The crowd fled, shrieking, tumbling over one another to get out of the way, blinded by the
screaming dust that was spun up by the jets.

The sheriff watched with monumental calm as the car roared down the street.

"Y ou seethat, sheriff!" roared an outraged victim. "Why don't you run her in?"

"Served you right,” the sheriff said. "Y ou sarted dl of this. Here | was getting ready for arestful day
and you got medl sirred up.”

Hedidn't look stirred up.

The protesting crowd pushed toward the sdewak, arguing violently.

The sheriff waved hishands, asif he were shooing chickens.

"Get dong with you," he told them. "Y ou have had your fun. Now | got to get to work. | got thisguy
tojal."

Heturned to Blaine. "Come aong with me," he said. They walked down the street together toward
the courthouse.

"Y ou ought to have known better," said the sheriff. "Thistownishell on parries.”

"Noway totdl,” sad Blaine. "There wasn't any sgn.”

"Blew down ayear or two ago," the sheriff told him. "No one had the gumption to set it up again.
Redlly should have anew sign. Old one got pretty rickety. Y ou could hardly read the lettering on it. Sand
storms scoured off the paint.”

"What do you intend to do with me?"

The sheriff said: "Not too much, | reckon. Hold you for awhile until the folks cool down. For your
own protection. Assoon asit issafe, I'll get you out of here.”

Hewas slent for amoment, consdering the Situation.

"Cantdoitright away," hesad. "The boyswill bewatching mighty close.”

They reached the courthouse and climbed the steps. The sheriff opened the door. " Straight ahead,”
hesad.



They waked into the sheriff's office, and the sheriff closed the door.

"You know," said Blaine, "I don't believe you've got the grounds to hold me. What would happen if |
just walked out of here?’

"Nothing much, | guess. Not right away, at least. | certainly wouldn't stop you, athough I'd argue
some. But you wouldn't get out of town. They'd have you in five minutes.”

"l could haveleftinthecar.”

The sheriff shook hishead. "Son, | know these people. | was raised with them. | am one of them. |
know how far | can go with them and when I've got to stop. | could get the lady off, but not the both of
you. You ever seeamaobin action?"

Blaine shook hishead.

"It an't apretty sght.”

"How about this Sara? She's a parry, too."

"Well, | tdll you, friend. Sarahas good blood behind her. Fell on evil times, but her family's been here
for more than ahundred years. The town just tolerates her.”

"And she's handy as a spotter.”

The sheriff shook his head and chuckled. "Thereain't much,” he said, with loca pride, "that filters
past our Sara. She has abusy time of it, watching al the strangers that come into town.”

"You catch alot of parriesthat way?"

"Tolerable," said the sheriff. "Every now and then. A tolerable number, | would say."

He motioned at the desk. " Just dump your pocketsthere. Thelaw says| gottodoit. I'll fix up a
receipt for you."

Blaine began digging in his pockets. Billfold, card case, handkerchief, key ring, matchesand, findly,
the gun.

Helifted it out rather gingerly and laid it with the other stuff.

The sheriff eyedit. "Y ou had that al the time?"

Blaine nodded.

"And you never resched for it?'

"l wastoo scared to reach for it."

"Y ou got apermit for it?"

"l don't even ownit.”

The sheriff whistled softly through histeeth.

He picked up the gun and broke it. There was the coppery shine of cartridge cases.

The sheriff opened adesk drawer and tossed it in.

"Now," hesad, asif rdieved, "I've got something legd | can hold you on."

He picked up the book of matches and handed them to Blaine.

"Y ou'll want these for smoking.”

Blaine put them in his pocket.

"| could get you cigarettes,” the sheriff said.

"No need," Blainetold him. "I carry them sometimes, but | don't do much smoking. Usudly | wear
them out carrying them before | get around to smoking.”

The sheriff lifted aring of keys off anall.

"Comedong," hesad.

Blainefollowed himinto acorridor that fronted on arow of cells.

The sheriff unlocked the nearest one, across the corridor from the door.

"Youvegot it dl aone" hesaid. "Ran thelast one out last night. Boy who came across the border
and got himself tanked up. Figured he was as good as white folks.”

Blaine waked into the cell. The sheriff banged and locked the door.

"Anything you want," he said, with afine show of hospitdity, "just yell out and say so. I'll get it for
you."



EIGHT

It had gone by many names.

Onceit had been known as extrasensory perception. And then there had been atime when it had
been psonics, ps for short. But first of dl it had been magic.

The medicine man, with the oxides that he used for paint, with his knucklebonesto rattlein the skull,
with his bag of nauseous content, may have practiced it in aclumsy sort of way before the first word had
been written--grasping at a principle he did not understand, more than likely not even knowing that he did
not understand, not redlizing there was anything he ought to understand. And the knowledge was passed
on, from hand to inept hand. The witch doctor of the Congo used it, the priests of Egypt knew it, the
wise men of Tibet were acquainted with it. And in al these casesit was not wisely used and it was not
understood and it got mixed up with alot of mumbo jumbo and in the days of reason it became
discredited and there was scarcely anyone who bdlieved iniit.

Out of the days of reason rose amethod and a science, and there was no place for magic in the
world that science built--for there was no method in it and there was no systlem in it and it could not be
reduced to aformulaor equation. So it was suspect and it was outside the pale and it was dll stupid
foolishness. No man in hisright mind would once consider it.

But they caled it PK now for paranorma kinetics, which wastoo long to say. And the ones who had
it they caled parries and shut them up in jails and did even worse than that.

It was aqueer business, once one thought of it--for despite the strange gulf which lay between PK
and science, it had taken the orderly mind which science had drummed into the human race to make PK
findly work.

And, strange asit might seem, Blainetold himsdlf, it had been necessary that science should come
first. For science had to be devel oped before Man could understand the forces which had freed his mind
from the shackles in which they had been bound, before mental energy could be tapped and put to work
by those who quite unsuspectingly had aways carried with them that power and energy. For evenin the
study of PK there had been aneed for method, and science had been the training ground in which
method had devel oped.

There were those who said that in some distant past two roads had forked for mankind, one of them
marked "Magic" and the other "Science," and that Man had taken the " Science" road and let the "Magic”
go. Many of these people then went on to say that Man had made a great mistake in the choosing of the
roads. See how far we'd have gone, they said, if we had taken "Magic" at the first beginning.

But they werewrong, Blaine said, talking to himself, for there had never been two roads; thered only
been the one. For Man had had to master science before he could master magic.

Although science had amost defeated magic, had amost driven it into limbo with laughter and with
scorn.

And would have driven it had there not been stubborn men who had refused to give up the dream of
gtars. Men who had been willing to do anything at all, to brave the laughter of the world, to accept
derison, if they only could lay hands upon the gars.

He wondered how it must have been in those days when Fishhook had been no more than afeeble
hope, aglimmer of the mind, an article of faith. For thelittle band of hopeful, subborn men had stood
entirely by themselves. When they had asked for help, there had been no help, but only scornful
chuckling againgt such errant foolery.

The press had made afield day of it when they had appeared in Washington to ask financid aid.
There had, quite naturally, been no such aid forthcoming, for the government would have naught to do
with such awildcat scheme. If sciencein al its might and glory had failed to reach the stars, how could
there be hope that such as these might do it? So the men had worked alone, except for such pittances as
they might be given here and there--asmdll grant from India, another from the Philippines and alittle from
Columbia-plus dribbles that came in from metaphysica societies and afew sympathetic donors.

Then findly acountry with a heart--Mexico--had invited them to come, had provided money, had set
up astudy center and alaboratory, had lent encouragement rather than guffaws of laughter.



And dmost from that day, Fishhook had become redlity, had devel oped into an ingtitution which did
credit not to itself aone, but to the country which had opened up its heart.

And | amapart of it, thought Blaine, Sitting in hiscell; apart of thisvirtually secret society, dthough
secret through no fault of its own. Made secret, rather, by the envy and intolerance and the surging
superdtition of the entire world. Even though | am running from it, even though it be hunting me, | am il
apart of it.

He got up from the tiny bunk with its dirty blanket and stood at the window, staring out. He could
see the sunbaked street and the scraggly trees staggered on the boulevard and across the street the sad,
defeated business houses with afew dilapidated cars parked againgt the curb, some of them so ancient
they were equipped with whedlswhich in turn were driven by internal combustion engines. Men sat on
the steps that led up to the store fronts, chewing tobacco and spitting out onto the sidewal ks, cresting
little pools of sticky amber liquid which looked like old bloodstains. They sat there languidly and chewed
and occasiondly talked among themselves, not looking at the courthouse, looking nowherein particulars
but being very nonchaant about their deadly loafing.

But they were watching the courthouse, Blaine knew. They were watching him--the man with the
mirror in hismind. The mind, Old Saratold the sheriff, that bounces back at you.

And that had been what Kirby Rand had seen, that had been what had tipped him off and set
Fishhook on thetrail. Which meant that Rand, if he were not a peeper, then certainly was a spotter.
Although, Blaine thought, it didn't really matter whether Rand was a peeper or a spotter, for a peeper
would havelittle luck in reading amind that bounced right back at you.

And that meant, Blaineredized, that he carried in hismind the equivaent of aflashing warning light
for anyone with the ability to see. Theré'd be nowhere held be safe. Thered be no place he could hide.
Hed ring aloud and angry bell for any peeper or any spotter or any hounder that came within his range.

He'd not been that way before. He was quite certain of it. Someone would have mentioned it or it
would have been on his psych report.

You, he said to the hider in hismind, come out of there!

It wagged itstail. It wriggled like ahappy dog. It did not come out.

Blaine went back to the bunk and sat down on the edge of it.

Harriet would be back with some sort of help. Or maybe the sheriff would let him go before then, as
soon asit was safe. Although the sheriff didn't have to, for the sheriff had good groundsto hold him--the
possession of the gun.

Buster, he said to his boon companion, it may be up to you again. We may need another trick.

For the thing insde his mind had come up with atrick before--a very trick in time. Or metabolism?
There was no way of knowing which, whether he had moved faster than was customary or whether time
had been dowed down for everyone but him.

And when he got away, what then?

Up to South Dakota, as Harriet had said?

Hemight aswdll, hetold himself, for he had no other plans. There had been no timein which he
could make any plans. It had been abare, bald matter of getting out of Fishhook's clutches. Y ears ago,
he told himsdlf, he should have laid his plans, but it had seemed afar thing then. It had seemed a
circumstance that could never happen to him. So here hewas, stuck insde ajail cel in alittle town of
which he did not even know the name, with no more than fifteen dollars and that locked in the sheriff's
desk.

He sat and listened to a gasoline car come stuttering down the street, and somewhere abird was
chirping. And hewasin ajam, he admitted to himsalf--hewasin an awful jam.

The men werewaiting out there, Sitting on the steps, trying very hard not to seem to watch the
courthouse, and he did not like the looks of it.

The door in the sheriff's office opened and banged again, and there was the sound of feet moving on
thefloor. Voices cameindigtinctly, and Blaine didntt try to listen. What was the use of listening? What
wasthe use of anything?

Then the sheriff's deliberate tread moved across the office and out into the corridor. Blaine looked up



asthe sheriff stopped just outside hiscell.

"Blaine," the sheriff said, "the Father's hereto seeyou.”

"What father?"

"The priest, you heathen. The pastor of this parish.”

"I can't understand,” said Blaine, "why held be interested.”

"Y ou're ahuman being, aren't you?' said the sheriff. ™Y ou have got asoul.”

"1 will not deny it."

The sheriff regarded him with astern and puzzled look. "Why didn't you tell me that you were from
Fishhook?'

Blaine shrugged. "What difference would it make?'

"Good God, man," the sheriff said, "if the folksin thistown knew you were from Fishhook, they'd be
into string you up. They might let just asmple parry dip through their fingers, but not aman from
Fishhook. They burned down the Trading Post three years ago last month, and the factor got out of town
just ahead of them.”

"And what would you do about it," Blaine demanded, "if they decided | needed stringing up?"

The sheriff scratched his head. "Wdll, naturdly, 1'd do the best | could.”

"Thanksalot," said Blaine. "1 suppose you contacted Fishhook."

"| told them to come and get you. Take you off my hands.”

"That'sapd,"” sad Blaine.

The sheriff proceeded to get sore.

"Why did you come blundering into thistown?' he demanded, with quitealot of heet. "Thisisaquiet,
pescegble, decent place until folks like you show up.”

"Wewere hungry," said Blaine, "and we stopped to get some breakfast.”

"Y ou stuck your head into anoose," the sheriff told him, sternly. "1 hopeto God | can get you out of
it

He started to turn away and then turned back.

"I'll send the Father in," he said.

NINE

The priest cameinto the cdll and stood for amoment, blinking in the dimness,

Blaine stood and said to him: "I am glad you came. The best | can offer you is a seat here on the
bunk."

"It'sdl right," said the priest. "I thank you. | am Father Flanagan and | hope I'm not intruding.”

"Not intheleast,” said Blaine. "l am glad to see you."

Father Flanagan eased himsdlf to a seat upon the bunk, groaning alittle with the effort. Hewas an
aged man who ran to corpulence, with akindly face and withered hands that looked asif they might be
crippled by arthritis.

"Sit down, my son," hesaid. "l hope | don't disturb you. | warn you at the outset that I'm ahorrible
busybody. It would come, | would suspect, from being the shepherd to agroup of peoplewho are
largely children, irrespective of their years. Isthere anything you would like to talk about?"

"Anything a dl," said Blaine, "except possbly rdligion.”

"Y ou are not areligious man, my son?"

"Not particularly,” said Blaine. "Whenever | consder it, | tend to become confused.”

The old man shook hishead. "These are ungodly days. There are many likeyou. It isaworry to me.
To Holy Mother Church aswell. We have fdlen on hard times of the spirit, with many of the people
more concerned with fear of evil than contemplation of the good. Thereistak of werewolf and incubus
and devil, and ahundred years ago dl fear of such had been washed out of our minds.”

He turned hisbody ponderoudy and sat Sdewise the better to face Blaine.

"The sheriff tellsme" he sad, "that you come from Fishhook.”



"Thereisnouse,” sad Blaine, "of my denying it."

"I have never talked with anyone from Fishhook," the old priest said, mumbling just alittle, asif be
might be talking to himsdlf rather than to Blaine. "I have only heard of Fishhook, and some of the stories|
have heard of it are incredible and wild. There was afactor here for atime before the people burned the
Pogt, but | never went to see him. The people would not have understood.”

"From what happened here thismorning,” Blaine agreed, "1 rather doubt they would have.

"They say you areaparanormd. . . ."

"Parry istheword," Blainetold him. "No need to dressit up.”

"And you areredly one?'

"Father, | am at alossto understand your interest.”

"Just academic,” said Father Flanagan. "I can assure you, purely academic. Something that is of
interest to me persondly. Y ou are as safe with me asif you were in confessond.”

"Therewasaday," said Blaine, "when science was deeply suspect asthe hidden foes of dl religious
truth. We have the same thing here.”

"But the people,” said Father Flanagan, "are afraid again. They close and bar their doors. They do
not go out of night. They have hex signs—-hex sgns, mind you, instead of the blessed crucifix--hanging on
their gates and the gables of their houses. They whisper of things which have been dead and dust since
the Middle Ages. They tremblein the smoky chimney corners of their minds. They have lost much of their
ancient faith. They go through all therituals, of course, but | seeitintheir faces, | senseitinther tak, |
glimpseitintheir minds. They havelost the smple art of faith.”

"No, Father, | don't think they have. They'rejust very troubled people.”

"The entireworld istroubled,” said Father Flanagan.

And that wasright, Blaine told himsdf--the entire world was troubled. For it had lost a cultura hero
and had not been able to acquire another for al that it had tried. It had lost an anchor which had held it
againgt the winds of illogic and unreason and it was now adrift upon an ocean for which there was no
chart.

At onetime science had served asthe culturd hero. It had logic and reason and an ultimate precision
that probed down into the atom and out to the farther edge of space. It spawned gadgets by the millions
for the comfort of itsworshipers and it placed the hand and eye of Man upon the entire universe, by
proxy. It was something you could trust in, for it was the sum of human wisdom among many other
things

But principdly it was trandated into machines and machine technology, for science was an abstract,
but machines were something that anyone could see.

Then there came the day when Man, for al hiswondrous machines, for al hisfamed technology, had
been driven back from space, had been whipped howling from the heavens back to the den of Earth.
And that day the cultura god of science had shone abit less brightly, had died alittle in the people's
minds

And that other day, when Man had gone to the stars without the benefit of machines, the worship of
technology had died for good and al. Machines and technology and scienceitsdf ill existed, till werein
daily use, till were of vast importance, but they no longer formed acullt.

For while Fishhook used machines, they were not machines as such--not machines that could be
accepted by the common mass of mankind. For they had no pistons and no wheels, no gears, no shafts,
no levers, not asingle button--they had nothing of the component parts of acommonplace machine. They
were strange and aien and they had no common touch.

So Man had logt his cultural hero and since his nature was so fashioned that he must have some
abstract hero-worship, because he must dways have an ideal and agoal, a vacuum was created that
screamed aoud for filling.

Paranormd kinetics, for dl its strangeness, for al itsalien concept, filled the bill exactly. For here,
findly, were dl the crackpot cults completely justified; here, at last, was the promise of ultimate
wish-fulfillment; here was something exotic enough, or that could be made exatic, to satisfy the depth of
human emotion such as a mere machine never had been able.



Here, so help us God, was magic!

So the world went off on amagic jag.

The pendulum had swung too far, as dways, and now was swinging back, and the horror of
intolerance had been loosed upon the land.

So Man once again was without a cultura hero, but had acquired instead a neosuperstition that went
howling through the dark of asecond Middle Ages.

"I have puzzled much upon the matter," said Father FHanagan. "It is something which naturaly must
concern even so unworthy aservant of the Church as|. For whatever may concern the souls and the
minds of menisof interest to the Church and to the Holy Father. It has been the historic position of
Rome that we must so concern oursalves.”

Blaine bowed dightly in recognition of the sincerity of the man, but therewas afleck of bitternessin
his voice when he answered: " So you've come to study me. Y ou are here to question me."

There was sadnessin the old priest's voice. "1 prayed you would not seeit inthislight. | havefailed, |
see. | cameto you as to someone who could help me and, through me, the Church. For, my son, the
Church at times needs help. It isnot too proud to say o, for al that it has been charged, through al its
history, with excessive pride. Y ou are aman, an intdligent man, who isapart of thisthing which servesto
puzzle us. | thought that you might help me."

Blaine sat slent, and the priest sat looking at him, ahumble man who sought afavor, and yet with a
sense of inner strength one could not help but fed.

"I would not mind," said Blaine. "Not that | think for amoment it would do any good. Y ou're apart
of what isin thistown."

"Not so, my son. We neither sanction nor condemn. We do not have facts enough.”

"I'll tell you about myself," said Blaine, "if that iswhat you want to know. | am atraveler. My jobisto
go out tothe stars. | climb into amachine--well, not exactly amachine, rather it's asymbolic contrivance
that helps me free my mind, that possibly even gives my mind akick in the right direction. And it helps
with the navigation--L ook, Father, thisis hard to say in smple, common terms. It sounds like gibberish."”

"l amfollowing you with no difficulty.”

"Wel, this navigation. That's another funny thing. There are factorsinvolved that thereisno way to
put one's tongue to them. In science it would be mathematics, but it's not actualy mathematics. It'saway
of getting there, of knowing where you're going."

"Magic?'

"Hell, no--pardon me, Father. No, it isn't magic. Once you understand it, once you get thefed of it, it
isclear and smple and it becomes apart of you. It isasnatura as breathing and as easy asfaling off a
log. | would imagine--"

"I would think," said Father Flanagan, "that it is unnecessary to go into the mechanics of it. Could you
tell me how it feelsto be on another star?”

"Why," Blainetold him, "no different than sitting here with you. At firs--the first few times, that
is-you fedl obscendy naked, with just your mind and not your body. . . ."

"And your mind wandersdl about?"

"Well, no. It could, of course, but it doesn't. Usudly you stuff yoursdlf ingde the machine you took
adong withyou."

"Machine?'

"A monitoring contraption. It picks up al the data, getsit down on tape. Y ou get the entire picture.
Not just what you see yoursdlf--athough it's not actualy seeing; it's sensing--but you get it al, everything
that can possibly be caught. In theory, and largely in practice, the machine picks up the data, and the
mind istherefor interpretation only."

"And what do you see?'

Blaine laughed. "Father, that would take longer than ether of ushave."

"Nothing like on Earth?!

"Not often, for there are not too many Earth-like planets. Proportionatdly, that is. There are, in fact,
quite alot in number. But we're not limited to Earth-like planets. We can go anywhereit is possble for



the machine to function, and the way those machines are engineered, that means amost anywhere. . . ."

"Even to the heart of another sun?"

"Not the machine, It would be destroyed. | imagine that the mind could. But it's not been done. So
far as| know, that is"

"And your fedings? What do you think?"

"| observe" said Blaine. "That iswhat | gofor.”

"Y ou do not get thefedling that you're lord of dl creation? Y ou do not have the thought that Man
holdsal the universein the hollow of hishand?'

"If it'sthe sin of pride and vanity you're thinking of, no, never. Y ou sometimes get athrill at knowing
whereyou are. Y ou're often filled with wonder, but more often you are puzzled. Y ou are reminded, again
and yet again, of how inggnificant you are. And there are times when you forget that you are human.
You'rejust ablob of life--brother to everything that ever existed or ever will exig."

"And you think of God?"

"No," said Blaine. "l can't say | ever do."

"That istoo bad,” said Father Flanagan. "It israther frightening. To be out theredore. . . ."

"Father, at the very start | madeit plain to you that | was not inclined to be areligious sort of
man--not in the accepted sense, that is. And | played square with you."

"Soyou did," said Father FHlanagan.

"And if your next question isgoing to be: Could areligious man go out to the sarsand gtill retain his
faith; could he go out and come back full of faith; would traveling to the stars take away something of the
true belief he held? Then I'd have to ask you to define your terms.”

"My terms?’ asked Father Flanagan, amazed.

"Yes, faith, for onething. What do you mean by faith? Isfaith enough for Man? Should he be
satisfied with faith done? Isthere no way of finding out the truth? s the attitude of faith, of believingin
something for which there can be no more than philosophic proof, the true mark of a Christian? Or
should the Church long since--"

Father Flanagan raised ahand. "My son!" he said. "My son!”

"Forget it, Father. | should not have said it.”

They sat for amoment, regarding one another; neither understanding. Asif wewere two diens,
thought Blaine. With viewpointsthat did not come within amillion miles of coinciding, and yet they both
were men.

"l amtruly sorry, Father."

"No need to be. You said it. There are otherswho bdieveit, or think it, but would never say it. You
at least are honest.”

He reached out and patted Blaine dowly on thearm.

"You are atelepath?' he asked.

"And ateeporter. But limited. Very limited.”

"Andthatisdl?'

"I don't know. I've never dug around."

"Y ou mean you may have other abilitiesyou are not aware of ?'

"L ook, Father, in PK you have a certain menta capacity. First, you are the smple things, the easy
things--the telepath, the teleport, the huncher. Y ou go on from there--or there are some who do. You
grow. Some stop growing after atime and others keep on growing. Each of these gbilitiesisnot a
separate ability; the abilities themsd ves are smply manifestations of awholeness of the mind. They are,
lumped together, the mind working asit dways should have worked, even from the very firg, if it had
hed its chance."

"Anditisnot evil?"

"Certainly. Wrongly used, it'sevil. And it waswrongly used by alot of people, alot of amateurswho
never took the time to understand or to anayze the power they had. But Man has misused his hands, as
well. Hekilled, he stole--"

"And you are not awarlock?"



Blaine wanted to laugh--the laugh was rising in him--but he could not laugh. There wastoo much
terror for aman to laugh.

"No, Father, | swear to you. | am not awarlock. Nor awerewolf. Nor a-"

The old man raised his hand and stopped him.

"Now, we're even,”" he declared. "1, too, said something | should not have said.”

He rose diffly from the bunk and held out his hand, the fingerstwisted by arthritis or whatever it was
that might be wrong with them.

"Thank you," he said. "God help you."

"And youll be here tonight?"

"Tonight?'

"When the people of thistown come to take me out and hang me? Or do they burn them at the
Seke?!

The old man'sface twisted in revulsion. ™Y ou must not think such things. Surdly not in this-"

"They burned down the Trading Post. They would have killed the factor.”

"That waswrong,” said Father Flanagan. "1 told them that it was. For | am certain members of my
parish participated. Not that they were doneinit, for there were many others. But they should have
known better. | have worked for years among them againgt this very sort of thing."

Blaine put out his hand and grasped the hand of Father Flanagan. The crippled fingers closed with a
warm, hard grip.

"The sheriff isagood man,” said the priest. "Hewill do hisbest. | will talk to some of them mysdif.”

"Thank you, Father."

"My son, areyou afraid to die?"

"I don't know. | have often thought | wouldn't be. I'll have to wait and see.”

"You mug havefath."

"Perhaps | will. If ever | canfindif. Youll say aprayer for me?'

"God watch over you. I'll pray away the blessed afternoon.”

TEN

Blaine stood at the window and watched them gather in the dusk--not quickly, but dowly; not
boisteroudy, but quietly, dmaost nonchaantly, asif they might be coming into town for aprogram at the
schoolhouse or amesting of the grange or some other normal and entirely routine function.

He could hear the sheriff stirring quietly about in the office across the corridor and he wondered if the
sheriff knew--although assuredly he did, for he had lived in thistown long enough to know whet it was
apt to do.

Blaine stood at the window and reached up and grasped the metal bars, and out beyond the bars,
somewhere in the unkempt trees on the courthouse lawn, abird was singing hislast song of evening
before cuddling on a branch and going fast adeep.

And as he stood there watching, the Pinkness crept out of its corner and floated in hismind,
expanding until it filled hismind.

| have come to be with you, it seemed to say. | am done with hiding. | know about you now. |
have explored every nook and cranny of you and | know the kind of thing you are. And through
you, the kind of world you're in--and the kind of world I'min, for it is my world now.

No more foolishness? asked that part of the strange dudlity that continued to be Blaine.

No mor e foolishness, said the other. No more screaming, no more running, no more trying to
get out.

Except there was no death. There was no such thing as death; for the ending of a life was
inexplicable. It smply could not happen, although dimly, far back in memory, there seemed there
had been others it might have happened to.

Blaine left the window and went back to sit down on the bunk and he was remembering now. But the



memories were dim and they came from far away and from very long ago and one could not be sure at
onceif they weretruly memories or if they were no more than quaint imagining.

For there were many planets and many different peoples and ahost of strange ideas and there were
jumbled bits of cosmic information that lay al helter-skelter like apile of ten billion hegped-up
jackstraws.

"How areyou feding?' asked the sheriff, who had come so quietly acrossthe corridor that Blaine
had not heard him coming.

Blainejerked up hishead. "Why, dl right, | suppose. | have just been watching your friends out
acrossthe street.”

The sheriff chuckled thinly. "No need to fear,” he said. "They haven't got the gutsto even crossthe
dreet. If they do, I'll go out and talk with them.”

"Evenif they know that | am Fishhook?"

"That'sonething,” the sheriff said, "that they wouldn't know."

"Youtoldthepriest.”

"That'sdifferent,” said the sheriff. "I had to tdll the father."

"And hewould tell no one?’

"Why should he?" asked the sheriff.

And there was no answer; it was one of those questions which could not be answvered.

"And you sent amessage.”

"But not to Fishhook. To afriend who'll send it on to Fishhook."

"It was wasted effort,” Blaine told him. ™Y ou should not have bothered. Fishhook knowswhere |

For they'd have hounders on the trail by now; they would have picked up the trail many hours ago.
There had been but one chance for him to have escaped--to have traveled rapidly and very much aone.

They might bein thisvery town tonight, he thought, and asurge of hope flowed through him. For
Fishhook would scarcely let apossedo himin.

Blaine got up from the bunk and crossed over to the window.

"Y ou better get out there now," hetold the sheriff. "They're dready acrossthe street.”

For they had to hurry, naturaly. They must get what they had to do done quickly before thefall of
deeper night. When darknessfell in al obscurity, they must be snug inside their homes, with the doors
double-locked and barred, with the shutters fastened, with the drapes drawn tight, with the hex signs
bravely hanging at every opening. For then, and only then, would they be safe from the hideous forces
that prowled the outer darkness, from banshee and werewalf, from vampire, goblin, sprite.

He heard the sheriff turning and going back across the corridor, back into the office. Meta scraped
asagun was taken from arack, and there was ahollow clicking as the sheriff broke the breech and fed
shdllsinto the barrels.

The mob moved like adark and flowing blanket and it camein utter sllence aside from the shuffling of
itsfeat.

Blaine watched it, fascinated, asif it were athing that stood apart from him, asif it werea
circumstance which concerned him not at dl. And that was strange, he told himsalf, knowing it was
gtrange, for the mob was coming for him.

But it made no difference, for there was no death. Death was something that made no sense at dl and
nothing to be thought of. It was afoolish wastefulness and not to be tolerated.

And who wasit that said that?

For he knew that there was desth--that there must be desth if there were evol ution, that desth was
one of the mechanismsthat biologicaly spelled progress and advancement for evolutionary species.

You, he said to the thing within his mind--athing that was athing no longer, but was a part of him--it
isyour idea. Death is something that you can't accept.

But something that in al truth must surely be accepted. For it was an actudity, it wasan
ever-presence, it was something that everything must live with through the shortness of itslife.

There was death and it was close--much too close for comfort or denid. It wasin the mumble of the



mob just outside the building, the mob that now had passed from sight and quit its shuffling, that even
now was massed outs de the courthouse entrance, arguing with the sheriff. For the sheriff's booming
voice came clearly through the outer door, calling upon those outside to break up and go back to their
homes.

"All thet thiswill get you," ydlled the shexiff, "isabdly full of shot."

But they yelled back a him, and the sheriff yelled again and it went back and forth for quite alittle
while. Blaine stood at the inner bars and waited, and fear seeped into him, dowly at first, then fagter, like
an evil tideracing through hisblood.

Then the sheriff was coming through the door and there were three men with him--angry men and
frightened, but so purposeful and grim their fright was covered up.

The sheriff came across the office and into the corridor, with the shotgun hanging limply from his
hand. The other three strode close upon his hedls.

The sheriff stopped just outside the bars and looked at Blaine, trying to conceal the sheepishnesshe
wore,

"l am sorry, Blaine," hesaid, "but | just can't do it. These folks are friends of mine. | was raised with
alot of them. | can't bear to shoot them down."

"Of courseyou cant," said Blaine, "you yellow-bellied coward.”

"Give methem keys," snarled one of thethree. "Let's get him out of here.”

"They're hanging on the nail besidethe door," the sheriff said.

Heglanced a Blaine.

"Theresnothing | can do,” he said.

"Y ou can go off and shoot yoursdlf,” said Blaine. "1'd highly recommend it.”

The man came with the key, and the sheriff stepped aside. The key rattled in the lock.

Blaine said to the man opening the door. "There is one thing | want understood. | walk out of here
dore”

"Huh!" said the man.

"l said | want to walk alone. | will not be dragged.”

"You'll come the way we want you," growled the man.

"It'sasmdl thing," the sheriff urged. "It couldn't hurt to let him."

The man swung the cell door open. "All right, come on,” he said.

Blaine stepped out into the corridor, and the three men closed in, one on either side of him, the other
one behind. They did not raise ahand to touch him. The man with the keys flung them to the floor. They
made a clashing sound that filled the corridor, that set Blaine's teeth on edge.

It was happening, thought Blaine. Incredible asit seemed, it was happening to him.

"Get on, you gtinking parry,” said the man behind him and punched him in the back.

"Y ou wanted to walk," said another. "Leave us seeyou walk."

Blaine walked, steadily and straight, concentrating on each step to make sure he did not sumble. For
he must not sumble; he must do nothing to disgrace himself.

Hope dtill lived, hetold himself. There still was a chance that someone from Fishhook might be out
there, set to snatch him from them. Or that Harriet had gotten help and was coming back or was aready
here. Although that, he told himsdlf, was quite unlikely. Sheld not had time enough and she could not have
known the urgency involved.

He marched with steady stride across the sheriff's office and down the hdl to the outer door, the
three men who were with him pressing close againgt him.

Someone was holding the outer door, with agesture of mock politeness, so he could pass through.

He hesitated for an instant, terror sweeping over him. For if he passed that door, if he stood upon the
sepsoutside, if he faced the waiting mob, then al hope was gone.

"Go on, you filthy bastard," growled the man behind him. "They are waiting out there for you."

The man put a hand behind his shoulder blades and shoved. Blaine staggered for a step or two, then
waswaking straight again.

And now he was across the doorway, now he faced the crowd!



An anima sound came bailing up from it--a sound of intermingled hate and terror, like the howling of
apack of wolves on abloody trail, like the snarling of thetiger that istired of waiting, with something init,
too, of the whimper of the cornered animal, hunted to its desth.

And these, thought Blaine, with a queer detached corner of hismind, were the hunted animals--the
people on the run. Here was the terror and the hate and envy of the uninitiate, here the frustration of
those who had been |eft out, here the intolerance and the smuggery of those who refused to understand,
the rear guard of an old order holding the narrow pass against the outflankers of the future.

They would kill him asthey had killed others, asthey would kill many more, but their fate was
aready settled, the battle aready had been won.

Someone pushed him from behind and he went skidding down the smooth stone steps. He dipped
and fell and rolled, and the mob closed in upon him. There were many hands upon him, there were
fingers grinding into muscles, there was the hot foul breath and the odor of their mouths blowing in his
face.

The many hands jerked him to hisfeet and pushed him back and forth. Someone punched himin the
belly and another dapped him hard across the face and out of the bull-roaring of the crowd came one
bellowing voice: "Go on, you stinking parry, teleport yourself! That'sall you haveto do. Just teleport
yoursdf."

And that was mogt fitting mockery--for there were very few indeed who could teleport themselves.
There were the levitators who could move themsel ves through the air like birds, and there were many
others, like Blaine, who could teleport small objects, and others, o like Blaine, who could teleport their
minds over many light years, but with the help of weird machines. But the true salf-teleport, who could
snap his body from one location to another in the fraction of an instant, was extremely hard to come by.

The crowd took up the mocking chant: "Teleport yoursalf! Teleport! Teleport! Teleport yourself, you
dirty, stinking parry!" Laughing dl thetime at their cleverness, smirking dl thetime at the indignity thus
heaped upon their victim. And never for amoment ceasing to use hands and feet upon him.

There was awarmness running down his chin, and onelip fdt puffed and swollen, and therewas a
sdtinessin hismouth. Hisbelly ached and hisribs were sore, and the feet and fists il kept punching in.

Then another bellowing voice roared above the din: "Cut that out! Leave the man done!™

The crowd fdl back, but they till ringed himin, and Blaine, stlanding in the center of the human circle,
looked around it and in the last faint light of dusk saw therat eyes gleaming, and flaked sdivaon thelips,
sensed the hate that rose and rolled toward him like abody smell.

The circle parted and two men came through--one asmall and fussy man who might have been a
bookkeeper or aclerk, and the other amassive bruiser with aface that looked asif it were aplace
where chickens scratched in their search for grubs and worms. The big man had arope coiled on one
arm and from his hand he dangled one end of the rope fashioned very negtly into ahangman's noose.

The two of them stopped in front of Blaine, and the small man turned dightly to face one segment of
thecircle.

"Gents" he said, in avoicethat any funera director would have been proud to own, "we must
conduct ourselves with a certain decency and dignity. We have nothing persond againgt this man, only
agang the system and the abomination of which heisapart.”

"Youtell 'em, Buster!" yeled an enthusiastic voice from the fringes of the crowd.

The man with the funerd director's voice held up ahand for silence.

"Itisasad and solemn duty,” he said unctuoudly, "that we must perform, but itisaduty. Let us
proceed with it in aseemly fashion.”

"Yeah," ydled the enthusiast, "let us get it done with. Let's hang the dirty bastard!™

The big man came close to Blaine and lifted up the noose. He dropped it dmost gently over Blain€'s
head so that it rested on his shoulders. Then he dowly tightened it until it was snug about the neck.

The rope was new and prickly and it burned like ared-hot iron, and the numbness that had settled
into Blaines body ran out of him like water and |eft him standing cold and empty and naked before all
eernity.

All thetime, even while it had been happening, he had clung subconscioudy to the firm conviction that



it could not happen--that he couldn't die thisway; that it could and did happen to many other people, but
not to Shepherd Blaine.

And now degth was only minutes distant; the instrument of desth aready put in place. These
men--these men he did not know, these men held never know--were about to take hislife.

Hetried to lift his hands to snatch the rope away, but hisarmswould not stir from where they hung
limply from his shoulders. He gulped, for there aready was the sense of dow, painful strangulation.

And they hadn't even begun to hang him yet!

The coldness of hisempty self grew colder with the chill of overwhelming fear--fear that took himin
itsfist and held him gtiff and rigid whileit froze him solid. The blood, it seemed, sopped running in his
veins and he seemed to have no body and theice piled up and up insde hisbrain until he thought his skull
would burst.

And from some far nether region of that brain came the fleeting realization that he no longer wasa
man, but mere frightened animal. Too cold, ill too proud to whimper, too frozen in histerror to move a
sngle muscle--only kept from screaming because his frozen tongue and throat could no longer function.

But if he could not scream doud, he screamed inside himsdlf. And the scream built up and up, a
mounting tension that could find no way to effect release. And he knew that if no release werefound in
another instant he would blow gpart from the sheer pressure of the tension.

There was a split second--not of blackout, but of unawareness--then he stood aone and he was cold
no longer.

He stood on the crumbling brick of the ancient walk that led up to the courthouse entrance, and the
rope was still about his neck, but there was no one in the courthouse square.

Hewasdl donein an empty town!

ELEVEN

Therewasless of dusk and more of light and there was a quietness that was unimaginable.

There was no grass.

Therewere no trees.

There were no men, nor any sign of men.

The courthouse lawn, or what had been the lawn, stretched naked down to the asphalt street. There
was no grass upon the lawn. It was soil and pebble. Not dried-out grass or killed-out grass, but not any
grassat dl. Asif there had never been such athing asgrass. Asif grass never had existed.

With the rope till trailing from his neck, Blaine dowly pivoted to look in dl directions. Andindl
directionsit was the self-same scene. The courthouse still stood starkly against the last light of the day.
The street was till and empty, with cars parked at the curb. The store frontslined the street, their
windows staring blindly.

There was one tree--lone and dead--standing at the corner beside the barber shop.

And no men anywhere. No birds or song of birds. No dogs. No cats. Nor an insect humming.
Perhaps, thought Blaine, not even abacteriaor amicrobe.

Cautioudy, dmost asif afraid by doing so he might break the spell, Blaine put up his hands and
loosened the rope. He dipped it over his head and tossed it to the ground. He massaged his neck
carefully with one hand, for the neck gtill stung. There werelittle pricklesin it, wheretiny pieces of the
fiber had broken off and still stuck inthe skin.

Hetook atentative step and found that he could walk, athough hisbody till was sore from the
casud begting it had taken. He walked out into the street and stood in the middle of it and looked up and
down itslength. It was deserted so far as he could see.

The sun had set, and dark was not far off and that meant, he told himself, that he had come back just
alitletime,

And stood astounded, frozen in the middle of the street, that he should have known.

For he did know! Without a doubt he knew exactly what he had accomplished. Although, he



thought, he must have done it without a conscious effort, amost ingtinctively, asort of conditioned reflex
action to escape the danger.

It was something that he had no way of knowing how to do, that ashort minute earlier he would have
sworn would be impossible that he do. It was something that no human had ever done before, that no
human would have ever dreamed of trying.

For he had moved through time. He had gone into the past ahaf an hour or so.

He stood in the street, attempting to recall how he might have doneit, but al he could remember was
the mounting terror that had come rolling, wave on wave, to drown him. There was one answer only: He
had done it as amatter of deep-seated knowledge which he had not been aware of having and had
accomplished it only asafind, desperate, ingtinctive effort--as one might, without thinking, throw up an
arm to ward off an unexpected blow.

Asahuman it would have been beyond his capability, but it would not, undoubtedly, have been
impossiblefor the dien mind. Asahuman being he did not have theingtinct, did not have even the
beginning of the necessary know-how. It was an ability even outside the pale of paranorma action. There
was no question of it: the only way he could have snapped himsdf through time was by the agency and
through the courtesy of the alien mind.

But the dien mind, it seemed, had |eft him; it was no longer with him. He hunted it and cdlled it, and
there was no trace and there was no answe.

He turned to face the north and began to walk, keeping to the center of the street, marching through
this ghost town of the padt.

The graveyard of the past, he thought. No life anywhere. Just the dead, bare stone and brick, the
lifdless clay and wood.

And where had gone the life?

Why must the past be dead?

And what had happened to that mind the alien on the distant star had exchanged with him?

He sought for it again and he could not find it, but he did find traces of it; he found the spoor of it,
tiny, muddy footprints that went across his brain; he found bits and piecesthat it had left behind--strange,
chaotic memories and straws of exatic, disconnected information that floated like flecks of jetsamina
frothy tide.

Hedid not find it, but he found the answer to its going--the ingtinctive answer that suddenly was
there. The mind had not gone and left him. It had, rather, finaly, become a part of him. In the forge of
fright and terror, in the chemistry of danger, there had been a psychologic factor that had welded the two
of them together.

And yet he gill was human. Therefore, he told himself, the answer must befase. But it kept on
persisting. There was no reason to it and there was no logic--for if he had two minds, if he were half
human and hdf dien, there would be adifference. A difference he would notice,

The business part of the street had dwindled to shabby residences, and up ahead of him he could see
where the village ended--this village which half an hour ago (or ahaf an hour ahead?) had been most
intent upon the killing of him.

He halted for amoment and looked back and he could see the courthouse cupola and remembered
that he'd | eft everything he owned back there, locked in the sheriff's desk. He hesitated amoment,
wondering if he should go back. It was aterrible thing to be without adollar to hisname, with dl his
pockets empty.

If he went back, he thought, he could steal acar. If there were none with the keysleft in the lock, he
could short-circuit the ignition. He should have thought of it before, he told himsdlf. The carswere
standing there, waiting to be taken.

Heturned and started back. He took two steps, then wheeled about again.

He didn't dare to go back. For he was safely out. There was nothing that could persuade
him--money or car or anything--to go back into the village.

Thelight was waning and he headed northward, settling down to rolling up some distance--not
running, but walking fast, with long, loose strides that ate up the very road.



He passed out of the village and came into the country and here there was an even greater londliness,
an even greater barrenness. A few dead cottonwoods lined the stream that ran down the valley, and
ghostly fence posts stood in ragged rows--but the land was naked, without aweed, without a blade of
grass. And thewind had acrying in it asit swept across the wasteland.

The darkness deepened and the moon came up, a blotch-faced mirror with the silver cracked and
blackened, to cast apdlid light upon the arid stretch of earth.

He reached arough plank bridge that crossed the tiny stream and stopped to rest a second and
glance back dong histrail. Nothing moved, there was nothing following. The village was some miles
behind, and up on the hill above the stream stood the ramshackle bones of some forgotten farm--abarn,
what looked like ahog pen, severad dilapidated outhouses and the house itself.

Blaine stood and sucked the air into hislungs, and it seemed to him that the very air itself was dead.
It had no sparkleinit. Therewasno smdl init and hardly any taste.

He reached out ahand to rest it on the bridge, and his hand went through the plank. It reached the
plank and went into the plank and through it and there was nothing there. There wasn't any plank; there
wasn't any bridge.

Hetried again. For, hetold himsdlf, he might have missad it, he might have reached out for it and
fdlen short of it and only imagined his hand going through the plank. Moonlight, he reminded himsdlf, is
tricky stuff to see by.

Sothistime hewasvery careful.

His hand gtill went through the plank.

He backed away from the bridge for a step or two, for it suddenly had become a thing--not of
menace, perhaps--but a thing of which one must be very careful. 1t was nothing to depend on. It was a
fantasy and delusion; it was a ghost that stood spraddled on the road. If he had walked out on it, he told
himself, or tried to walk upon it, he would have been tumbled down into the stream bed.

And the dead trees and the fence posts--were they delusions, too?

He stood stock-4till as the thought cameto him: Wasit al deluson? For anillogica moment he did
not dareto gtir, scarcely dared to breathe, for any disturbance he might make might send thisfrail and
unred place crashing down into the dust of dreary nothingness.

But the ground was solid underneath hisfeet, or it seemed quite solid. He pressed one foot hard
againg it, and the ground still held. Cautioudy he lowered himsdlf to his knees and fdlt the ground with
spread-out hand, kneading hisfingersagaing it asif to test its consgstency, running his fingersthrough the
dust down to the hardness of the earth.

Thiswasfoolishness, hetold himself, angry with himsalf--for he had walked this road and it had not
shattered beneath the impact of hisfootsteps; it had held up beneath him.

But even so this was a place where one could not be sure; this was a place where there seemed to
benorules. Or at least a place where you were forced to figure out therules, like: Roads are real, but
bridges aren't.

Although it wasn't that, at dl. It was something ese. It would dl basicaly haveto do with the fact
therewas no lifewithin thisworld.

Thiswas the past and it was the dead past; there were only corpsesin it--and perhaps not even
corpses, but the shadows of those corpses. For the dead trees and, the fence posts and the bridges and
the buildings on the hill dl would classfy as shadows. There was no life here; the life was up aheed. Life
must occupy but asingle point in time, and astime moved forward, life moved with it. And so was gone,
thought Blaine, any dream that Man might have ever held of visiting the past and living in the action and
the thought and viewpoint of men who'd long been dust. For the living past did not exist, nor did the
human past except in the records of the past. The present wasthe only valid point for life--life kept
moving on, keeping pace with the present, and once it had passed, dl traces of it or its existences were
carefully erased.

There were certain basic things, perhaps--the very earth, itsaf--which existed through every point in
time, holding asort of limited eternity to provide a solid matrix. And the dead--the dead and
fabricated--stayed in the past as ghosts. The fence posts and the wire strung on them, the dead trees, the



farm buildings and the bridge were shadows of the present persisting in the past. Persisting, perhaps,
reluctantly, because since they had no life they could not move dong. They were bound intime and
stretched through time and they were long, long shadows.

Hewas, heredized with ashock, the only living thing existing in this moment on this earth. He and
nothing else.

Herose from hisknees and dusted off his hands. He stood looking at the bridge, and in the
brightness of the moonlight there seemed nothing wrong with it. And yet he knew the wrongness of it.

Trapped, he thought. If he did not know how to get out of here, then surely he was trapped--and he
did not know.

Therewas nothing in dl of human experience which gave him any chance or any hope to know.

He stood slent in the road, wondering how human he could be, how much humanity there till might
be left to him. And if he were not entirely human, if there still were dienness, then he had a chance.

Hefdt human, he told himsalf--yet how was he to judge? For he still would be himself if hewere
entirely dien. Human, haf human, or not human in the dightest, he il would be himsdlf. Hed scarcely
know the difference. There was no other outside point from which he could stand and judge himsdlf with
anything like objectivity.

He (or whatever he might be) had known in atime of terror and of panic how to dip into the past,
and it stood to reason that, knowing that, he likewise should know how to dide back into the present, or
what had been his present--back to that point in time, whatever one might call it, where life was possible.

But the hard, cold fact wasthere: He had no idea of how it might be done!

He looked about him, at the antiseptic coldness of the moonlight-painted land, and a shudder Sarted
at the core of him. Hetried to stop the shudder, for he recognized it as the prelude to unreasoned terror,
but the shudder would not stop.

He gritted menta teeth, and the shudder kept on growing and suddenly he knew--with one corner of
hismind, heknew.

Then there was the sound of wind blowing in the cotton-woods--and there'd been no cottonwoods
before. Something, too, had happened to the shudder, for it was there no longer. He was himself again.

There were insects fiddling stridently somewhere in the grass and bushes, and there were flecks of
light moving in the night to betray the lightning bug. And through the shuttered window of the house up on
the hill camethin, strangled shafts of light.

Heturned off the road and walked down into the stream bed, stepped through the foot-deep water
and up the other bank among the cottonwoods.

He was back again, back where held started from. He'd come from past to present and he'd done it
by himsdlf. For afleeting moment, at the very end of it, he had caught the method, but it had dipped from
him again and he did not know it now.

But that did not matter. He was safely home.

TWELVE

He woke before morning light, when the birds first began to chirp, and made hisway up the hill to the
garden patch just below the house. He got three ears of corn, he dug into a hill of potatoes, he dug up a
butcher plant and noted with some satisfaction that it had four stesks uponiit.

Back in the grove of cottonwoods, he searched through his pockets until he found the book of
matches the sheriff had let him keep of al the stuff he had. He flipped back the cover and saw there were
three matches | eft.

Regarding the three matches gravely, he thought of that day long ago when he had to pass a Boy
Scout test by the lighting of afire with asingle match. Was he that good now? he wondered, chuckling a
the thought.

He found a dead tree trunk and dug into the heart of it to get punk that was powder-dry. He selected
dead, dry twigs. He rustled up some bigger wood, still paying close attention to its dryness, for thefire



must be as smokeless asit was possible to make it. There was every reason he should not advertise his
presence.

On the road above him the first car of the day went past, and far off a.cow was bellowing.

Thefire started on the second match, and he nursed it carefully, building it bit by bit with the adding
of moretwigs and findly larger twigs until there came atime when he could put on some of the bigger
wood. Thefire burned clear and smokeless, and he sat down beside it to wait for it to burn into a bed of
cods.

The sun was not yet up; but the light in the east was growing brighter and there was a coolness on the
land. Below him the creek ran chattering acrossits bed of pebbles.

Blaine drew in adeep breath of the morning air and it tasted good.

Hewas il alive and in the land of other people and he had food to put into his belly--but what did
he do next? He had no money--he had nothing but a single match and the clothes he stood in. And he
had a mind that would betray him--amind, the old crone had said, that would bounce back at you. He
would be asitting duck for any peeper, any spotter, that should chance across him.

He could hide by day and walk by night, for it would be safe to be abroad at night when others kept
insgde. He could raid orchards and gardensfor hisfood. He could keep dive and make afew miles every
night, but it would be dow going.

There mugt, he told himsdlf, be some other way.

He put more wood on thefire and it till burned bright without any smoke. He went down to the
stream and lay flat upon hisbelly and drank from the singing water.

Had he been mistaken, he asked himself, to run away from Fishhook? No matter what had awaited
him in Fishhook, the situation in which he now found himsalf probably wasworse. For hewas afugitive
now from everyone; there was no one he could trust.

Helay staring down into the stream bed, looking at the pebbles--looking at one pebble, ared one
that gleamed like polished ruby. He took the pebbleinto his mind and he saw what it was made of and
the Structure of its crystas and he knew where it had come from and he could trace its wanderings
through millenia

Then hetossed it from his mind and took in another pebble, a shiny bit of quartz--

There was something wrong herel

Thiswas something he'd never done before!

And yet he had been doing it asif it were acommonplace performance and nothing at which one
should even wonder.

He pushed his body up and hunkered by the stream, his human sense aghast, but till not entirely
dartled--for he was till himsalf, no matter what he was.

He sought the dienness again and it wasn't there; it did not reved itself, but he knew that it wasthere.
It till wasthere, he knew, with its grab bag of senseless memories, with its cockeyed ahilities, with its
crazy logic and itstopsy-turvy vaues.

In hismind's eye he saw a strange parade of purple geometric figures lurching across a desert of pure
gold, with ablood-red sun hanging in a sulfur sky and nothing esein sight. And in the flegtness of that
moment he knew the location of the place and the meaning of it and the coordinates of afantastic
cosmographic system that could get him there. Then it al was gone--the figures and the knowledge.

He got dowly to hisfeet and went back to the fire and by thistime there was abed of coas. He
found a stick and scratched out a hollow in the coals and put in the potatoes and the corn, still wrapped
inits husks, and used the stick to scratch the coa's back across the hollow. Breaking agreen branch off a
sapling, he used it asafork to broil one of the stesks.

Squatted beside the fire, with the warmth of it upon his face and hands, he felt asmug contentment
that seemed strangely out of place--the contentment of aman who had reduced his needsto the strictly
basi c--and with the contentment came a full-bodied confidence that was just as out of place. It seemed
amogt asif he could look ahead and see that everything would be all right. But it was not prescience.
There were hunchers who had prescience or who seemed to haveit, but he was not one of them. It was
rather asif he could sense ahead of him the pattern of al rightness, but with no specific detail, with no



idea of the future's shape, nor of itsdirection. An assurance only, something that was akin to plain,
old-fashioned hunch, afeding for the future--but nothing more than that.

The steak was sSizzling and he could smell the potato baking and he grinned at steak and baked
potato as a breskfast menu. Although it was al right. There was nothing at the moment that was not dl
right.

He remembered Dalton dumped spindessin the chair, with the clenched cigar and the brush-pile
hair, raging a the butcher plant as another outrage committed upon the businessman by the mdiciousness
of Fishhook. And hetried to recall from what planet of which sun the butcher plant had come and the
name, it seemed to him, should be a his command, athough he could not put it on histongue.

The butcher plant, he thought, and how many other things? What would be the total scoreif al of
Fishhook's contributions should be totaled up?

There were the drugs, for one thing, an entire new pharmacopoeia brought from other starsto
dleviate and to curetheills of Man. And asaresult of this, al of Man's old bugaboos, dl of hisold
killers, were being held at bay. Given another generation--given, at the most, two more generations--and
the entire concept of illnesswould be wiped off the human date. The human race would then emergeasa
people hedthful both in body and in mind.

There were new fabrics and new metals and many different foodstuffs. There were new architectura
ideas and materids, there were new perfumes, unfamiliar literatures, dien principlesin art. And therewas
dimensino, an entertainment medium that had replaced dl the stlandard human entertainment--the movies,
radioand TV.

For in dimensino you did not merely see and hear; you participated. Y ou became a part of the
portrayed situation. Y ou identified yourself with one of the characters, or with more than one of them,
and you lived out the action and emotion. For atime you ceased to be yourself; you became the person
of your choice in the drama dimensino crested.

Almost every home had its dimensino room, rigged with the apparatus which picked up theweird,
aien impulses that made you someone e se-that lifted you out of the commonplace, out of the humdrum
rut of your ordinary life and sent you off on wild adventure or on strange assignments or pitched you
headlong into exotic places and fantastic Situations.

And dl of these, thefood, the fabrics, the dimensino, were monopolies of Fishhook.

For all of these, thought Blaine, Fishhook had gained the hatred of the people--the hatred of not
understanding, of being | eft outside, of being helped as no other single agency had ever helped the human
race.

The steak was done, and Blaine propped the greenwood stick againgt abush while he dug into the
coasto hook out the potatoes and the corn.

He sat beside the fire and ate as the sun came up and the breeze died down and the world, on the
threshold of another day, appeared to hold its breath. Thefirst sunlight came through the grove of
cottonwoods and turned some of the leaves into golden coins, and the brook grew hushed asthe daytime
sounds took up--the bawling of the cattle on the hill above, the hum of cars passing on theroad, the
distant drone of acruising planefar up in the sky.

On theroad, down by the bridge, a closed panel truck pulled up and stopped. The driver got out and
lifted the hood and crawled hafway under it. Then he crawled out again and went back to the cab. Insde
of it he hunted until he found what he was |ooking for, then got out again. He placed akit of tools on the
fender and unwrapped it, and the clinking of the tools as he unwrapped them came clearly up the hill.

It was an ancient truck--gas engine and with whedls, but it had some jet assistance. There were not
many such vehicles|eft, except, perhaps, in junk yards.

An independent operator, Blaine told himsdlf. Getting along the best he could, competing with the big
truck lines by cutting down his rates and keeping down his overhead in any way he could.

Thetruck's origina paint had faded and pedled off in places, but painted over this, in sharp, fresh
color, were complicated hex signs, guaranteed, no doubt, to fend off the evil of the world.

Thetruck, Blaine saw, had an Illinoislicense.

Thedriver got histoolslaid out, then crawled back beneath the hood. The sound of hammering and



the screech of stubborn, rusty bolts floated up the hill.

Blainefinished off his bregkfast. There were two steaks left and two potatoes and by now the coas
were growing black. He stirred up the coals and put on more wood, speared the two stesks on the stick
and broiled them carefully.

The pounding and the screeching kept on beneath the hood. A couple of times the man crept out and
rested, then went back to work.

When the steaks werefinished, Blaine put the two potatoes in his pocket and went marching down
the hill, carrying the two stesks on their stick as another man might take a banner into battle.

At the sound of hisfootsteps crunching on the road, the driver came out from beneath the hood and
turned around to face him.

"Good morning,” said Blaine, being as happy as he could. "l saw you down here while | was getting
breskfast.”

The driver regarded him with consderable suspicion.

"I had somefood left over,” Blainetold him, "so | cooked it up for you. Although, perhaps, you've
egen.”

"No, | haven't," said the driver, with ashow of interest. "1 intended to in the town just down the road,
but it was till closed tight.”

"Widll, then," said Blaine and handed him the stick with the two steaksimpaed uponiit.

The man took the stick and held it asif he feared that it might bite him. Blaine dug in his pockets and
pulled out the two potatoes.

"Therewas some corn,” hesaid, "but | ateit al. There were only three ears of it."

"Y ou mean you're giving thisto me?"

"Certainly," said Blaine. "Although you can throw it back into my faceif that'sthe way you fed."

The man grinned uneasily. "1 sure could useit," he declared. "The next town isthirty milesand with
this"" he gestured at the truck, "I don't know when I'll get there.”

"Thereisn't any sdt,” said Blaine, "but it's not so bad without it."

"Well," said the man, "snceyouvebeen sokind. . ."

"Sit down," said Blaine, "and eat. What's the matter with the engine?!

"I'm not sure. Could be the carburetor.”

Blainetook off hisjacket and folded it. Helaid it neatly on the fender. Herolled up his deeves.

The man found a seat on arock beside the road and began to eat.

Blaine picked up awrench and climbed up on the fender.

"Say," said the man, "where did you get this Suff?"

"Up onthehill,” said Blaine. "Thefarmer had alot of it."

"Y oumean you Soleit?"

"Well, what would you do if you were out of work and had no money and weretrying to get home?

"Whereaboutsis home?'

"Up in South Dakota."

The man took a big bite of steak, and his mouth became so full he could talk no longer.

Blaine ducked undernegath the hood and saw that the driver had al but one bolt loose on the
carburetor mounting. He put the wrench on it, and the bolt screeched metalic protest.

"Damn thing rusted tight," said the driver, watching Blaine.

Blainefinally freed the bolt and lifted out the carburetor. He walked over with it and sat down beside
the eating man.

"Rig's about ready to fdl gpart,” the driver said. "Wasn't much to start with. Been having trouble with
it al theway. My schedule€'s shot to hell.”

Blaine found a smaller wrench that fitted the bolts on the carburetor assembly and began to wrestle
with the threads.

"Tried driving at night,” said the man, "but not for me. Not after that first time. Too risky!"

"'See something?'

"If it hadn't been for those Signs | painted on the truck, | would have been agoner. | have ashotgun



with me, but it doesn't do no good. Can't drive and handle agun at the sdlf-sametime.”

"Probaby wouldn't do you any good even if you could.”

"I tel you, migter," said the driver. "l am set for them. | have apocket full of shellsloaded up with
slver shot.”

"Expensve, intit?'

"Sure. But you have to be prepared.”

"Yeah," said Blaine. "l supposeyou do."

"It'sgetting worse," declared the man, "every blessed year. Thereisthis preacher up north.”

"l hear there are alot of preachers.”

"Yes, alot of them. But dl they doistak. Thisone, heisdl set to get someactiononit.”

"Theresheis," said Blaine, loosening the last bolt. He broke open the carburetor and looked &t it.

"Thereitis" hesad.

The man bent over and looked where Blaine was pointing.

"Damned if it aint," he said.

"Haveit fixed and back in place in another fifteen minutes. Y ou got an il can we can squirt these
threads."

The driver got up and wiped his hands on the seet of histrousers. "I'll ook it up,” he said.

He started for the truck, then turned back. He held out his hand. "My nameis Buck," he said. "Buck
Riley."

"Blaine. Y ou can cal me Shep.”

They shook.

Riley stood undecided, shuffling hisfeet.

"Y ou say you're heading for Dakota."

Blaine nodded.

"I'm damn near out of my mind,” said Riley. "I need someoneto help me.”

"Anything | can do to help?' asked Blaine.

"Would you drive & night?"

"Hdl, yes," said Blaine.

"Y ou could drive and | could have the shotgun reedy."

"You'll need to get some deep.”

"Well manage that, the both of us, somehow or other. We have to keep thiswagon ralling. I've lost
too much time for comfort.”

"Y ou're going South Dakotaway?'

Riley nodded. "Y oull go with me, then?'

"Gladto,” said Blaine. "It beatswaking any time."

"Therell be some money init for you. Not much.. . ."

"Forget about the money. | just want theride."

THIRTEEN

Northeastward out of the southwest they traveled, driving day and night--but not driving dl thetime;
driving, more than likely, not more than half the time. For the truck was no better than arolling junk hesp.
They fought with the balky engine, they battled with the old and wornout tires, they nursed the shaky
chassis-and they made some mileage, but not so very much.

The roads were bad, as al roads now were bad. Dead for many years was the old concept of
smooth, hard-surfaced, amost polished highways, for they were no longer needed. Thetraffic in thisday
was made up almost entirely of cars and trucks that were half planes; there was no need of good roads
for vehicleswhich in their operation never touched the ground.

The old highway surfacing was broken and full of chuck-holes. It was rough on tires, and the tires
were not too good. Nor were new ones, even if Riley had been able to afford them, easy to obtain. The



demand for tires of the type used by his battered truck had dropped to amost nothing, and it was only by
the greatest luck that they could be found.

There aso was another ever-present worry--the finding of gasoline to put into the tank. For there
were no service stations; there had been no service stations for dmogt fifty years. There was no need of
service stations when highway traffic moved on atomic power. So, at each town they hunted for afarm
service Sore or a co-operative tank farm to obtain their fud, for the bulk of farm machinery still used
gasoline,

They dept asthey could, snatching catnaps whenever the chance came up. They ate on therun,
usually out of apaper bag of sandwiches or of doughnuts, with coffeein an old tin pail they carried.

Thusthetwo of them found their way aong the ancient highways, used now by the modern traffic
only because the engineering of those highways had been good, only because they represented the
easedt, shortest distances between two points.

"I never should have took thisjob," said Riley, "but there was good pay init and | don't mind telling
you that | need the money."

"You'l probably make out dl right onit," Blaine reassured him. "Y ou may be afew dayslate, but
well get through all right.”

"If | have any truck left.”

"You didnt," Blaine pointed out, "have very much to dart with."

Riley mopped his face with afaded handkerchief that at one time had been turkey red.

"It'snot only thetruck and al thework," he said. "It'sthe wear and tear on aman himself."

For Riley was afrightened man--and the fright, Blaine saw, went down to the bone and core of him.

It was not, Blainetold himsdlf, watching the man, the smple emotiona mechanics of aman frightened
by the horrific menagerie of mischief and of evil from which, because he had believed init for hisentire
life, he could conjure up with no effort whatsoever the terrible fantasies of an age gone past. It was
something more than that; it was more immediate than latent nighttime fears.

To Blaine the man was an oddity, a human specimen out of some medieval museum; aman who
feared the dark and the imagined forms with which he peopled it; a man who placed reliance in apainted
hex sign and in ashotgun loaded with acharge of silver buckshot. He had heard of men like this but had
never met one. If there had been any such asthis among the people that he met in Fishhook, they had
kept it closely hidden behind a sophisticated mask.

Butif Riley wasacuriogty to Blaine, Blaine was likewise oneto him.

"You are not afraid?' he'd ask.

Blaine would shake his head.

"Y ou do not believe these things?”

"Tome" Blainewould tdl him, "they have dways seemed just alittle foolish.”

Riley would protest: "They are not foolish, friend. | can assure you thét. I've known too many people;
I've heard too many talesthat | know are true. There was an old man when | was aboy back in Indiana
Hewas found tangled in afence with histhroat ripped out. And there were tracks around the body and
theamd| of sulfur.”

If it were not this particular story, then it was another, just as gruesome, just as starkly mystic, just as
ancient-dark.

And what could one do with that? Blaine wondered. Where would one find an answer? For the
belief--the will to believe--was engrained deeply in the human fiber. Not entirely, either, in the matrix of
the present situation, but in the blood and bone of Man clear back to the caves. There wasin the soul of
Man a certain deadly fascination with all things that were macabre. The Situation asit stood had been
grasped willingly, almost eagerly, by men for whom the world had become arather tame and vapid place
with no terror in it beyond the brute force terror of atomic wegpons and the dread uncertainty of unstable
men in power.

It had al begun quite innocently as the people grabbed at the new principles of PK for their
entertainment and their enjoyment. Almost overnight the fact of menta power had become afad that had
overwhelmed the world. Night clubs had changed their names, there had been startling fashion trends,



new teen-age cants had risen, TV had gone overboard with its horror films, and the presses had poured
out billions of volumes deding with the supernaturd. There had been new cults, and older cults had
flourished. The ouijaboard came back after two centuries of hiding in the mists of an earlier agewhich
had played with ghostsfor kicks but had given up when it had found that you could not play with the
spirit world. Y ou elther believed init or you didn't and there was no middle ground.

There had been quacks and there had been earnest men, considerably deluded, who had made
names and fortunes from the fad. Manufacturers had turned out carload after carload of noveltiesand
equipment for the pursuance of this new fad, or new hobby, or new study or religion--the specific term
would apply in direct proportion to the seriousness with which each individua might consider it.

It al had been wrong, of course--for paranormal kinetics was not supernatural. Nor wasit macabre,
nor did it deal with ghost or devil or any of the other of the hordes of forgotten things which came
charging happily out of the Middle Ages. It was, instead, anew dimension to Man's abilities--but the
enamored people, agog at this new toy, had adopted it wholeheartedly in all misinterpretation.

Asthey dwaysdid, they had overdoneit. They had played so hard a their misinterpretation that they
had forgotten, despite warning after warning, that it was misinterpretation. They finaly had cometo
believein dl thewerdness and al the fantasy; they finally regarded it asthe gospel truth. Where there
had been fun there now were |eering fauns, where there had been gags there now were goblins and
ghosts.

So thereaction had set in, the inevitable reaction of fanatical reformers, accompanied by the grim,
horse-faced crudty and blindness that goeswith al fanatical reform. Now agrim and frightened people
hunted down, as aholy mission, their paranorma neighbors.

There were alot of these, but they werein hiding now or in masguerade. There had dways been a
lot of them through al the human ages, but mostly unsuspecting, never dreaming that they had powers
within themsalvesfit to reach the stars. They were the people who had been just alittle queer, abit
discombobulated and had been regarded tolerantly as harmless by their neighbors. There had been a
few, of course, who had been in part effective, but even in their effectivenessthey had not believed, or
believing, they had used their strange powers poorly, for they could not understand them. And in the later
years, when they might have understood it, none of them had dared, for the triba god of science had
cdledit dl damn foolishness.

But when the stubborn men in Mexico had demonstrated that it was not al damn foolishness, then the
people dared. Those who had the abilities then felt free to use them, and developed them by use. Others
who never suspected that they had them found to their surprise they did and they used them, too. In
some cases the abilities were used to good and solid purpose, but in other cases they were wrongly used
or used for shdlow purpose. And there were those, aswell, who practiced this new-found art of theirs
for unworthy ends, and avery few, perhaps, who usedit in dl evil

Now the good gray moraists and the pul pit-pounding, crag-browed, black-attired reformers were
out to quash PK for the evil it had done. They used the psychology of fear; they played upon the natura
superdtitions; they used the rope and brand and the quick shot in the night and they spread afear across
the land that one could smell in the very air--athick, foul scent that clogged the nostrils and brought water
tothe eyes.

"You arelucky," Riley said to Blaine. "Not fearing them, you may be safe from them. A dog will bite
amanwhoisafraid of it, but lick the hand of onewho isnot afraid.”

"The answer'seasy, then,” Blainetold him.. "Do not be afraid.”

But it wasimpossible adviceto aman like Riley.

Night after night he sat on the right-hand seet as Blaine drove through the darkness, shivering in terror
like a spooky hound, grasping the gun loaded with its Silver buckshot.

There were alarms and frights--the swoop of owl, the running of afox across the road, an imagined
roadside shadow, al became an evil out of some darker night, while the howling of coyotes becamethe
wailing of abanshee, hunting for avictim.

But there was more than imagined terror. There was the shadow shaped like aman, but a man no
longer, twisting and turning in alazy dance from ahigh branch above the thicket; there was the blackened



ruins of the roadside farm, with the smoke-stresked chimney standing like an accusing finger pointing up
to heaven; there was the smoke from the tiny campfire that Blaine sumbled on as he followed up a creek
hunting down aspring while Riley wrestled with the balky spark plugs. Blaine had been moving quigtly,
and they had heard him just too late to vanish before he caught sight of them, fleeing like wraiths up the
timbered dopes of the looming mountain spur.

He had stepped into the tiny, tramped-down circle of the camp Site, with its small cooking fireand
the skillet onits Side, with four haf-cooked trout lying in the trampled grass, with the wadded blankets
and the comforter that had served as beds, with the rudely built brush shelter asrefuge from therain.

He had knelt beside the fire and righted the skillet. He had picked up the fish and brushed the twigs
and grass off them and replaced them in the pan.

And he had thought to cal out to the hiders, to try to reassure them, but he knew that it was usdless,
for they were past al trust.

They were hunted animals. Hunted animalsin this great United States which for years had vaued
freedom, which initslater years had stood as aforthright champion before the entire world for the rights
of man.

He had knelt there, torn by an anger and a pity, and hefelt the smarting of his eyes. He bunched up
hisfists and rubbed at his eyes, and the moist knuckles smeared streaks of dirt across hisface.

He had stayed there for awhile, but findly he had risen and gone down the creek again, forgetting
that he had hunted for a spring, which no doubt had been only afew feet from the camp.

When he got back to the truck, he did not mention what he'd found to Riley.

They drove across the deserts and labored across the mountains and finally came to the great high
plains where the wind came knifing down without a hill to stop it, without atreeto breek it, anaked
sretch of land that lay flat and hard to afar horizon.

Blainerodein the seet longside Riley, douched and relaxed againgt the jolting of the truck. The sun
beat down, and the wind was dry, and off to the north dust devils rose and spun above a dried-up river
bed.

Riley drove hunched tight againgt the whedl, with his arms braced against the chuckholes and the ruts.
Hisface wastense and at times a nervoustic twitched the muscles of his cheek.

Even in the daytime, Blaine thought, the man is il afraid, till runs his endless race with darkness.

Had it to do, he wondered, with the cargo in the truck? Not once had Riley said what he was
hauling, not once had he inspected it. There was a heavy padlock on the rear door of therig, and the
padlock clanged and jangled as the truck lumbered on the road.

There had been atime or two when Blaine had been on the verge of asking, but there had been a
certain reticence that had prevented it. Not anything, perhaps, that Riley had said or done or any way
held acted, but, rather, his studied casuanessin al these aress.

And after al, Blaine told himsdlf, it was none of hisaffair. He did not care what might be in the truck.
Hisonly interest wasin the truck itsdf; with every turn of awhed it was carrying him where he had to go.

Riley said: "If we get agood run tonight, well reach theriver in the morning.”

"The Missouri?*

Riley nodded. "'If we don't break down again. If we make good time."

But that night they met the witches.

FOURTEEN

Thefirgt they saw of them was aflicker in the fan of light the headlamps threw out aong the road and
then they saw them flying in the moonlight. Not flying, actualy, for they had no wings, but moving through
the air as afish would move through water, and graceful as only flying things can be.

There was amoment when they might have been mothsflying in the lights or night-swooping birds
diving in the sky, but once the mind had itsinstant of utter disbdief and after that, of human
rationdization, there was no doubt of what they were.



They were humansflying. They were levitators. They were witches and there was a coven of them.

In the seat beside him, Blaine saw Riley thrust the shotgun out the open window. Blaine dammed on
the brakes.

The gun went off, the sound of the report blasting in the cab like a thunderbolt.

The car skidded to a hdt, dantwise across the road. Blaine grabbed at Riley's shoulder and jerked
him off hisbaance. With the other hand he jerked the gun away.

He caught aglimpse of Riley'sface, and the man was yammering. Hisjaw went up and downina
devil'stattoo and there were little flecks of foam at each corner of his mouth. His eyeswerewild and
rolling and his face was giff, with the muscles bunched and tensed, like a grotesque mask. His hooked
fingers made clawing motionsto get back the gun.

"Snap out of it!" roared Blaine. "They're only levitators."

But the word meant nothing to aman like Riley. All reason and dl understanding werelost in theroll
of fearful thunder that hammered in hisbrain.

And even as he spoke to Riley, Blaine became aware of voicesin the night--soundless voices
reaching out to him, amedley of voicesthat weretaking to him.

Friend---one of usis hit (a line of oozing red across a shapely shoulder)--not bad--he has (a
gun with its muzzle limp and drooping and turning suddenly into a rather melancholy and very
phallic symbol). Safe--our friend has the gun. Let us get the other (a snarling dog backed into a
corner, a skunk with itstail uplifted, a rattler coiled and set to strike).

Wait, ydled Blane. Wait! Everything's all right. Ther€'ll be no more shooting.

He pressed down with his elbow against the door latch, and the door swung open. He pushed Riley
from him and half fell out of the cab, till clutching the gun. He broke the wegpon, and the shells jumped
out; he threw the gun into the road and backed againgt the truck.

Suddenly the night was deadly silent except for the sounds of moaning and of wailing that came from
Riley inthecab.

Everything is clear, sad Blaine. There is no more danger.

They came plunging down out of the sky, asif they might be jumping from some hidden platform, but
they landed lightly on their feet.

They moved dowly forward, catfooted in the night, and they were silent now.

That was a damn fool thing to do, Blainetold them. Next time one of you will get your head
blown off (a headless human walking casually with the stump of neck frothing furiously).

He saw that they were young, not out of their teens, and that they wore what appeared to be bathing
suits and he caught the sense of fun and the scent of prank.

They moved in cautioudy, and he sought for other Sgns, but there were no other signs.

Who are you? one asked.

Shepherd Blaine of Fishhook.

And you are going?

Up to South Dakota.

In this truck?

And with this man, sad Blaine. | want him left alone.

He took a shot at us. He hit Marie.

Not bad, said Marie. Just a scratch isall.

He's a frightened man, said Blaine. HE's using silver shot.

He sensed the merriment of them at the thought of silver shot.

And caught the weirdness of the situation, the moonlit night and the deserted road, the car dewed
across the highway, the lonely wind that moaned acrossthe prairie, and the two of them, he and Riley,
encircled, not by Sioux nor by Comanche nor by Blackfest, but by aring of paranorma teen-agers out
onamidnight lark.

And who was there to blame or censure them? he asked himsdlf. If in thissmall action of defiance
they found some measure of self-assertion in their hunted lives, if in this manner they snatched at
something resembling human dignity, it was then no more than avery human action and not to be



condemned.

He studied the faces, the onesthat he could see, indistinct in the moon-and-headlamp-light, and there
wasindecison in them--faces on hair trigger.

From the cab till came the moaning of aman in menta agony.

Then: Fishhook? (The towered buildings on the hill, the acre upon acre of them, massive,
majestic, inspiring . . .)

That isright, said Blaine,

A girl moved out of the huddled group and walked close to Blaine. She held out her hand.

Friend, shesaid. We had not expected one. All of us are sorry that we troubled you.

Blaine put out his hand and fdt the firm, strong pressure of young fingers.

We do not often find someone on the road at night, said another one.

Just having fun, another said. Therée'slittle chance for fun.

| know how little chance, sad Blaine. I've seen how little chance.

We halloween, ill another said.

Halloween? Oh, yes, | see. (A fist banging on a closed shutter, a garden gate hanging in a tree,
a hex sign upside down.)

It's good for them. They've got it coming to them.

| agree, said Blaine. But it's dangerous.

Not very. They are all too scared.

But it doesn't help the situation.

Mister, there is nothing that can help.

But Fishhook? asked the girl who stood in front of Blaine.

He studied her and saw that she was beautiful--blue eyes and golden hair and the sort of shape that
in the ancient days would have won her beauty contests, one of the old paganisms that had been happily
forgottenin therush to PK fads.

| cannot tell you, said Blaine. I'msorry, | can't tell you.

Trouble? Danger?

Not at the moment, no.

We could help.

No need, making it as casud as he could, as unworried as he could.

We could take you anywhere you wished.

I'm not a levitator.

No need for you to be. We could (himself flying through the air, dragged along by two
levitators, each hanging to an arm).

Blaine shuddered. No, thanks. | think I'd rather not.

Someone opened up the door of the cab, and another one reached in and hurled Riley to the ground.

The trucker crawled along the ground on hands and knees and sobbed.

Leave himalone! ydledBlaine.

The girl turned around. Her thoughts were level, sharp: Keep away from him! Don't touch him!
Don't do a thing to him.

But, Anita.. . .

Not a thing, shesad.

He'sadirty reefer. He'susing silver shot.

Nol!

They backed awvay.

WE'll have to go, Anitasaid to Blaine. Will you be all right?

With him, you mean?

She nodded.

| can handle him, hetold her.

My name is Anita Andrews. | live in Hamilton. My phone number is 276. Tattoo it.

Tattooed, said Blaine, showing her the words and numbers.



If youneed help. . .

I'll call.

Promise?

Promise (cross upon a throbbing heart).

Riley lunged and had the gun, was staggering to hisfeet, ahand groping in his pocket for ashdll.

Blaineflattened in adive. He caught the man just above the knees, his shoulder damming hard, one
arm about the body, the other dashing at the gun and missing.

And as helegped, heyelled: Get out of here! Every one of youl!

He hit the ground and skidded, face down, on the broken pavement. He felt the shattered blacktop
scragping on hisflesh, tearing a his clothes. But he till kept his grip on Riley and dragged the man down
withhim.

The skidding stopped, and Blaine groped blindly for the gun, and the gun barrel came lashing down
out of the darkness and struck him acrossthe ribs. He swore and grasped for it, but Riley had it raised
again for another blow. Blaine punched out desperately in the darkness, and hisfist caught yielding flesh
that grunted at the blow. The gun thudded down, missing hisface by the fraction of an inch.

His hand snaked out and grasped it and jerked, twisting as he jerked, and the gun camefree.

Blainerolled, carrying the gun with him, and scrambled to hisfedt.

Out at the edge of light, he saw Riley coming in abull rush, with hisarms outspread, with his
shoulders bunched, his mouth a snarling dit dashed across hisface.

Blainelifted the gun and flung it out into the darkness with Riley dmaost on him. He sidestepped, but
not quite far enough. One of Riley's hamlike hands caught him on the hip. Blaine spun with the hand and
Sdestepped again. Riley tried to check hisrush but seemed unable to. He twisted hisbody franticaly, but
his momentum drove him forward and he dammed with a resounding whack into the front end of the
truck.

Hefolded then and did into ahegp. Blaine sood watching him and there was no motion in the man.

The night was sllent. There werejust the two of them. All the rest had gone. He and Riley were done
with the battered truck.

Blaine swung around and looked into the sky and there was nothing there but the moon and stars and
the lonesome prairie wind.

He turned back to Riley, and the man was dive, he saw. He had hauled himsdlf into a Sitting position,
braced againgt the front end of the truck. There was a cut across his forehead where he had struck on
metal and there was no fight Ieft in him. He was out of bresth and panting and therewasawild glarein
hiseyes.

Blaine took apacetoward him.

"You damnfool," hesaid. "If you'd fired at them again, they'd have been on top of us. They'd have
torn usto pieces.”

Riley stared at him, and his mouth was working but no words came out--just the one word:

"Y ou--you--you."

Blaine stepped forward and held out ahand to help him to hisfeet, but Riley shrank away from him,
pressing hisbody tight against the truck asif he would intrude into the very meta.

"You're one of them!™ he shouted. "'l guessed it days ago. . . ."

"You'recrazy!"

"But you are! You are afraid of being seen. You stick closeto thetruck. | dways am the one who
goesfor the eats and coffee. Y ou won't ever go. | dways bargain for the gas. It is never you.”

"It'syour truck," said Blaine. "Y ou have money and | don't. Y ou know | am dead broke."

"Theway you cameto me,” wailed Riley. "Waking from the woods. Y ou must have spent the night in
them there woods! And you never believed in nothing, the way ordinary people do.”

"I'm not afool,” said Blaine. "That's the only reason. I'm no more PK than you are. If | were, do you
think I'd have ridden thisfar in your junk hegp of atruck?"

He strode forward and seized Riley and jerked him to hisfeet. He shook him so his head bobbed
back and forth.



"Snagp out of it!" yelled Blaine. "Were safe. Let's get out of here.”

"The gun! Y ou threw away the gun!"

"The hell with the gun. Get into that truck.”

"But you talked with them! | heard you talking to them!™

"l never said aword."

"Not with your mouth," said Riley. "Not with your tongue. But | heard you talking with them. Not all
of what you said. Just piecesof it. | tell you that | heard you."

Blaine pushed him back againgt the truck and held him with one hand while with the other he opened
the cab door.

"Get inthere and shut up,” Blaine said, bitterly. ™Y ou and your God-damned gun! Y ou and your
dlver shat! Y ou and your hearing things!™

For it wastoo late, he told himsdf. It would be usdlesstelling him. It would be awaste of timeto
show him or to try to help. Perhapsif he ever guessed the truth, he might lose hislast thin fingerhold on
reason and finally go insane, wallowing in amorass of guilt associations.

Blaine walked around the truck and got in on the other side. He started the engine and whedled the
vehicdle back into ahighway lane.

They drove for an hour in sllence, with Riley hunched into his corner. Blaine felt hiswatching eyes.

Findly Riley sad: "I'm sorry, Blaine. | guessthat you wereright back there."

"Surel was," said Blaine. "If you had started shooting--"

"That's not what | meant,” said Riley. "If you'd been one of them, you'd have thrown in with them.
They could have whisked you anywhere you wanted quicker than thisrig.”

Blaine chuckled. "Just to proveit to you I'll pick up the eats and coffeein the morning. If you'l trust
me with the money, that is.”

FIFTEEN

Blaine sat on the goal in the hamburger joint, waiting for the man to bag a haf-dozen sandwiches and
fill the pail with coffee. There were only two other customersin the place, and they paid no attention to
him. One had finished eating and was reading a paper. The other, poised above his plate, was shoveling
in agooey messthat originaly had been eggs and fried potatoes but now looked like some new kind of
dog food from being thoroughly mixed together.

Blaine turned from looking at the men and stared out the massive dab of glass which comprised two
gdesof the building.

Themorning street was quiet, with only afew carsmoving and only one man walking.

Probably it had been foolish, he told himsdlf, to come out like thisin an utterly mad and perhaps
rather usdess attempt to throw Riley off his guard, to attempt to reassure him. For it was more than likely
that no matter what he did and no matter what Riley said, the trucker would continue to carry some
suspicion.

But, Blaine thought, it would not be for long, for they must be near the river, and Pierre must bejust a
few milesto the north. And afunny thing, he thought--Riley had never told him where he had been going.
Although it was not quesr; it fit in with dl the rest of it--the man's evident fright and his secrecy
concerning what he carried.

He swung back from the window and watched the man put the hamburgersin the sack and fill the
pail with coffee. He paid with the five-dollar bill Riley had given him and pocketed the change.

He went out into the street and headed for the bulk oil station where Riley and the truck were
waiting. It wastoo early yet for anyoneto be a the station, and they'd eat their bregkfast while waiting
for someone to show up. Then they'd fill the tank and be on their way, and this, thought Blaine, might be
the last day held be with the truck.

For once they hit theriver, held get off and art heading north for Pierre.

The morning was cool almost to the point of chill, and the air burned in his nose as he breathed it in.



It was going to be another good day, he knew--another moment of October with itswindlikeair and its
SMOoKy sKy.

As he cameto the sireet where the bulk station was located, the truck was not in Sight.

Perhaps, he told himsdlf, Riley might have moved it. But even as he thought it, he knew it was not
right. He knew he had been ditched.

At the cost of afew dollars, at the cost of finding someplace elseto get atank of gas, the trucker had
rid himsdlf of Blaine.

It cameto Blaine as no great shock, for he redlized that he'd been expecting it, although not admitting
to himsdlf that he expected it. After dl, from Riley's point of view, it was an astoundingly smple solution
to his suspicions of the night before.

To convince himsdlf, to make sure there was no mistake, Blaine waked around the block.

The truck was not in Sight. And hewas on hisown.

Injust alittle while the town would be coming to life, and before that happened he must be out of
sght. He must find a place where he could hide out for the day.

He stood for amoment to orient himself.

The nearer edge of town, hewas certain, lay to the east, for they had driven through the southern
edge of it for amile or two.

He started out, walking asfast aswas possible, but not so fast, he hoped, aswould attract attention.
A few carswent by along the street, once a man came out of his houseto pick up the morning paper,
once he met another man with alunch bucket swinging from his hand. No one paid attention to him.

The houses dwindled out, and he reached the last Street in the town. Here the prairie ended and the
land began to tumble down, in ajumble of wooded hills and knalls, each one lower than the last, and he
knew that the Missouri lay beyond. Somewhere down there where the last hill ended, the mighty stream
gurgled onitsway with its shifting sand bars and itswillow idands.

He made hisway across afield and climbed afence and went down the bank of a steep ravine and
at the bottom of it was atiny creek that chuckled at its banks and just beyond was a pool with aclump of
willows growing close besideit.

Blaine got down on his hands and knees and crawled beneath the willows. It was a perfect hideout.
It was outside the town and there was nothing to bring anybody here--the stream was too small to fish
and it wastoo late for swimming. He would not be disturbed.

There would be no one to sense the flashing mirror he carried in his mind; theréd be no oneto ydll
"Parry!"

And come night he could move on.

He ate three of the hamburgers and drank some of the coffee.

The sun came up and filtered through the willows to make a dappled pattern of sunshine and shadow.

From the town came far-off sounds--the rumble of atruck, the purring of an engine, the barking of
some dogs, the caling of amother rounding up the kids.

It had been along road from that night in Fishhook, Blainetold himsdlf, sitting in the willow shade and
poking with a stick into the sandy ground. A long ways from Charline's and from Freddy Bates. And up
until thismoment he'd had no time to even think about it.

There had been a question then, and there was still aquestion now: Whether it had been smart to run
away from Fishhook; whether, despite dll Godfrey Stone had said, it might not have been the wiser
courseto stay and take his chances of whatever Fishhook might have had in store.

He sat there and thought about it and he went back to the bright blue room where al had been set in
motion. And he saw theroom again asif it were only yesterday--better than if it were only yesterday.
The dien sarswere shining faintly down on thisroom which had no roof, and the bright blue floor was
smooth benesath therolling of hiswheds, and the room wasfilled with the weird fabricated pieces that
might have been furniture or art objects or appliances or dmost anything at all.

It dl camedivefor him asit should not come dive--clear and concise, with no rough edges and
nothing blurred, with not athing put in and not athing left out.

The Pinkness was sprawling at its ease and it roused and said to him: So you came back again!



And hewasredly there.
Without machine or body, without any outward trappings, with nothing but his naked mind, Shepherd
Blaine had come back to the Pinkness.

SIXTEEN

Y ou cannot see amind.

But the Pinkness saw it, or sensed it--or at least it knew that the mind was there.

And to Shepherd Blaine there was no surprise and no dienness. It seemed dmost asif hewere
coming home, for the bright blue of the room was much more homelike and familiar than it had seemed
thet first time.

Well, the Pinkness said, looking the mind up and down, you make a pretty pair!

And that wasit, of course, thought the part of the mind that still was Shepherd Blaine--he, or &t least
apart of him, perhaps as much as haf of him, had come home, indeed. For he was, in some percentage
not yet determined, perhapsimpossible to determine, a part of the alien he faced. He was Shepherd
Blaine, traveler from Earth, and likewise a carbon copy of thisthing that dwelt in the bright blue room.

And how are you getting on? the dien asked most affably. Asif hedidn't know.

Thereisjust one thing, said Blaine, hurrying to get it in againgt the time when he might be forced to
go from here. Thereisjust one thing. You've made us like a mirror. We bounce back at people.

Why, of course, thedientold him. That is the only way to do it. On an alien planet you would
need some shielding. You don't want intelligences prying round in you. So you bounce back their
prying. Here at home, of course, there would be no need. . . .

But you don't under stand, protested Blaine. It doesn't protect us. It attracts attention to us. It
almost got us killed.

Thereis no such thing, thedientold Blaine, gruffly. Thereis no such thing askilled. Thereisno
such thing as death. It is such a horrid waste. Although | may be wrong. It seemsto me that there
was a planet, very long ago . . .

One could dmost hear him riffling through the dry filing cases of his cluttered memory.

Yes, he said, there was a planet. There were several planets. And it was a shame. | cannot
understand it. It makes no sense at all.

| can assure you, Blainetold him, that on my planet there is death for everything. For every
singlething. . ..

For everything?

Well, | can't be sure. Perhaps. . .

You see, the creature said. Even on your planet it is not universal.

| do not know, said Blaine. It seemsto me that | remember there are deathless things.

Normal things, you mean.

Death has a purpose, Blainepersgted. It isa process, a function that has made the
development of species and the differentiation of species possible on my planet. It averts the dead
end. It isan eraser that wipes out mistakes, that provides for new beginnings.

The Pinkness settled down. Y ou could sense its settling down--smugly, primly getting set for along
and satisfactory exchange of ideas and, perhaps, an argument.

It may be s, it sad, but it's very primitive. It goes back to the ooze. There are better ways.
There even is a point where thereis no further need of this improvement that you speak of.

But, first of all, he asked, are you satisfied?

Satisfied?

Well, you're an improved thing yourself. An expanded thing. You are part yourself and you are
partly me.

And you are partly me as well.

The Pinkness seemed to chuckle. But there are just the two of you--yourself and me--and | am



so many things | cannot begin to tell you. | have done a lot of visiting and I've picked up a lot of
things, including many minds, and some of them, | don't mind telling you, were hardly worth the
trading. But do you know, for all the visiting I've done, almost no one ever visits me. | cannot tell
you how | appreciate this visit. There was a being once who came to visit me quite often, but it
was so long ago it's a bit hard to recall. By the way, you measure time, don't you--surface time,
that is?

Blaine told him how humans measuretime.

Hm, now, let's see, the creature said, doing rapid mental calculation, that would make it about ten
thousand of your years ago.

That this creature came to visit you?

That isright, the Finkness said. You are the first since then. And you came visiting me. You
didn't wait for me to visit you. And you had that machine. . . .

How come, Blaine asked, you had to ask me about our count of time? You had it all. You
traded minds with me. You have everything | know.

Of course, the Pinknessmumbled. Of course | had it. But | hadn't dug it out. You wouldn't
believe meif | told you how cluttered up | am.

And that was true, Blaine thought. Even with just one extramind, he was cluttered up. He wondered.

Yes, of course, the Pinknesstold him. You'll get it straightened out in time. It takes a little while.
You'll become one mind, not two. You'll get together. You'll make a team. You like it this way,
don't you?

It's been a little rough, thismirror business.

I'm not bent on causing trouble, said the Pinkness. | only do the best | can. So | make mistakes.
So | fixit up. | take the mirror off, | cancel it. O.K.?

O.K., sadBlane

| Sit here, said the Pinkness, and | go visiting. Without stirring fromthis place, | go anyplace |
wish and you'd be surprised how few minds | find that I'd care to trade for.

In ten thousand years, however, you'd pick up a lot of them.

Ten thousand years, said the creature, Sartled. Ten thousand years, my friend, is only yesterday.

He sat there, mumbling, reaching back and back and not reaching the beginning and hefindly gaveit
up.

And there are so few of them, he complained, that can handle a second mind. | must be careful
of them. There are a lot of them that think they are possessed. Some of these would go insane if |
traded with them. You, perhaps, can understand.

Readily, said Blaine.

Come, said the Pinkness, and sit down here beside me.

I'm scarcely, Blaineexplained, in a condition to do much sitting.

Oh, yes, | see, the creature said. | should have thought of that. Well, then, move over closer.
You came for avisit, | presume.

Naturally, said Blaine, not knowing what to say.

Then, said the creature grimly, leave us start to visit.

Certainly, sad Blaine, moving somewhat closer.

Now, where shall | start? the creature asked. There are so many places and so many times and
so many different creatures. It alwaysis a problem. | suppose it comes because of a desire for
neatness, an orderliness of mind. The thought persiststo plague methat if | could put it all
together | might arrive at something of significance. You would not mind, | presume, if | should
tell you about those strange creaturesthat | ran into out at the edge of the galaxy.

Not at all, said Blaine.

They are rather extraordinary, said the Pinkness, in that they did not devel op machines as your
culture did, but became, in effect, machines themselves. . . .

Sitting there in the bright blue room, with the dien stars flaming overheed, with the faint, far-off sound



of the raging desert wind awhisper in the room, the Pinkness talked--not only of the machine entities, but
of many others. Of the insect tribes that piled up over endless centuries huge reserves of food for which
they had no need, daving on an endless treadmill of ablind economic mania. Of the race that made their
art formsthe basis of aweird religion. Of the listening posts manned by garrisons of a gdactic empire that
had long since been forgotten by al except the garrisons themselves. Of the fantastic and complicated
sexud arrangements of yet another race of beings who, faced with the massive difficulties of procreation,
thought of little else. Of planetsthat never had known life but rolled along their courses as gaunt and raw
and naked as the day they had been formed. And of other planets that were aboiling brew pot of
chemical reactions which stretched the mind to think on, let done to understand, and of how these
chemicd reactions of themselves gave rise to an unstable, ephemeral sort of sentience that waslife one
moment and just failed of life another.

This-and yet agreat deal more.

Blaine, listening, realized the true fantastic measure of this creature which he had ssumbled on--an
gpparently deathless thing, which had no memory of its beginning, no concept of an end; acreaturewith a
roving mind that had mentally explored, over hillions of years, millions of stars and planetsfor millions of
light years, in this present galaxy and in some of the neighbor ones; amind that had assembled agigantic
grab box of assorted information, but information which it had made no effort to put to any use. That it,
more than likely, had no idea of how to put to use, yet troubled by avague ideathat this store of
knowledge should not be lying falow.

The sort of creature that could Sit in the sun for endless time and spin eccentric yarns of al that it had
Seen.

And for the human race, thought Blaine, here squatted an encyclopedia of gaactic knowledge, here
lounged an atlas that had mapped uncounted cubic light years. Here was the sort of creature that the tribe
of Man could use. Here was arunning off of mouth that would pay human dividends--dividends from an
entity which seemed without emotion, other than a certain sense of friendliness-an entity that, perhaps, in
years of armchair observation, had had dl emotions, if any had existed, worn away until they were so
much dust--who had not used any of the knowledge it had gained, but had not been theloser. For in al
its observation, in its galactic window-peeping, it had gained amassive tolerance and an understanding,
not of its own nature, not of human nature, but of every nature, an understanding of lifeitself, of sentience
and intelligence. And asympathy of al motivesand dl ethics, and of each ambition, no matter how
digtorted in the eyes of other life.

And al of this, aswell, Blaineredlized with astart, waslikewise stored in the mind of one human
being, of one Shepherd Blaine, if he could only separate it and classify and storeit and then could dig it
out and put it to proper use.

Ligtening, Blainelogt dl sense of time, lost all knowing of what he was or where he was or why he
might be there, listening as aboy might listen to some stupendous tale spun by an ancient mariner from far
and unknown land.

The room became familiar and the Pinkness was a friend and the stars were no longer dien and the
far-off howling of the desert wind was a cradle song that he had dways known.

It was along time before he redlized he was listening only to the wind and that the stories of far away
and long ago had ceased.

He dtirred, dmogt deegpily, and the Pinkness said: That was a nice visit that we had. | think it was
the best that | have ever had.

Thereisone thing, sad Blaine. One question--

If it isthe shield, the Pinkness said, you needn't worry. | took it away. Thereis nothing to betray
youl.

It wasn't that, said Blaine. It was time. I--that is, the two of us--have some control of time.
Twiceit saved my life. . . .

Itisthere, the Pinkness said. The understanding's in your mind. You only have to find it.

But, time--

Time, the creature said, isthe simplest thing thereis. I'll tell you . . .



SEVENTEEN

Blainelay for along time, soaking in the fed of body, for now he had abody. He could fedl the
pressure on it, he could sense the movement of the air asit touched the skin, knew the hot damp of
perspiration prickle dong hisarms and face and chest.

Hewas no longer in the blue room, for there he had no body and there was no longer the far-off
sound of the desert wind. Therewas, instead, aregular rasping sound that had adobber init. And there
wasasmdl, an astringent smdll, an aggressively antiseptic odor that filled not only the nogtrils, but the
entire body.

Helet hiseydids come up dowly againgt possible surprise, set to snap them shut again if there should
be aneed. But there was only whiteness, plain and unrelieved. There was no more than the whiteness of
acdling.

His head was on a pillow and there was a sheet beneath him and he was dressed in some sort of
garment that had a scratchiness.

He moved his head and he saw the other bed and upon it lay amummy.

Time, the creature on that other world had said, time isthe smplest thing thereis. And it had said that
it would tell him, but it hadn't told him, for he hadn't stayed to hear.

It waslike adream, he thought--thinking back onit, it had the unredl, flat-planed quality of adream,
but it had not been any dream. He had been in the blue room once again and he'd talked with the
cregture that was its habitant. He had heard it spin its yarns and he il retained within his mind the details
of those yarns. There was no fading of the detail as there would have been if it had been adream.

The mummy lay upon the bed swathed in bandages. There were holesin the bandages for the nogtrils
and the mouth but no holesfor the eyes. And asit breathed it dobbered.

Thewallswere of the same whiteness asthe celling, and the floors were covered with ceramic tile
and there was a Sterility about the place that shrieked itsidentity.

Hewasin ahospita room with a dobbering mummy.

Fear moved in on him, asudden wash of fear, but he lay there quietly while it washed over him. For
even in the fear, he knew that he was safe. There was some reason he was safe. There was some reason
if he could think of it.

Where had he been? he wondered; where had he been other than the blue room? His mind went
tracking back and he remembered where held been--in the willow thicket in the gully beyond the edge of
town.

There werefootstepsin the hal outside, and aman with awhite jacket came into the room.

The man stopped inside the door and stood there looking at him.

"So you've come around at last," the doctor said. "Just how do you fed?"

"Not too bad," said Blaine, and actually he felt fine. There didn't seem to be athing the matter.
"Where did you pick me up?'

The doctor did not answer. He asked another question. "Did anything like this ever happen to you
before?'

"Likewhat?'

"Blacking out," the doctor. "Fdling into coma.”

Blaine rocked his head from side to side upon the pillow. "Not that | recall.”

"Almog," the doctor said, "asif you werethe victim of aspdl.”

Blaine laughed. "Witchcraft, doctor?”

The doctor grimaced. "No, | don't imagine so. But one never knows. The patient sometimes thinks
0."

He crossed the room and sat down on the edge of the bed.

"I'm Dr. Wetmore," hetold Blaine. "Y ou've been here two days. Some boys were hunting rabbits
east of town. They found you. Y ou had crawled underneath some willows. They thought that you were



dead.”

"And s0 you hauled mein."

"The police did. They went out and got you."

"And what iswrong with me?"

Wetmore shook his head. "I don't know."

"I haven't any money. | can't pay you, Doctor.”

"That," the doctor told him, "isnot of any moment.”

He sat there, looking at him. "Thereis one thing, however. There were no papers on you. Do you
remember who you are?'

"Sure. I'm Shepherd Blaine™

"And you livewhere?'

"Nowhere," said Blaine. "I just wander around.”

"How did you get to thistown?"

"| don't somehow recall.”

He sat up in bed. "L ook, Doctor, how about getting out of here? I'm taking up a bed.”

The doctor shook hishead. "I'd like you to stick around. There are several tests--"

"It1l bealot of trouble.”

"I've never run across acase like yours," the doctor said. "Y ou'd be doing me afavor. There was
nothing wrong with you. Nothing organicaly, that is. Y our heartbeat was retarded. Y our bregthing alittle
shalow. Y our temperature off apoint or two. But otherwise all right, except that you were out. No way
of waking you."

Blainejerked his head toward the mummy. "He'sin bad shape, isn't he?"

"Highway accident,” the doctor said.

"That'sabit unusud. Not many any more."

"Unusua circumstance,” the doctor explained. "Driving an old truck. Tire blew when hewas going
fast. One of the curves abovetheriver."

Blaine looked sharply at the man on the other bed, but there was no way to tell. None of him was
showing. His breath went dobbering in and out and there was arasping to it, but there was no way to tell
who he might be.

"| could arrange another room," the doctor offered.

"No need. | won't be around too long."

"l wish you'd stay awhile. Y ou might flop over once again. And not be found thistime.”

"I'll think onit," Blaine promised.

He lay back on the bed.

The doctor rose and went to the other bed. He bent over it and listened to the bresthing. Hefound a
wad of cotton and dabbed it at the lips. He murmured at the man who lay there, then he straightened up.

"Anything you need?' heinquired of Blaine. "Y ou must be getting hungry.”

Blaine nodded. Now that he thought of it, he was.

"No hurry, though," he said.

"I'll spesk to the kitchen," said the doctor. "They'll find something for you."

He turned about and walked briskly from the room, and Blaine lay listening to his crisp, quick
footsteps going down the hall.

And suddenly he knew--or remembered--why he now was safe. The flashing signd light was gone,
for the creature of the far star had taken it from him. Now there was no longer need to skulk, no need of
hiding out.

Helay there and thought about it and felt a bit more human--athough, to tell the truth, he had never
fet anything but human. Although now, for the first time, beneath the humanness, he fdt the quick, tense
gtraining of new knowledge, of a deep strata of new knowledge that was histo tap.

Across, in the other bed, the mummy wheezed and rasped and s obbered.

"Riley!" whispered Blaine.

There was no bresk in the bresthing, no sign of recognition.



Blaine siwvung on the bed and thrust out hisfeet. He sat on the edge of the bed and let hisfeet down
to the floor, and the patterned tile was chill. He stood up, and the scratchy hospital gown hung obscendly
around his shanks.

At the other bed, he bent close above the white-swathed thing that lay there.

"Riley! Isit you? Riley, do you hear me?'

Themummy dirred.

The head tried to turn toward him but it couldn't. The lips moved with an effort. The tongue fought to
frame asound.

"Tdl ..." it sad, dragging out the word with the effort of its saying.

Ittried agan. "Tdl Finn," it said.

Therewas more to say. Blaine could sense that there was more to say. He waited. The lips moved
again, laborioudy, and yet again. The tongue writhed heavily inside the dobbering cavern. But there was
nothing more.

"Riley!" But there was no answe.

Blaine backed away until the edge of hisbed caught him back of the knees and he sat down uponiit.

He stayed there, staring at the swathed figure motionless on the bed.

And the fear, he thought, had caught up with the man at last, the fear that he had raced across hdf a
continent. Although, perhaps, not the fear he ran from, but another fear and another danger.

Riley gasped and panted.

And there helay, thought Blaine, aman who had some piece of information to pass on to aman
named Finn. Who was Finn and where? What had he to do with Riley?

Hnn?

There had been aFinn.

Once, long ago, he'd known the name of Finn.

Blaine sat giff and straight upon the bed, remembering what he knew of Finn.

Although it might be adifferent Finn.

For Lambert Finn had been a Fishhook traveler, too, athough he'd disappeared, even as Godfrey
Stone had disappeared, but many years before Stone had disappeared, long before Blaine himself had
ever cometo Fishhook.

And now he was awhispered name, alegend, a chilling character in achilling story, one of the few
Fishhook horror tales.

For, so the story ran, Lambert Finn had come back from the stars one day a screaming maniac!

EIGHTEEN

Blainelay back upon the bed and stared up at the ceiling. A breeze came sniffing through the
window, and leaf shadows from atree outside played fitfully upon thewall. It must be astubborn tree,
Blaine thought, among the last to loseits |eaves, for it was late October now.

He listened to the muffled sounds that came from the hushed corridors beyond the room, and the
biting antiseptic smdl was till hanginginthear.

He must get out of here, he thought; he must be on hisway. But on hisway to where? On hisway to
Pierre, of course--to Pierre and Harriet, if Harriet were there. But Pierreitself was dead end. So far as
he might know, there was no purposein it. So far as he could know, it wasjust aplaceto run to.

For hewas running till, in blind and desperate flight. He'd been running since that moment when hed
returned from hismisson to the stars. And worst of al, running without purpose, running only to be safe,
just to get away.

Thelack of purpose hurt. It made him an empty thing. It made him awind-blown griving that had no
freewill of itsown.

Helay there and let the hurt sink in--and the bitterness and wonder, the wonder if it had been wiseto
run from Fishhook, if it had been the thing to do. Then he remembered Freddy Bates and Freddy's



painted smile and the glitter in his eyes and the gun in Freddy's pocket. And he knew there was no doubt
about it: it had been the thing to do.

But somewhere there must be something he could lay hisfingers on, something he could grasp, some
shred of hope or promise he could cling to. He must not go on forever floating without purpose. Thetime
must come when he could stop his running, when he could set his feet, when he could look around.

On the bed Riley gasped and wheezed and gurgled and was silent.

There was no sensein saying, Blaine told himself, as the doctor wished. For there was nothing that
the doc could find and nothing Blaine could tell him and there was no profit in it for either one of them.

He got off the bed again and waked across the room to the door that more than likely led into a
clost.

He opened the door and it was a closet and his clothes hung there. There was no sign of underwear,
but his pants and shirt were hanging there and his shoes sat underneath them. His jacket had fallen off the
hook and lay in a crumpled hegp upon the floor.

He stripped off the hospital gown and reached for histrousers. He stepped into them and cinched
them tight about hismiddle.

He was reaching for the shirt when the stillness struck him--the peaceful, mellow stillnessof an
autumn afternoon. The peace of yellow leaf and the mellowness of the haze upon the distant hills and the
winelike richness of the season.

But the stillnesswas dl wrong.

There should be a gasping and a bubbling from the man upon the bed.

With his shoulders hunched, asif against ablow, Blaine waited for the sound and there was no
sound.

He spun around and took a step toward the bed, then halted. For there was no reason for going near
the bed. Riley's swathed body lay <till and quiet, and the bubble on the lips was frozen there.

"Doctor!" Blaineydled, "Doctor!" running to the door, knowing even as he ran and yelled that he
was being foolish, that hisreaction wasirrationd.

He reached the door and stopped. He put his hands against the jambs and leaned forward to thrust
his head out into the corridor.

The doctor was coming down the hdl, hurrying, but not running.

"Doctor,” whispered Blaine.

The doctor reached the door. He put out a hand and pushed Blaine back into the room. He strode
over to the bed.

He stooped with his stethoscope placed againgt the mummy, then stepped back from the bed.

Helooked hard at Blaine.

"And you are going where?' he asked.

"He'sdead,” said Blaine. "His breathing stopped and it was along time--"

"Yes, he'sdead. He never had a chance. Even with gobathian he didn't have achance.”

"Gobathian? That was what you used? That was why hewas al wrapped up?'

"He was broken," said the doctor. "Like atoy someone had thrown on the floor and jumped on. He
wes..."

He stopped and for along, hard moment looked at Blaine.

"What do you know about gobathian?' he asked.

"I've heard of it," said Blaine.

And hed heard of it, dl right, he thought.

"Andiendrug,” the doctor said. "Used by an insect race. A warring insect race. And it'sdone
miracles. It can patch up asmashed and broken body. It can repair bones and organs. It can grow new
tissue"

He glanced down at the swathed deadness, then |ooked back at Blaine.

"Y ou'veread the literature?’ he asked.

"A popularization, Blainelied. "Inamagazine.

And he could see again the seething madness of that jungle planet where he had sumbled on this



drug the insects used--athough in very truth they were not insects nor wasit adrug they used.

Although, he told himsdlf, there was no need to quibble. Terminology, dways difficult, had become
imposs ble with the going to the stars. Y ou used gpproximations and let it go at that. Y ou did the best you
could.

"WEeIl move you to another room," the doctor told him.

"No need of that," said Blaine. "1 wasjust about to leave.”

"You can't,” said the doctor, flatly. "I will not dlow it. I won't have you on my conscience. There's
something wrong with you, something very wrong. There's no oneto look after you--no friends, no
people.”

"I'll get dong. | dways have before.

The doctor moved closer.

"l have afeding,” he said, "that you're not telling me the truth--not the entire truth.”

Blaine waked away from him. He reached the closet and got his shirt and put it on. He scuffed into
his shoes. He picked up hisjacket and shut the closet door, then turned around

"Now," hesad, "if you'l just moveaside, I'll be going out.”

There was someone coming down the corridor. Perhaps, Blaine thought, someone with the food the
doctor promised. And maybe he should wait until the food arrived, for he needed it.

But there was more than one person coming down the corridor--there were at least apair of
footsteps. Perhaps someone who had heard him yelling for the doctor, bearing down upon the room to
seeif help were needed.

"l wish that you would change your mind," the doctor said. "Adde from the fegling you need help,
there dso isthe matter of formalities. . ."

Blaine heard no more of what he had to say, for the walkers had reached the door and were standing
just outsde of it, looking in the room.

Harriet Quimby, cool asice, was saying: " Shep, how did you wind up here? Weve been looking
everywherefor you."

And the te epathic undertone hit him likeawhiplash: Give! Quick! Fill mein!

Just claim me, that is all (ferocious woman dragging errant urchin behind her with no
ceremony). If you do that, they'll let me go. Found me lying underneath a willow tree. . . .

(Drunk who had somehow climbed into a garbage can and can't get out of it, top hat tilted on
one ear, nose snapping and flashing like an advertising sign, crossed eyes registering a rather mild
surprise.)

No, not that, Blaine pleaded. Just stretched out underneath the tree, dead to all the world. He
thinks there's something wrong with me. . . .

Thereis. . ..

But not what he--

And Godfrey Stone was saying, smoothly, friendly, with ahdf-relieved, hdf-worried smile: "So
you've been having the old trouble. Too much liquor, | suppose. Y ou know the doctor told you--"

"Ah, hell," protested Blaine, "just asnort or two. Not enough. . . ."

"Aunt Ednahasbeen wild," said Harriet. " Sheimagined al sorts of things. Y ou know what an
imaginer sheis. Shewas convinced you were gonefor good and dl thistime.”

Godfrey! Godfrey! Oh, my God, threeyears. . . .

Take it easy, Shep. No time now. Get you out of here.

Dr. Wetmore said: ™Y ou people know this man? A relative of yours?'

"Not relatives," said Stone. "Judt friends. His Aunt Edna--"

"Well, lef'sgo,” said Blaine.

Stone glanced questioningly at the doctor, and Wetmore nodded.

"Stop at the desk," he said, "and pick up hisrelease. I'll phoneit down. They'll want your names.”

"Gladly," said Stone. "And thank you very much.”

It'squitedl right.”

Blaine stopped at the door and turned back to the doctor.



"I'm sorry,” hesaid. "'l didn't tell thetruth. | am not proud of it."

"All of us" the doctor said, "have momentsin which we can take no pride. Y ou are not done.”
"Good-by, Doctor."

"Solong," said the doctor. "Take care of yoursdlf.”

Then they were going down the corridor, the three of them abreast.
Who was in that other bed? asked Stone.

A man by the name of Riley.

Riley!

Atruck driver.

Riley! He was the man we were looking for. We just ran into you.
Stone halted and half turned to go back.

No use, said Blaine. He's dead.

And his truck?

Smashed. He ran off the road.

"Oh, Godfrey!" Harriet cried.

He shook hishead at her. "No use," he said. "No use."

Hey, what is going on?

WeE'll tell you all of it. Firgt, let's get out of here.

Stone seized him by the elbow and hustled him aong.

Just one thing. How is Lambert Finn mixed up in all of this?
"Lambert Finn," Stone said vocdly, "isthe most dangerous man in the world today.”

NINETEEN
"Don't you think we should drive alittle farther?' Harriet asked. "If that doctor should get suspicious.

Stone wheeled the car into the drive.

"Why should he get suspicious?"

"Hell get to thinking. He's puzzled by what happened to Shep and helll get to wondering. After al,
our story had alot of holesinit.”

"For one thought up on the moment, | thought we did red well."

"But were only ten miles out of town.”

"I'll want to go back tonight. | have to do some checking on what became of Riley'struck.”

He braked the car to ahdt in front of the unit marked "Office."

"Run your head into anoose, you mean,” said Harriet. The man who had been sweeping off the steps
walked over to the car.

"Welcome, folks™" he said, heartily. "What can the Plainsman do for you?”

"Have you two connecting?"

"It just S0 happens,” said the man, "we have. Nice weather we been having."

"Y es, very plendid wesather.”

"Might turn cold, though. Any day. It isgetting late. | can remember when we had snow--"

"But not thisyear,” said Stone.

"No, not thisyear. Y ou were saying you wanted two connecting.”

"If you dont mind."

"Driveright on, straight ahead. Numbersten and eeven. I'll get the keys and beright dong.”

Stone lifted the car on gentle jets and did down the roadway. Other cars were parked cozily against
their units. People were unloading trunks. Otherswere Sitting in chairs on thellittle patios. Down &t the far
end of the parkway afoursome of old codgers were loudly pitching horseshoes.

The car skidded into the space before No. 10 and settled easily to the ground.

Blaine got out and held the door for Harriet.



And it was good, he thought, it was amost like home to be with these two again--with two who had
been lost and now were here again. No matter what might happen, he was with his own once more.

The motd sat atop the bluffs above the river, and from where he stood he could see the wide sweep
of terrain north and east--the bald, brown bluffs and the erosion of the timbered gullies and ravines that
ran down to theriver valey, where atangled expanse of ragged woods hemmed in the chocolate-flowing
stream which meandered with an uneasiness of purpose, asif it could not quite make up its mind where it
wished to go, leaving behind it, as landmarks of itsindecision, isolated ponds and lakes and crazily
winding doughsas erratic in their course astheriver ever could be.

There was a cleanness and aroominess that caught one'simagination. There was a breath of
freshness and the sense of space.

The manager came trotting down the walk, jangling a couple of keys. He unlocked the doors and
flung them open.

"Youll find everything O.K.," hesaid. "We are very careful. There are shuttersfor al windows, and
the locks throughout are the best available. Y ou'l find asupply of hex signsand good luck charmsin the
supply cabinet. We used to have them ingtaled, but we found our guests have their own ideas on how
they are best used.”

"That," said Stone, "isvery thoughtful of you."

"It isgood," said the manager, "to be snug and under cover.”

"Y ou said amouthful, pad," said Stone.

"And we have arestaurant up front. . . ."

"Well beusing it," said Harriet. "l am dmogt sarved.”

"Y ou can stop on your way," said the manager, "and Sgn theregigter, if you would.”

"Of course" said Harriet.

He handed her the keys and went jogging up the walk, bobbing and bowing in merry hostship to the
occupants of the other units.

"Let'sget indde" said Stone.

He held the door for Harriet and Blaine, then stepped in himsalf and closed the door behind him.

Harriet tossed the keys down on a dresser and turned around to look about the room.

"And you," she said to Blaine. "Whatever happened to you? | went back to that place on the border
and the town was in astew. Something dreadful had happened. | never found out what. | never had a
chanceto learn. | had to get out fast.”

"| got away," Blainetold her.

Stone held out hishand. "Y ou did it better than | did. Y ou got clean away."

Blaine's hand was engulfed in Stone's greet fist and held there--not shaken up and down, but held
there.

"It'sgood to have you here," said Stone.

"Y ou phoned that night,” said Blaine, "or I'd have been caught flat-footed. | remembered what you
sad. | didn't wait around for them to put the finger on me,

Stone let go of hishand and they stood facing one another and it was a different Stone who stood
there than the one that Blaine remembered. Stone had always been abig man and hewas still abig man,
but now the bigness was not only physica and externa--there was a bigness of the spirit and of purpose
that one must senseimmediately at the sght of him. And a hardness that had not been there before.

"l am not sure,”" Blainetold him, "that 1've done you any favor, showing up likethis. | traveled dow
and awkward. By now Fishhook more than likely has a hounder on me.”

Stone made amotion to dismiss the thought, amost amotion of impatience, asif Fishhook could not
meatter here, asif Fishhook mattered nowhere any more.

He moved across the room and sat down in achair.

"What happened to you, Shep?"

"| got contaminated.”

"Sodidl," said Stone.

Hewas slent for amoment, asif he might be thinking back to that time when he had fled from



Fishhook.

"I turned from the phone," he said, "and they were waiting for me. | went dong with them. Therewas
nothing elseto do. They took meto aplace..." (A great sprawling place set upon a seacoast, with
one huge rambling house--white, so white it glistened--with the sky so blue above it that the
blueness hurt one's eyes, a blue that picked up and reflected back the brightness of the sun, and
yet a blue with depth that one could gaze into so far that he was lost in distance. And around the
sprawling building, other buildings that fell short of the sprawling big house only because of their
lack of size. A sweep of lawn that one knew instantly could grow so lushly only by virtue of
constant watering. Beyond the green of lawn lay a snow-shite strip of sandy beach and the
green-blue of the ocean with the froth of spray thrown high into the air where the surf came
hammering in on the rocks beyond the beach. And upon the beach the gypsy color of many
umbrellas. . ..)

"It was, | found out later, in Bgja Cdifornia. A perfect wilderness of a place with thisfabulous resort
planted in thewilderness. . ." (The golf course flags flapping in the ocean breeze, the flat white
rectangles of the tennis court, the patio with the guests sitting idly and talking, waiting for the
liquor carts and the sandwich trays and dressed in vacation costumes that were impeccable.)
"There wasfishing such asyou had never dreamed of and hunting in the hills and swimming the entire year
around. . ."

"Hard to teke," said Harriet, idly.

"No," said Stone, "not hard to take at al. Not for six weeks. Not even for sx months. Therewas
everything aman might want. There was food and drink and women. Y our dightest wish wasfilled. Y our
money was no good. Everything wasfree."

"But | can see," said Blaine, "how aman might--"

"Of courseyou can," said Stone. "The utter usalessness. Asif someone had taken you, aman, and
turned you back into aboy, with nothing left but play. And yet Fishhook was being kind. Even asyou
hated it and resented it and rebelled againgt it, you could see their point. They had nothing against us,
redlly. There had been no crime, no negligence of duty--that is, with most of usthere hadn't. But they
couldn't take the chance of continuing to use us and they could not turn usloosg, for there must, you
understand, be no blot upon the Fishhook name. It never must be said of them that they turned loose
upon the world aman with astresk of dienness, with amind or an emotion that deviated even by a
hairsbreadth from the human viewpoint. So they gave us along vacation--an endless vacation--in the
kind of placethat millionairesinhabit.

"And it wasingdious. You hated it and still you could not leave, for common sense would tell you
that you were afool to leaveit. Y ou wereliving safe and high. There was no question of security. You
redly had it made. Y ou thought about escaping--athough you could scarcely think of it as escape, for
there was nothing realy holding you. Thet is, until you tried. Then you found out about the guards and
outposts. Only then you learned that every trail and road was covered. This despite the fact that aman
afoot would have been committing suicide to go charging out into the land. Y ou found out, by dow
degrees, about the men who watched you al the time--the men who posed as guests but were realy
Fishhook agents who kept an eye on every one of you, waiting for the sign that you were getting set, or
even thinking of getting out of there.

"But the barsthat held you, the barsthat kept you in were the luxury and soft living. It is hard to walk
out on athing likethat. And Fishhook knowsitis. Itis, | tell you, Shep, thetightest, hardest prison man
has yet devised.

"But, like any other prison, it made you tough and hard. It made you fight to get tough and hard, to
get tough enough to make up your mind, and hard enough, once you'd made it up, to carry out your plan.
When you learned about the spies and guards, you got dy and clever, and those very spies and guards
were the ones who gave you purpose.

Fishhook overplayed its hand by building in any security at al, for none wasredly needed. Left to
yoursdlf, you might have escaped every second week, but come trailing back when you found how rough
it was outside. But when you found that there were physica barriers--when you found out about the men



and guns and dogs--then you had a challenge and it became a game and it was your life you were
shoving out into the pot. . . ."

"But," said Blaine, "there couldn't have been too many escapes, not even many tries. Otherwise
Fishhook would have dreamed up new angles. They'd never let it stand.”

Stone grinned walfishly. "Y ou're right. There were not many who ever madeit. There were few who
eventried."

"Y ou and Lambert Finn."

"Lambert," Stone said, dryly, "was adaily inspiration for me. He'd escaped some years before | was
taken there. And there was one other, years before Lambert. No one knows to this day what ever
happened to him."

"Well, OK.," asked Blaine, "what does happen to aman who escapes from Fishhook, who runs
away from Fishhook? Where does he end up? Here | am, with a couple of dollarsin my pocket that
aren't even mine, but belong to Riley, without identity, without a profession or atrade. How do I--"

"Y ou sound asif you might regret having run away."

"Therearetimes| have. Momentarily, that is. If | had it to do over, I'd do it differently. I'd haveit
planned ahead. I'd transfer some funds to some other country. I'd have anew identity al worked out and
pat. I'd have boned up on something that would turn me into an economic asset--"

"But you never redly believed that you'd have to run. Y ou knew it had happened to me, but you told
yoursdlf it couldn't happen to yoursdlf.”

"| guessthat isabout the sze of it."

"Youfed," said Stone, "that you've turned into amidfit."

Blaine nodded.

"Welcometo the club,” said Stone.

"Y ou mean--"

"No, not me. | have ajob to do. A most important job."

"Bt

"I'm gpesking,” Stonetold him, "of avast segment of dl mankind. | have no idea how many million
people.”

"Wadll, of course, there dways were--"

"Wrong again,” said Stone. "It'sthe parries, man, the parries. The parrieswho are not in Fishhook.
Y ou couldn't have traveled dmost athousand miles and--"

"l saw," said Blaine, acold shudder building in him, an icdike qudity that was neither fear nor hate,
but a part of both. "I saw what was happening.”

"It'sawaste," said Stone. "A terrible waste, both to the parry and the human race. Here are people
who are being hunted down, people who are forced into ghettos, people who are reviled and hated--and
al thetime, within them liesthe hope of humankind.

"And | tel you something ese. It isnot only these intolerant, bigoted, ignorant savages who think of
themsalves as normal human beings who are to blame for the situation. It is Fishhook itsdlf; Fishhook
which must bear part of the blame. For Fishhook has ingtitutionalized paranorma kinetics for itsown
selfish and particular purpose. It has taken care, most excellent care, of those parrieslikeyou and |,
handpicking usto carry on their work. But they've turned their face againgt the others. They have given
not asign that they might care what might happen to them. All they'd have to do is stretch out their hand
and yet they fail to do it and they leave the other parriesin the position of wild animalsrunning in the
woods."

"They are afrad--"

"They just don't giveadamn,” said Stone. " The Situation asit stands suits them to the ground.
Fishhook started as a human crusade. It has turned into one of the greatest monopolies the world has
ever known--amonopoly that is unhampered by asingleline of regulation or restriction, except asthey
may choose to impaose upon themselves."”

"l am hungry," Harriet announced.

Stone paid her no attention. He leaned forward in hischair.



"There are millions of these outcasts," he declared. "Untrained. Persecuted when they should be given
al encouragement. They have abilities at this very moment that mankind, aso at this very moment, needs
most desperately. They have untrained and latent talents that would prove, if exercised, greater than
anything that Fishhook ever has attained.

"There was atime when there was aneed for Fishhook. No matter what may happen, no matter
what event, the world owes Fishhook more than it ever can repay. But the time has come when we no
longer have any need of Fishhook. Fishhook today, so long asit ignores the parries who are not within its
fold, has become a brake upon the advancement of the human race. The utilization of PK must no longer
remain amonopoly of Fishhook."

"But thereisthisterrible prgudice,” Blaine pointed out. "This blind intolerance--"

"Granted,” Stonetold him, "and part of it was earned. PK was abused and used, most shamefully
used for selfish and ignoble reasons. It was taken and forced into the pattern of the old world that now is
dead. And for that reason the parries have aguilt complex. Under this present persecution and their own
deep-rooted sense of guilt they cannot operate effectively, either for their own good or for the benefit of
humanity. But thereis no question that if they could operate openly and effectively, without the pressure
of public censure, they could do far more than Fishhook, asit now is congtituted, ever can accomplish.
And if they were dlowed to do this, if they could only be alowed to show that non-Fishhook PK could
operate for human betterment, then they'd become accepted and instead of censure would have support
and encouragement, and in that day, Shep, Man would have taken a great step forward.

"But we must show the world that PK isahuman ability and not a Fishhook ability. And
furthermore--if this could be done, then the entire human race would return to sanity and would regain its
old-time self-respect.”

"Youretakinginterms” Blainetold him, "of culturd evolution. It isaprocessthat will take some
time. Inthe end, of course, it may work out naturally--another hundred years.”

"We cant wait!" cried Stone.

"There were the old religious controverses,”" Blaine pointed out. "War between Protestant and
Catholic, between Idam and Christianity. And whereisit al now? There was the old battle between the
Communigt dictatorships and the democracies. . ."

"Fishhook helped with that. Fishhook became a powerful third force."

"Something always helps,” said Blaine. "There can be no end to hope. Conditions and events become
so ordered that the quarrdl of yesterday becomes an academic problem for historiansto chew on.”

"A hundred years," said Stone. "Y ou'd wait a hundred years?"

"Youwon't haveto,” Harriet told him. ™Y ou have it started now. And Shep will beahelp.”

"M

"Yes you."

"Shep," said Stone, "pleaseligten.”

"l am ligtening," said Blaine, and the shudder was growing in him once again, and the sense of
alienness, for there was danger here.

"l have made agtart,” said Stone. "1 have agroup of parries--cal them underground, call them cadre,
cal them committee--agroup of parries who are working out preliminary plansand tacticsfor certain
experiments and investigations that will demonstrate the effective action which the free, non-Fishhook
parries can contribute to their fellow men. . . ."

"Pierel” exclamed Blaine, looking at Harriet.

She nodded.

"And thisiswhat you had in mind from the very art. At Charliné's party you said old pd, old friend .

"Isit so bad?" she asked.

"No, | don't supposeitis.”

"Would you have goneaong," she asked, "if you'd known of it?"

"I don't know. Harriet, | honestly don't know."

Stone rose from his chair and walked the step or two to Blaine. He put out both his hands and



dropped them on Blaine's shoulders. Hisfingerstightened hard.

"Shep," he said, solemnly. "Shep, thisisimportant. Thisis necessary work. Fishhook can't be the
only contact Man has with the stars. One part of the human race cannot be free of earth and the rest
remain earthbound.”

Inthe dim light of the room his eyes had lost their hardness. They became mydticd, with the shine of
unshed tears.

His voice was soft when he spoke again. "There are certain stars," he said, dmost whispering, asif he
might be talking to himsdlf, "that men must visit. To know what heights the human race can reach. To
savether very souls”

Harriet was busly gathering up her handbag and her gloves.

"l don't care," she announced. "'l am going out to eat. | am Smply starved. Y ou two coming with
me?"

"Yes" sadBlaine, "I'll go."

Then suddenly remembered.

She caught the thought and laughed softly.

"It beonus" shesad. "Let ussay in part payment for the times you fed the both of us."

"No need to be," said Stone. "He's dready on the payroll. He's got himsalf ajob. How about it,
Shep?'

Blaine said nothing.

"Shep, are you with me? | need you. | can't do without you. Y ou're the difference | need.”

"l amwithyou,” Blanesad smply.

"Well, now," said Harriet, "since that is settled, let usgo and edt.”

"You two go dong,” said Stone. "I'll hold thefort.”

"But, Godfrey--"

"I've got somethinking that | haveto do. A problem or two. . . ."

"Comedong," Harriet said to Blaine. "Hewantsto st and think."

Puzzled, Blaine went dong with her.

TWENTY

Harriet settled hersdlf resolutely and comfortably in her chair asthey waited for their orders.

"Now tell medl about it," she demanded. "What happened in that town? And what has happened
snce? How did you get in that hospital room?"

"Later," Blaine objected. "Therell betimelater ontotell you dl of that. First tell mewhat iswrong
with Godfrey."

"Y ou mean him staying back in the room to think?'

"Y es, that. But there is more than that. This strange obsession of his. And thelook in hiseyes. The
way hetalks, about men going to the starsto save their souls. Heislike an old-time hermit who has seen
avison."

"Hehas" sad Harriet. "That isexactly it."

Blaine gared.

"It happened on that last exploratory trip," said Harriet. "He came back touched. He had seen
something that had shaken him."

"I know," said Blaine. "There arethingsout there. . ."

"Horrible, you mean."

"Horrible, sure. That is part of it. Incomprehensibleis a better word. Processes and motives and
mores that are absolutely impossblein thelight of human knowledge and mordity. Thingsthat make no
senseat dl, that you can't figure out. A stonewall so far as human understanding is concerned. And it
scares you. Y ou have no point of orientation. Y ou stand utterly aone, surrounded by nothing that was
ever of your world."



"And yet you stand up to it?"

"I dwaysdid," said Blaine. "It takes a certain state of mind--a state of mind that Fishhook drillsinto
you everladingly.”

"With Godfrey it was different. It was something that he understood and recognized. Perhaps he
recognized it just abit too well. It was goodness.”

"Goodness!"

"A flimsy word," said Harriet. "A pantywaist of aword. A doppy kind of word, but the only word
thet fits"

"Goodness," Blaine said again, asif he wererolling the word about, examining it for texture and for
color.

"A place" said Harriet, "where there was no greed, no hate, no driving persona ambition to foster
either hate or greed. A perfect place with a perfect race. A socid paradise.”

"l dontsee..."

"Think aminute and you will. Have you ever seen athing, an object, a painting, a piece of Satuary, a
bit of scenery, so beautiful and so perfect you ached when you looked at it?"

"Yes A timeor two."

"Well, then--apainting or apiece of statuary isathing outsde the human life, your life. Itisan
emotiona experience only. It actualy has nothing at al to do with you yoursdlf. Y ou could live very well
therest of your lifeif you never saw it again, although you would remember it every now and then and the
achewould come again at the memory of it. But imagine aform of life, aculture, away of life, a way
you, yourself could live, so beautiful that it made you ache just like the painting, but athousandfold
more s0. That'swhat Godfrey saw, that iswhat he talked with. That iswhy he came back touched.
Feding like adirty little boy from across the tracks |ooking through the bars into fairyland--ared, actud,
living fairyland that he could reach out and touch but never be apart of."

Blaine drew in along breasth and dowly let it out.

"Sothat isit," hesad. "That iswhat he wants."

"Wouldn't you?"

"l suppose. If | had seenit.”

"Ask Godfrey. Hewill tell you. Or, cometo think of it, don't ask him. Hell tell you anyhow."

"Hetold you?'

"Yes"

"And you areimpressed?’

"l am here" shesad.

The walitress came with their orders--great Sizzling steaks, with baked potatoes and a sdad. She set
acoffee bottlein the center of thetable.

"That looks good," said Harriet. "I am adways hungry. Remember, Shep, that first time you took me
out?"

Blaine smiled. "I'll never forget it. Y ou were hungry that time, too."

"And you bought me arose."

"It seemsto mel did."

"Y ou're aswest guy, Shep.”

"If | recdl correctly, you're anewspaper ga. How come--"

"I'm gtill working on astory.”

"Fishhook," said Blaine. "Fishhook isyour story."

"Part of it," she said, returning to her steak.

They atefor awhilewith very littletalk.

"Thereisoneother thing,” Blainefindly said. "Just what gives with Finn? Godfrey said he was
dangerous.”

"What do you know of Finn?'

"Not much of anything. He was out of Fishhook before | tied up with it. But the story went around.
He came back screaming. Something happened to him.”



"Something did,” said Harriet. "And he's been preaching it up and down the land.”

"Preeching?'

"Hell and brimstone preaching. Bible-pounding preaching, except thereisno Bible. The evil of the
gars. Man must stay on Earth. It'sthe only safe place for him. Thereisevil out there. And it has been the
parries who have opened up the gatesto this spawn of evil. . . ."

"And the people swallow that?'

"They swalow it," said Harriet. "They wallow init clear up to their middles. They absolutdly loveit.
They can't have the stars, you see. So there's satisfaction to them that the starsare evil "

"And the parries, | suspect, are evil, too. They are ghouls and werewolves. . . ."

"And goblins," said Harriet. "And witches. And harpies. Y ou nameit and they'reit."

"The man'samountebank.”

Harriet shook her head. "Not a mountebank. He's as serious as Godfrey. He believesthe evil.
Because, you see, he saw theevil."

"And Godfrey saw the good.”

"That'sit. It'sassmpleasal that. Finnisjust as convinced Man has no business among the dars as
Godfrey isconvinced hell find salvation there.”

"And both of them are fighting Fishhook."

"Godfrey wants to end the monopoly but retain the structure. Finn goes farther. Fishhook'sincidenta
to him. PK ishistarget. He wantsto wipeit out.”

"And Finn's been fighting Stone.”

"Harassing him," said Harriet. "There's no way to fight him, redlly. Godfrey showslittle for anyoneto
hit at. But Finn found out about him and sees him as the one key figure who can prop the parries on their
feet. If he can, hell knock him out.”

"Y ou don't seem too worried.”

"Godfrey's not worried. Finn's just another problem, another obstacle.”

They |eft the restaurant and walked down the strip of pavement that fronted on the units.

Theriver valey lay in black and purple shadow with the river amurky bronze in the dying light of
day. Thetops of the bluffs acrossthe valey till were flecked with sunlight, and far up in the sky ahawk
dill whedled, wingsaslver flash ashetilted in the blue.

They reached the door of the unit, and Blaine pushed it open and stood aside for Harriet, then
followed. He had just crossed the threshold when she bumped into him as she took a backward step.

He heard the sharp gasp in her throat, and her body, pressed against his, went hard and tense.

Looking over her shoulder, he saw Godfrey Stone, face downward, stretched upon the floor.

TWENTY-ONE

Even as he bent above him, Blaine knew that Stone was dead. There was a smallnessto him, a sort
of essentid withering of the human form, asif life had been abasic dimension that had helped to fill him
out. Now he was something less than six feet of limp body clothed in crumpled cloth, and the stillness of
him was somehow very dreadful.

Behind him, he heard Harriet pulling shut the door and shooting home the bolts. And in the clatter of
the bolts he thought he heard a sob.

He bent down for acloser ook and in the dimness could make out the darker shine of hair where the
blood had oozed out of the skull.

The window shutters creaked and groaned, diding home with aclatter as Harriet shoved the lever
that controlled them.

"Maybe, now," hesad, "we can havealittlelight.”

"Just aminute, Shep.”

The lighting toggle dicked and light sprang from the celling, and in the glare of it Blaine could see how
aheavy blow had crushed in the skull.



There was no need to hunt for pulse, no need to listen for aheartbeat. No man could live with a skull
S0 out of shape.

Blaine rocked back and teetered, crouched upon his toes, marveling at the ferocity and, perhaps, the
desperation, which must have driven the arm that had delivered such ablow.

Helooked at Harriet and nodded quietly, wondering at her calmness, then remembering, even ashe
wondered, that in her reporting days violent death could have been no stranger to her.

"It was Finn," she said, her voice quiet and low, so quiet that one could sense the checkrein shed put
upon hersdlf. "Not Finn, himself, of course. Someone that he hired. Or someone that volunteered. One of
hiswide-eyed followers. There are alot of people who'd do anything for him."

She came across the room and squatted across the corpse from Blaine. Her mouthwas setina
graight, grim line. Her face was pinched and stern. And there was astreak down her face whereasingle
tear had run.

"What do we do now?" he asked. "The police, | would imagine."

She made arestraining motion with her arm.

"Not the police," she said. "We can't afford to get tangled up in this. That would be exactly what Finn
and his crew would want. What do you bet that someone has phoned the police already?"

"You meanthekiller?’

"Certainly. Why not? Just avoice saying that aman has been killed in unit number ten out a The
Painsman. Then hang up redl quick.”

"To put uson the spot?"

"To put whoever was with Godfrey on the spot. They maybe even know exactly who we are. That
doctor--"

"l don't know," said Blaine. "He may have."

"Lisgten, Shep, I'm positive from dl that's happened that Finnisin Belmont.”

"Bdmont?'

"That town wefound you in."

"So thet'sthe name of it."

"Theré's something happening,” she said. " Something happening right here. Something important
going on. Therewas Riley and the truck and--"

"But what are we to do?"

"We can' let them find Godfrey here.”

"We could pull the car out back and take him out the back door."

"There's probably someone watching. Then they'd have us cold.”

She besat her hands together in exasperation.

"If Finn has afree hand now," she said, "he probably can pull off whatever heis planning. We can't
let him put us out of action. We have got to sop him."

Ve

"Youandl. You step into Godfrey's shoes. Now it's up to you."

"But I--"

Her eyesblazed suddenly. "Y ou were hisfriend. Y ou heard his story. Y ou told him you were with
hm."

"Surel did," said Blaine. "But | am starting cold. | don't know the score.”

"Stop Finn," she said. "Find out what he's doing and stop him in histracks. Fight adelaying action. . .

"Y ou and your military thinking. Y our delaying actionsand your lines of retreet laid out." (A very
female general with enormous jackboots and a flock of medals pendant from very spearlike
breadts.)

Cut that out!

A newspaper gal. And you are objective.

"Shep," she said, "shut up. How can | be objective? | beieved in Godfrey. | believed in what he was
doing."



"| supposethat | do, too. But itisal so new, so quick. .. ."

"Maybe we should just cut and run.”

"No! Wait aminute. If we cut and run, weld be out of it assurely asif they caught us here.”

"But, Shep, thereisno way."

"Therejust might be," hetold her. "Isthere atown around here by the name of Hamilton?"

"Why, yes, just amile or two avay. Down by theriver."

He sprang to his feet and glanced about the room.

The phone sat on the night table between the single beds.

"What--"

"A friend," said Blaine. "Someone that | met. Someone who might help us. A mile or two avay?'

"Yes, Hamiltonis. If that iswhat--"

"Itis" sad Blane.

He stepped swiftly across the room and picked the hand-piece out of the cradle. He dided for
operator.

"I want to get a number in Hamilton. How do | go about it?!

"What isthe number, Sr?

"276."

"I will ring it for you."

Heturned his head toward Harriet. "Isit getting dark outside?’

"It was getting dark when | closed the shutters.”

He heard the purring of thesignd onthewire.

"They'll need some darkness,” he said. "They couldn't comein--"

"I don't know," said Harriet, "what you could be up to.”

"Hello," said avoicein the phone.

"IsAnitathere?’

"Right here," said the voice. "Just amoment.” Anita, for you. A man.

And that was impossible, Blaine thought wildly. Y ou smply couldn't do it. Perhgps hed imagined it.

"Hdlo," said AnitaAndrews. "Who isthis?"

Blaine. Shepherd Blaine. Remember? | was with the man who had the shotgun. With the silver
shot.

Yes, 1 remember you.

And it wastrue, he thought. He had not imagined it. Y ou could use telepathy on the telephone!

You said that if | ever needed help.

Yes, | told you that.

| need help now. A body on the floor: police car coming down the road, red light flashing,
siren howling; a speedometer and clock that had sprouted legs and were racing for a tape; the
sign that said The Plainsman, the unit number on the door.) | swear to you, Anita. Thisis on the
level. | can't explain right now. But thisison thelevel. | can't let themfind him here.

We'll take him off your hands.

On faith?

On faith alone. You were square with us that night.

Hurry!

Right away. I'll bring some others.

Thanks, Anita. But shewas aready gone.

He stood there, holding the receiver out from hisface, staring at it, then dowly putitinthe cradle.

"| caught part of that,” said Harriet. "It isn't possible.”

"Of courseit'snot,” said Blaine. "Tdly transmission on awire. Y ou don't haveto tdl me."

He stared down at the man lying on the floor. "It's one of the things he talked about. Greater than
Fishhook could ever be, hesaid.”

Harriet didn't answer.

"I wonder how much esethey have?' said Blaine.



"She said they'd comefor Godfrey. How will they come for him? How soon?”

Therewasahint of hysteriain her voice.

"They fly," hetold her. "They arelevitators. Witches."

He made a bitter laugh.

"But you--"

"How did | know them? They ambushed us one night. Just out to raise some hell. Riley had a
shotgun. .. ."

"Riley!™

"The man in the hospita room, remember? The man who died. He wasin an accident.”

"But, Shep, were you with Riley? How did you come to be with him?”

"| hitched aride. He was scared at night. He wanted someone with him. We nursed that ramshackle
truck . .."

Shewas staring at him, astartled look about her.

"Wait aminute," he said. "Y ou said something back therein the hospitd. Y ou said you were--"

"Looking for him. Godfrey had hired him and he was late and--"

"But..."

"What isit, Shep?"

"| talked to him just before he died. He tried to give me amessage, but he couldn't get it out. The
message was for Finn. That wasthefirst | heard of Finn."

"Everything went wrong,” said Harriet. "Every blessed thing. There wasthe star machine. . "

She stopped what she was saying and came across the room to stand beside him. "But you don't
know about the star machine. Or do you?"

He shook his head. "Like the onesin Fishhook? The ones that hel ped usto the stars?”

She nodded. "That's what Riley was hauling in histruck. Godfrey had arranged to get it and he had to
get it moved to Pierre somehow. So he hired Riley. .. ."

"A bootleg star machineg!" said Blaine, alittle awed. ™Y ou know that every nation in the world has
laws againgt possessing them. They'reonly legd if they arein Fishhook."

"Godfrey knew al that. But he needed one. He tried to build one, but he couldn't. There aren't any
blueprints

"Y ou bet your lifethere aren't.”

" Shep, what iswrong with you?"

"l don't know. Therésreally nothing wrong. A bit confused, perhaps. At how, dl dong theline, |
was pitchforked into this."

"You can dwaysrun."

"Harriet, you know better. | am through with running. There's no place for meto go.”

"Y ou could aways approach some business group. They'd be glad to have you. They'd giveyou a
job, pay you plenty for what you know of Fishhook."

He shook his head, thinking back to Charling's party, with Dalton sitting there, long legs outstretched,
his hair arumpled mouse nest, his mouth mangling the cigar. And Dalton saying: "'In a consultive capacity
you'd beworth alot of money."

"Well, you could,” said Harriet.

"I couldn't somach it. Besides, | made apromise. | told Godfrey | waswith him. And | don't like the
way that things are going. | don't like people taking me out to hang me because | am aparry. | don't like
some of thethings | saw along the road and--"

"You'e bitter," shesaid. "You have aright to be."

"Andyou?'

"Not bitter. Just scared. Scared down to the marrow."

You scared! A tough newspaper gal. . . .

He turned toward her, remembering something--the place where the old blind woman sold the roses.
That night, he had seen the mask dip from Harriet Quimby and this was the second time.

Her face told him the truth--the tough newspaper ga aso, at times, could be a frightened woman.



He hdf lifted hisarms, and she crossed the little space between them. He held her close againgt him,
and she was soft and pliant, not hard, not made of stedly purpose, but very human flesh.

It'll beall right, hesaid. Everything will be all right. And wondered at the sudden tenderness and
protectiveness he felt, which certainly was dien in any relation he might have with this girl within hisarms.

But the truck is wrecked and the trucker's dead and the police, or maybe even Finn, have the
star machine. And now Godfrey's lying dead and the police are coming . . .

Well lick themall, hetold her. Ther€'s nothing that can stop us. . . .

A sren sounded from far off, awail torn by the prairie wind.

She sorang away from him. " Shep, they're coming!™

"The back door!" Blaine said, quickly. "Run toward the river. Well get down into the bresks."

He sprang toward the door, and as hisfingers found the bolt, there was atapping on it.

He threw back the bolt and jerked open the door and standing in the fan of light that came pouring
from the room was Anita Andrews and back of her other youthful faces.

"Jugintime," said Blaine,

‘Thisbody?'

"Over there" hesaid.

They cameinwith arush.

The siren was much closer.

"Hewasafriend of ours,” said Harriet, uncertainly. "This seems adreadful way--"

"Miss," Anitasad, "well take care of him. Well give him every honor. .. ."

The sren was asteady howl that seemed to fill the room. Quick! Anitasaid. Fly low. You don't
want to silhouette against the sky.

Even as she spoke the room was emptying and there was no body on the floor.

She hesitated for amoment, looking at the two of them.

Someday you'll tell me what thisis all about?

Someday, sad Blaine. And thanks.

Any time, shesaid. We parries stick together. We have to stick together. They'll smash usif we
don't.

She swung toward Blaine, and he fdlt the touch of her, mind against mind, and there was suddenly the
sense of firefliesin the evening dusk and the smell of lilacs drifting in the softness of ariver fog.

Then she was gone and the door was closing and someone was hammering at the front.

St down, Blainesaid to Harriet. Act as naturally as you can. Unconcerned. Relaxed. We were
just sitting here and talking. Godfrey had been with us, but he went into town. Someone came and
he rode into town with them. We don't know who it was. He should be back in an hour or two.

Check, said Harriet.

She sat down in achair and folded her handsin her |ap sedately.

Blaine went to the door to let in the law.

TWENTY-TWO

Belmont was beginning to close up. All the houses, as they drove past, had been tightly shuttered,
and in the business didirict, asthey droveinto it, the shop lights were going out.

Up the street ablock or two, the marquee of the hotdl till gleamed brightly in the dusk and just this
gde of it was aflashing sign that proclaimed the Wild West Bar still waswilling to take on acustomer.

"l don't think," said Harriet, "that we fooled those police too much.”

Blaine agreed. "Maybe not. But we had them stopped. There was nothing they could find."

"| thought for awhile they would pull usin."

"Sodid I. But you sat there making gentle fun of them. That was hard to take. They were glad to get
away. They must havefdt likefools."

He motioned at the flashing bar Sign. "Maybe we should start with that.”



"Asgood aplace asany. Likewise, about the only placethereis.”

The bar was empty when they came into the place. The bartender had an elbow propped and was
idly dabbing with acloth at imaginary wet pots.

Blaine and Harriet hoisted themsdlves onto stools opposite the man.

"What'll it be?' he demanded of them.

They told him.

He got glasses and reached for bottles.

"Littledow tonight,” said Blaine.

"Almost closing time," said the man. "They don't stick around. Soon asit gets dark folks get under
cover. Everyoneinthistown.”

"Bad town?"

"No, not especidly. It'sthe curfew law. This place has got atough one. Patrols al over the place and
them cops are tough. They redly makeit stick.”

"How about yourself?" asked Harriet.

"Oh, I amdl right, miss. The boys, they know me. They know the circumstances. They know | got to
stick around just in case alate customer, like you, dropsin. From the hotel mostly. They know | got to
get the place tucked in and turn out the lights. They give me extraminutes.”

"Soundstough, dl right," said Blaine.

The barkeep wagged his head. "For your own protection, mister. Folks ain't got no sense. If it wasn't
for the curfew, they'd stay out to al hours where anything could get them.”

He stopped what he was doing.

" just happened to think," he announced. "I got something new. Y ou might liketo try it."

"Likewhat?" asked Harriet.

He reached back and got the bottle, held it up to show them.

"Something new," he said. "Straight out of Fishhook. They picked it up some outlandish place. Sap of
atree or something. Probably loaded with alot of hydrocarbons. | got a couple of bottles off the factor
at the Trading Post. Just to try, you know. Thought there might be some folks who might likeit."

Blaine shook hishead. "Not for me. God knowswhat isinit.”

"Me, neither," said Harriet.

The barkeep set the bottle back regretfully.

"I don't blameyou folks" he said, giving them the drinks hed made. "I took anip of it mysdlf. Just to
test it out, you see, because I'm no drinking man.

"Not," he added, quickly and parentheticaly, "that | have anything againgt it."

"Of coursenot," Harriet sympathized.

"It was funny tasting stuff,” he said. "Not bad, you know. Not good, either. Had amusty tang. You
might get to likeit if you had adrink or two."

He stood in silence for amoment, with his hands planted solidly on the bar.

"Y ou know what | been thinking?" he demanded.

"Not theleadt," said Harriet.

"l been wondering all this afternoon if that factor down at the Trading Post concocted that stuff up
himsdf. Just asasort of stinking joke, you see.”

"Oh, hewouldn't dare."

"Well, | imagine you areright, miss. But al of them factors are funny sorts of jerks. Folks don't have
much to do with them--socidly, at least--but even so they manage to know more of what is going on than
anyonein town. They must belistening al thetime, for they have dl the latest gossip.

"And," said the barkeep, laying emphasis upon this horrid crime and this socid failing, "they don't
never tel you nothing."

"Aintit afact," Harriet agreed, enthusiagticaly.

The barkeep subsided into brooding silence.

Blainetook awild shot inthe dark. "Lots of folksin town,” he said. "Big doings?'

The barkeeper settled down into solid conversationa stance and his voice dropped to a confidential



leve.

"Y ou mean you ain't heard about it?"

"No. Just got in town a couple of hours ago.”

"Well, migter, you won't believe this--but we got a star machine.”

"Awhat?'

"A gstar machine. It's one of them contraptions that parries useto travel to the sars.”

"Never heard of them.”

"No reason that you should. The only place they'relegd isin Fishhook."

"Youmeanthisoneisillegd ?'

"Couldn't be no moreillegd. The state police, they've got it down in the old highway shed. You
know, the one on the west edge of town. Maybe you drove by it coming in tonight.”

"l don't remember it."

"Wdll, anyhow, it'sthere. And then, on top of that, who should show up but Lambert Finn."

"Y ou don't mean the Lambert Finn?"

"No one dse. HE's up there, in the hotel right now. He's going to have a big mass meeting out by the
highway shed tomorrow. | hear the police have agreed to haul out the star machine so he can preach
about it, with it standing there, right out in plain sight of al the people. | tell you, migter, that will be
something worth your whileto listen. Hell spout more brimstone than you ever heard before. Helll lay it
on them parries. Hell take the hide clean off them. They won't dare to show their faces.”

"Not many of them around, most likdly, in atown like this."

"Wadll," the bartender said, drawing out the word, "not many in the town itsdf. But therés aplace just
awaysfrom here, down by theriver. A place called Hamilton. It'sal parry. It'sanew town the parries
built. Parriesfrom al over. Theré'saname for aplace like that--1 should know the name, but | can't
remember it. Like the place they used to keep the Jewsin Europe.”

"Ghetto."

The bartender smote the bar with adisgusted hand. "Now, why couldn't | think of that? Y es, mister,
that's the word. Ghetto. Except in the old daysit wasin the poor part of acity and now itsout in the
country, in the poor part of the country. That land down by the river don't amount to shucks. No placeto
build atown. But them parrieslikeit down there. Long asthey don't bother no one, no one bothers them.
Long asthey stay in line, we leave them done. And we know where they are, and they know we know.
Any time things sart going wrong, we know right whereto look."

He glanced & the clock. "If you folks want me to start another round, you'll havetimeto gulpit
down."

"No, thanks" said Blaine. Helaid two billson the bar. "Let it ride," he said.

"Why, thank you, Sr. | thank you very much.”

Asthey did off the stoals, he said: "If | wereyou, I'd get under cover as soon as possible. The cops
will be down on top of you if they catch you out.'

"Wewill," said Harriet. "And thanks for the conversation.”

"Pleasure," said the barkeep. "Pleasure any time."

Outside the bar, Blaine held the car door for Harriet, then walked around it to get in on the other
Sde

"The highway shed?' he asked.

" Shep, what would you do there? We'd just get into trouble.”

"I'll figure out away. We smply can't leave that machine there for Finn to preach a sermon over.”

"So | suppose you figure you'll just haul it off."

"No, | guess not. It'stoo big and clumsy. But there has to be away. We haveto put acrimp in Finn.
Somehow, we've got to manage.”

"They'll haveaguard.”

"I don't think so, Harriet. Locked and bolted, but no guard. There isn't anyone who would stand on
guard. Thistown is plenty scared.”

"You'rejust like Godfrey," she said. "Both of you go around sticking out your necks.”



"Y ou thought alot of Godfrey."

"Yes, alot," shesad.

He started up the engine and swung the car out into the Strest.

The old highway shed was black and silent and there was nothing to indicate there was anyone
around. They rode past it twiceto look it over, moving dowly, and it was the same each time--just the
big shed standing there, arelic of the days when there were highways to maintain, when there was need
of road machinery to keep their surfacesin shape.

Blaine pulled the car off the road and threaded it easily through awillow thicket, set it down and
turned off thelights.

Silence closed down on them; the darkness pulsed with quietness.

"Harriet," sad Blaine.

"Yes, Shep.”

"Y ou stay here. Don't move. | am going up there.”

"Y ou won't belong? There's nothing you can do.”

"I won't belong,” he said. "Have we got aflashlight?"

"Theré's onein the glove compartment.”

He heard her fumbling in the dark. The catch on the door of the compartment clicked and the tiny
light insgde came on. The flashlight lay amid a clutter of road maps, of sunglasses, of other odds and ends.

She handed it to him. He snapped it on to test it, and it worked. He shut it off again and got out of
the car.

"Sttight," hetold her.

"Andyou," shewarned, "be careful.”

TWENTY-THREE

The shed was larger than it had appeared to be when seen from the highway. It was surrounded by a
high, rank growth of dead, dried weeds that rustled with stedthy sound in the dightest movement of the
arr. It was built of the corrugated meta sheets which had been much in usefor buildings of this sort
before the introduction some three-score years before of the putty-plastic from Aldebaran VII.
Occasiond windows, begrimed with dirt and ancient spider webs, broke the smooth expanse of metd.
Two great upward-folding doorsfilled almost the entire front exposure.

To the east lay the dark outline of the town, silhouetted againgt the faint flush in the Sky which told of
amoon about to rise.

Cautioudy, Blaine made acircuit of the building, looking for away that might allow himto get in. He
found nothing that was easy. The two folding doors were locked. There were afew sheets of meta that
had |oosened at the bottom, but the material was too heavy to allow oneto bend it upward and thus
cregte arathole for aman to snesk inside.

Therewas, heredlized, only oneway to get in.

He went to the corner of the building nearest to the road and stood listening. Except for the harsh
whispering of the weeds there was nothing to be heard. The highway was deserted and, he knew, most
likely would remain so. There was no sign of light--no lamp, no glitter through a distant window. It was
asif he and the shed stood in aworld where therewas no life at al.

He stared for atime at the willow thicket by the road, but there was no glint, no shine, nothing to
indicate that a car was hidden there.

He stepped quickly from the corner and moved adong the wal of metal until he cameto awindow.
Hetook off histattered jacket and wrapped it about hisfist and forearm.

Then he struck ablow, and the window shattered. He struck other blows to remove the glass that
was gill hanging in the frame. Carefully he picked out the remaining splinters that would dash aman trying
to crawl in.

Then he went back to the corner and stood there for amoment. The night still was motionless and



glent.

Back at thewindow, he crawled into the shed, let himself down carefully, felt the floor beneeth his
feet. Hetook the flashlight from his pocket and turned it on. He swept aswath of light across the empty
cavern of the shed'sinterior.

And there, close to the door, was the battered, broken truck which had found itsrest at last, and the
gleaming star machinethat it had carried.

Walking as softly as he could, Blaine moved across the floor and stood beside the machine, shining
hislight upon it. And it was something that he knew wéll, it was amachine that back in Fishhook he had
known intimately. There was a strange beauty in it, he told himself as he stood and looked at it, dmost as
if one could seg, reflected in its surface, the far reaches of the universeto which it could help aman to go.

But it was old--one of the older models that Fishhook had replaced some ten years or so ago, and
there wasllittle doubt, he knew that it had somehow come from Fishhook. There must be many of the
older models such as this stacked away in some amost forgotten storehouse, stored there more than
likely because it was easier to store them than it was to break them up. For something such asthis must
either be stored under lock and key or it must be broken up, for they could not be simply thrown away.
In this machine lay the key to Fishhook's monopoly and there must be no possibility that one of them
should fdl into any other hands.

But one of them had fadlen into other hands and hereit lay tonight, mute evidence of one of the
smartes, dickest bits of intrigue to which Fishhook, intrigue-ridden asit was, had ever been unwitting
party.

Blainetried to imagine how Stone had ever managed, and thinking of it, his admiration for the man
rose anotch or two. It had taken money, surely, and it had taken trusted agents and it had required a
plan of operation which would countenance no dip-up.

He wondered vaguely, as he stood there, how much Harriet might have had to do with it. Certainly,
he told himself, she had had no qualms, in the process of smuggling him from Fishhook, of getting out
hersdlf. She was, he thought, just the kind of woman who could engineer athing like this--sdlf-possessed
and calm and with a sure and certain knowledge of al those inner workings which made Fishhook keep
onticking. And with amind that operated with the fine precision of agood Swisswatch.

Stone had had great hopes of this machine and now the hopes were gone. Now Stone was dead and
the star machine lay herein this abandoned shed, a showpiece bit of evidence for aman so filled with
hate that he would destroy paranormal kinetics, root and branch and leef.

And Finn could make much of thismachine, for while it might be called machine, it was not the kind
of machine to which the human mind for centuries has become accustomed. It had no moving partsand it
had no function that was discernible. It was designed to work upon nothing more materia than the human
mind and senses. It worked with symbolism rather than with energy--and yet it worked. Just asarosary
in the hands of the devout had worked for centuries before there had ever been athought of such athing
asapaanorma human.

If the hope were gone, thought Blaine, then the machine could not remain. If he owed Stone nothing
else, he owed him that much at least. He owed him, he reminded himsdlf, some dight repayment for that
night he'd phoned.

There was away--there was away, he knew, if out of the frothing sea of aien knowledge which
surged ingde of him he could only pull it forth.

He sought for it and found it and in thefinding of it he touched on other knowledge, dl nestly
docketed and primly pigeonholed, asif somefiling clerk had been busily at work within his cluttered
mind.

He stood wesk and trembling &t the discovery of this pigeonholing, for he had not known, had had
no inkling that it was going on. But it was the human way, he told himself--it was an evidence of human
rebellion againgt the piecemed disorderliness of the mass of data which had been dumped into hismind
by the creature on that distant planet.

The creature till waswith him, or the essence of the creature, and he hunted for it among the
pigeonholes, but it was not there; therewas no sgn of it as such, but there was something else; therewas



something very wrong.

Sartled, he went scrambling on thetrail of wrongness and he caught and held it, muzzling it with a
nose of horror--for it was Smply this: Hismind no longer was an entirdly human mind. And in the edge of
terror was the terrible wonder of how he il retained enough pure humanity to know this was the case.

He put out hishand in ablind and groping way and caught acorner of the star machine and held
tightly ontoiit.

It al spelled out, he suspected, to the smple fact that he remained human, or mostly human, on the
surface, while benegth that surface was afusion of two individuas, of the knowledge and perhapsthe
ethics and the motives of two different forms of life. And that made sense when one thought of it, for the
Pinkness had not changed, it had stayed its sprawling, dobby sdlf; there had been no trace of humaniniit,
athough ingde of it was a certain portion of humanity and God knew what €l se besides.

He released the grip he had upon the star machine and ran his hand againgt the glasdike smoothness
of itsmetal structure.

Therewas away--if he could only do it. He had the knowledge now, but did he have the technique?

Time, the Pinkness had told him--time isthe simplest thing thereis. But gill, Blaine told himself, not as
eadly handled as the creature had made out.

He stood there thinking, and the thing that he must do became very clear indeed.

The past was aworthless path to follow, for the machine wasin the past already. It had left along
and nebuloustrail clear across the past.

But the future was adifferent matter. If it could be moved into the future, this present moment and al
succeeding present moments would then becomeits past and dl that would remain would be the ghostly
track of it--and alaughter and amocking and athing of magic which would make no proper subject for a
rabble-rousing sermon by aman named Lambert Finn.

And more than that, thought Blaine, it would, more than likely, scare the hdll right out of him.

He reached out with hismind to encircle the machine and it was no use. His mind would open up and
reach, but therewas alack of stretchin it and he could not takein al of the machine. So he rested and
then hetried again.

There was a strangeness and an aienness in the shed he had not noticed, and there was an unknown
menace in the scraping of the weeds outside the broken window, and the air held a sharpness and atang
that raised bristles on his neck. It was most confusing, for suddenly it seemed that he had lost al rapport
with thisworld in which he found himsalf and that nothing, not the earth he sood on nor the air he
breathed or even the body that he wore was anything he'd ever known before and there was ahorror in
thislack of familiarity, in this shift from the known which he no longer could remember into this unknown
for which he had no focd points. But it would be dl right, it all would come aright if he could movethis
drange artifact he held within hismind, for it had been for this purpose that he had been caled forth from
the darkness and the warmness and the snug security and if he got the job done he could go back again,
back to hismemories of other days and his dow assamilation of new data and the miser-satisfaction of
counting up the new facts, one by one, as he piled them in neat stacks.

The artifact, for al its strangeness, was an easy thing to handle. Its roots did not run back too far and
the coordinates were faling very satisfactorily into place and he dmost had it made. But he must not
hurry despite his screaming need to hurry; he must somewhere snare some patience. So he waited for the
co-ordinatesto go clicking into place and he made exact and unhurried measurement of the tempora
grain and he gave the thing atwitch at just the right degree of twist and it was exactly where he had
wanted it.

Then he dived back home again, back into the dark and warmness, and Blaine stood shorn of al but
his human sdf in aplace of foggy nothingness.

There was nothing there--nothing but himsdlf and the star machine. He reached out his hand and
touched the star machine and it was very solid. It was, so far as he could see, the only solid thing there
was.

For thefog itsdlf, if fog werewhat it was, had an unred qudity, asif it were striving to camouflageits
very fact of being.



Blaine stood quietly, afraid to move--afraid that any movement might plunge him into some pit of
black foreverness.

For this, heredlized, was the future, it was a place without asingle festure of the space-time matrix
that he knew. It was a place where nothing yet had happened--an utter emptiness. There was neither light
nor dark; there was nothing here but emptiness. There had never been anything in this place, nor was
anything ever intended to occupy this place--until this very moment when he and his machine had been
thrust upon it, intruders who have overstepped their time.

He let his breath out dowly and bresthed in again--and there was nothing to breathein!

Blackness rushed in upon him, and the throbbing of his heartbeat was loud within his head, and he
reached out desperately to grab at something--at anything--in this place where there was not athing to
grab.

Even ashe did, the alienness came back, a startled, frightened aienness, and a hodgepodge of queer
symbalic figures, which even in his agony of mind, he took to be some outré mathematics, went flooding
through hisbrain.

Therewas air again to breathe and there was solid floor beneath his feet and he smelled the mustiness
of theingde of the highway shed.

He was back home again and so was the dlienness, for it was gone from him. Back, he told himsdlf,
to the darkness and the warmth insde his very brain.

He stood erect and mentally checked himsalf and hewas dl right. He opened his eyes dowly, for
they somehow had been closed, and there was only darkness until he remembered the flashlight till
clutched in hishand. And yet not as dark asit had been before. Now light from a newly risen moon
poured through the broken window.

Helifted the flashlight and shoved the contact button, and the light sprang out and the machine was
there before him, but strange and unsubstantial--the ghost of amachine, thetrail that it had left behind it
when it had moved into the future.

He lifted hisfree arm and used hisjacket deeve to wipe hisforehead dry. For it was over now. He
had done what he had come to do. He'd struck the blow for Stone; held stopped Finn in histracks.

There was here no object lesson; there was no longer any text for Finn to preach upon. There was,
instead, amocking jeer from the very magic that Finn had fought for years.

Behind him he sensed a movement and he sivung around o hurriedly that his fingersloosened on the
flashlight and it fell upon the floor and rolled.

Out of the darkness a voice spoke.

"Shep," it said, with full heartiness, "that was very neetly done.”

Blaine froze and hopel essness flooded in.

For thiswas the end, he knew. He had come asfar as he was going to. He had findly run hisrace.

He knew that hearty voice. He never could forget it.

The man standing in the darkness of the shed was his old friend, Kirby Rand!

TWENTY-FOUR

Rand was a blacker blob in the darkness as he stepped forward and picked the flashlight off the
floor. He pivoted to turn the light full upon the star machine and in the flood of brightnesstiny little dust
motes could be seen dancing in the heart of the machine.

"Yes" sad Rand, "very negtly done. | don't know how you did it and | don't know why you did it,
but you most certainly have teken care of it.”

Heturned the flashlight off and for amoment they stood silent in the darkness, relieved by the stresks
of moonlight that came through the windows.

Then Rand said: "l suppose you know that Fishhook owes you avote of thanksfor this."

"Comeoff of it," Blainetold him, roughly. ™Y ou know very well it was not done for Fishhook."

"Neverthdess" sad Kirby, "it happensthat in this particular area.our interests coincide. We could



not et thismachine stay lost. We could not alow it to remain in improper hands. Y ou understand, of
course.”

"Perfectly,” said Blaine.

Rand sighed. "' had expected trouble and if thereis anything Fishhook doesn't want, it'strouble.
Particularly when that troubleis out in the hinterlands.™

"There's not been any trouble,”" Blainetold him, "that needsto worry Fishhook."

"l am glad to hear it. And you, Shep? How are you getting on?"

"Not too badly, Kirby."

"That isnice," said Kirby. "That isvery nice. It makes mefed so good. And now, | would imagine,
we should get out of here.”

He led the way across the floor back to the broken window and stood aside.

"Youfird," hesaid to Blaine, "and I'll be right behind you. | would ask, as one friend to another, that
you not try to run away."

"No need to fear,” Blainetold him dryly, then climbed quickly through the window.

He could run, of course, hetold himsdf, but that would be extremely foolish, for there was no doubt
Rand would have agun and he would be quite efficient with it, even in the moonlight. And more than that,
if there were any shooting, Harriet might come running to be of what help she could and if she got
involved in this, then hed betruly friendless. Otherwise, hetold himsdlf, dmost prayerfully, Harriet would
stay hidden in the willow clump. She would see what happened and in just alittle while shed have an
anglefigured out.

Harriet was, he told himsdlf, the only hope he had.

He dropped out of the window and stood to one side for Rand to clamber through.

Rand hit the ground and turned toward him, just abit too quickly, too much like a hunter, then he
relaxed and chuckled.

"It wasadick trick, Shep," he said. "Efficiently engineered. Someday you'll haveto tel me exactly
how you did it. To sted astar machineisnot an easy thing."

Blaine gulped down his astonishment, and hoped the moonlight hid the look he knew must be upon
hisface.

Rand reached out a hand and took him companionably by the elbow.

"The car'sdown here," he said. "Right down by the road.”

They waked together across the patch of rustling weeds, and the land lay different now, no longer
dark and fearsome, but a place of painted magic stretched out in the moonlight. To their right lay the
town, amass of darkened houses that looked more like mounds than houses, with the faint tracery of
nude trees standing up like ragged paintbrushes reared againgt the eastern sky. To the west and north lay
the dlver prairieland, flat and festureless and made immense by itsvery lack of features.

And just down the road was the clump of willows.

Blaine shot aquick glance at the clump and there were only willows. There was no glint of moonlight
bouncing off metal. He walked a pace or two, then took another look and thistime, he knew, there could
be no mistake. There was no car in that clump of willows. Harriet was gone.

Good girl, he thought. She had alot of sense. Sheld probably gotten out of there as soon as Rand
showed up. Shed figure, more than likely, that the one way she'd be most valuable would be to make a
getaway against another day.

"l don't suppose,” said Rand, "that you have aplaceto stay.”

"No," said Blaing, "'l havent."

"Bad town," Rand told him. "They take thiswitchcraft-werewolf business serioudy indeed. Cops
stopped me twice. Warned me under cover. Told me very sternly it wasfor my own protection.”

"They'redl wrought up,” said Blaine. "Lambert Finnishere.”

"Oh, yes," Rand said cardlesdy. "An old friend of ours."

"Not of mine. | never met the man.”

"A charming soul," said Rand. "'A very charming one.”

Blainesad: "I know very little of him. Just what | have heard.”



Rand grunted.

"I would suggest,” he said, "that you spend the night at the Post. The factor will be ableto find some
place to bed you down. | wouldn't be surprised if he could dig up abottle, too. | suddenly fed the need
of amonstrous dug of booze."

"I could stand one mysdlf,” Blainetold him.

For there was no sense of fighting now, no more sense than running. Y ou went along with them and
waited for your chance. They tried to throw you off your balance and you tried to throw them off theirs.
And dl along you knew, both of you might know, that it was amost polite but very deadly game.

Although he wondered why he bothered. After the last few weeks, he told himsdlf, Fishhook would
seem an engaging place. Even if they sent him to the detention resort in Bga Cdifornia, it would be better
than the prospect he faced in this Missouri river town.

They reached the car that sat beside the road, and Blaine waited for Rand to get undernegath the
whed, then crawled in himsdlf.

Rand gtarted the engine but did not switch on the lights. He pulled the machine out into the roadway
and went drifting downit.

"The police can't really do much more," he said, "than run you under cover, but there seemsto me no
point in getting tangled up with themif you can avoid it.”

"Noneat dl," said Blaine.

Rand avoided the center of the town, went sneaking down the side Streets. Findly he cut back and
went diding up an dley, swung into aparking lot and stopped.

"Hereweare" hesad. "Let'sgo get that drink.”

The back door opened to his knock and they walked into the back room of the Trading Post. Most
of the place, Blaine saw, was used as storage space, but one corner of it served asaliving room. There
was abed and stove and table. There was a massive stone fireplace with awood fire burning in it and
comfortable chairsranged in front of it.

Up near the door that went into the front part of the store stood a massive boxlike structure, and
Blaine, although held never seen one, recognized it immediately as atranso--the matter transference
machine which made the vast network of Trading Posts stretched around the globe an economic
possibility. Through that box could come, with amoment's notice, any of the merchandise for which any
of thethousands of retail outlets might find itsdlf in need.

Thiswas the machine that Dalton had talked about that night at Charlin€g's party--the machine which
he had said could wipe out the world's trangportation interests if Fishhook ever choseto put it in public
use

Rand waved a hand at one of the chairs. "Make yoursdlf comfortable," he said to Blaine. "Grant will
rustle up abottle. Y ou have one, don't you, Grant?'

Thefactor grinned. " ou know | do. How elsecould | livein aplacelikethis?"

Blaine sat down in one of the chairs before the fire, and Rand took one facing him. He rubbed his
hands together.

"We parted over abottle," he reminded Blaine. "I'd say it was only fitting to renew our acquaintance
over one."

Blainefelt atenseness growing in him, the sense of being trapped, but he grinned at Rand.

"Y ou know the margin that | had that night?' he asked. "Eight lousy little minutes. That wasdl | had.”

"Y ou miscaculated, Shep. Y ou had exactly twelve. The boyswerealittle dow in getting out the
tape."

"And Freddy. Who'd ever thought that Freddy worked for you?'

"You'd be surprised,” Rand told him blandly, "at some of the people | have working for me."

They sat easly before the blazing fire of apple wood, measuring one another.

Finaly Rand said: "Why don't you tell me, Shep? | haven't dl the answers. | can't get it figured out.
Y ou ran into that Situation out beyond the Pleiades and you got it buttoned up. . . ."

"Buttoned up?"

"Sure. Buttoned up. Exclusive. We knew that you had something and we sent some others out there



and your creature Sitsand stares at them and that isal it does. They try to talk with it and it's absolutely
dumb. It pretendsit doesn't hear them. It makes out not to understand. . . ."

"Brotherhood,” said Blaine. "We went through the rites. Y ou wouldn't understand.”

"I think | do," said Rand. "How dien are you, Shep?'

"Try meout and see”

Rand shuddered. "No, thanks. Y ou see, I've followed up your trail. It began with Freddy and got
weirder asit went dong.”

"And what do you intend to do about it?*

"Damned if | know," said Rand.

The factor brought a bottle and two glasses.

"Nonefor yourself?' asked Rand.

Grant shook his head. "I've got some stock arranging up front. If you don't mind . . ."

"Of course not," Rand told him. "Go on with your work. Onething . . ."

"What, Sr?'

"I wonder if Mr. Blaine could spend the night here."

"Certainly. Although it's pretty crude.”

"l dont mind,” said Blaine"

"I'd offer you my bed, sir, but frankly it's no bargain. Once you get used to it, you can live with it, but
to start out with--"

"I wouldn't think of taking it."

"| could get some blankets and you could bed down on the floor. Believe me, it would be better than
the bed.”

"Anything," said Blaine. "I'll bethankful for anything a dl."

Rand picked up the bottle and uncorked it.

"I'll bring out the blanketsin alittlewhile," the factor told them.

"Thank you, Grant," said Rand.

Theman left. The door that led into the front part of the store sighed softly shut behind him.

Rand poured out the liquor.

"Actudly," hesad, "unless you want to, you don't have to stay here."

"No?'

"I'm going back to Fishhook. Through the transo. Y ou could come aong."

Blainewas slent. Rand handed him the drink.

"Wdll, what do you say?"' he asked.

Blaine laughed. "Y oure making it too easy."

"Perhaps| am,” said Rand.

Hetook adrink and settled back into the chair.

"Thedien part | can understand,” he said. "That is an occupationd hazard faced by every traveler.
But how doesthe star machinetie up? Y ou were in cahoots with Stone, of course.”

"Y ou know that Stoneis dead.”

"No, | haven't heard that." But he was unconvincing.

And suddenly, from the quality of Rand's voice, from someintuition, Blaine knew that Rand did not
carethat Stone was dead or that Finn might be in town. It wasdl one with him. Or it might be even more
than that. It might be that Rand was quite satisfied to know that Stone was deed, that he might gpprovein
good part with what Finn was doing. For Fishhook's monopoly rested upon anonparry world, upon all
the millions of peoplein the world being forced to ook to Fishhook for the commerce with the stars. And
s0 Fishhook and Rand, Blaine redized with something of a shock, might even be quite willing to see
Finn's crusade go rolling ahead to itsinevitable conclusion.

And if that wastrue, could it have been Fishhook instead of Finn which had struck the letha blow at
Stone?

Herecoiled at the thought, but it clung insde his brain--for the Situation was reveding itsdf asmore
than just asmple struggle between Finn and Stone.



It might be best, he told himsdif, to disclaim immediately any connection whatsoever with the Star
machine. Perhaps he should have made the disclaimer back there at the shed when Rand first had
mentioned it. But if hetold the truth, if he told Rand now that he had not known of the stlar machine until
just hours ago, he conceivably might lose abargaining point of uncertain value. And eveniif hetold him,
Rand more than likely would refuse to believe him, for he, after dl, had helped Riley nurse the truck
which had carried it dmogt dl the way from Mexico.

"It took you plenty long," said Blaine, "to catch up with me. Are you, maybe, losing your grip? Or
wereyou just amused?’

Rand frowned. "We amost lost you, Shep. We had you pegged in that town where they were about
to hang you."

"Y ou were even therethat night?"

"Well, not persondly,” said Rand, "but | had some men there.”

"And you were about to let me hang?'

"Well, | tdl you honestly, we were of divided mind. But you took the decision right out of our hands."

"Butif not. . ."

"I think most likely we would have et you hang. There was the possibility, of course, thet if we
grabbed you off, you could have led usto the star machine. But we were fairly confident, at that point,
we could spot it for ourselves."

He crashed hisglassdown on thetable. "Of dl the crazy things!" heydled. "Hauling amachinelike
that in the rattletrap you used. Whatever--"

"Simple," said Blaine, answering for Stone. "And you know the answer just aswell as| do. No one
would bethat crazy. If you had stolen something very vauable, you'd get it asfar away and asfast as
possble. .. ."

"Anybody would," said Rand.

He saw Blaine grinning at him and grinned back.

"Shep," he said, "come clean with me. We were good friends once. Maybe, for al | know, we're ill
the best of friends.”

"What do you want to know?"

"Y ou took that machine someplace just now."

Blaine nodded.

"And you can get it back again.”

"No," Blainetold him. "I'm pretty sure| can't. | was—-wdll, just sort of playing ajoke on someone.”

"On me, perhaps?’

"Not you. On Lambert Finn."

"Y ou don't like Finn, do you?'

"I've never met the man.”

Rand picked up the bottle and filled the glasses once again. He drank haf of theliquor in hisglass
and then stood up.

"I havetoleave" he said, looking a hiswatch. "One of Charline's parties. Wouldn't missit for the
world. Y ou're sure that you won't come? Charline would be glad to have you."

"No, thanks. I'll stay right here. Give Freddy my regards.”

"Freddy," said Rand, "isn't with usany more."

Blaine got up and waked with Rand over to the transo. Rand opened the door. Theinside of it
looked something like afreight eevator.

"Too bad," said Rand, "we can't use these out in space. It would free alot of manpower."

"l suppose,” Blaine said, "that you areworking on it.”

"Oh, certainly,"” Rand told him. "It'sjust a matter of refining the controls.”

He held out hishand. "So long, Shep. I'll be seeing you."

"Good-by, Kirby," said Blaine. "Not if | can helpit.”

Rand grinned and stepped into the machine and closed the door. There was no flashing light--nothing
to show the machine had operated.



And yet by now, Blaine knew, Kirby Rand was back in Fishhook.

He turned from the transo and started back for the chair beside thefire.

The door from the store up front swung open, and Grant came into the room. He had a striped robe
folded on hisarm.

"I've got just the thing," he announced. "I had forgotten thet | had it."

He lifted the robe off hisarm and shook it out.

"lan't it abeauty?' he demanded.

It wasdl of that. It wasafur of some sort and there was something about the fur itself that made it
glitter inthefirdight, asif someone had dusted it with tiny diamond fragments. It was a golden yellow with
black stripesthat ran diagonally and it had the look of silk rather than of fur.

"It'sbeen around for years," said Grant. 'There was this man camping on the river and he camein and
ordered it. Fishhook had a bit of trouble locating one immediately, but they findly delivered. Asyou
know, sir, they dwaysdo.”

"Yes, | know," said Blaine.

"Then the man never did show up. But the fur was so beautiful | could never send it back. | kept it on
inventory, pretending that someday |'d have achanceto sdll it. | never will, of course. It costs too much
money for aone-horsetown likethis."

"Whdt isit?"

"Thewarmes, lightest, softest fur in the universe. Campers carry it. Better than adeeping bag.”

"l couldn't useit,” protested Blaine. "Just an ordinary blanket--"

"But you mugt,” Grant told him. "Asafavor to me, sir. My accommodations are so poor, | fed
deeply shamed. But if | knew you weredespinginaluxury item. . ."

Blaine laughed and held out his hand.

"All right," hesaid. "And thanks™"

Grant gave him the robe, and Blaine weighed it in his hand, not quite believing it could be so light.

"I've dill got alittlework," thefactor told him. "If you don't mind, I'll go back and finishit. You can
bed down anywhere."

"Go ahead," said Blaine. "I'll finish up my drink and then turn in. Would you have one with me?"

"Later on," thefactor said. "l dways have asnort before go to bed.”

"I'll leave the bottle for you."

"Good night, sr," the factor said. "' See you in the morning.”

Blaine went back to the chair and sat down init, with therobelying in hislap. He stroked it with his
hand and it was so soft and warm that it gave theillusion of being il dive.

He picked up the glass and worked leisurely on the liquor and puzzled over Rand.

The man was probably the most dangerous man on earth, despite what Stone had said of Finn--the
most dangerous personally, asilky, bulldog danger, a bloodhound of aman who carried out the policies
of Fishhook asif they had been holy orders. No enemy of Fishhook was ever safe from Rand.

And yet he had not indsted that Blaine go back with him. He had been amost casud in hisinvitation,
asif it had been no more than aminor socia matter, and he had displayed no resentment nor no apparent
disappointment upon Blainesrefusal. Nor had he made a move toward force, athough thet, Blainetold
himsdlf, was more than likely dueto hislack of knowledge with what he might be dedling. Along thetrall,
apparently, he had happened on enough to put him on his guard, to know that the man he followed had
some secret abilities entirely new to Fishhook.

So held move dowly and cautioudy, and held cover up with anonchalance that fooled no one at al.
For Rand, Blaine knew, was a man who would not give up.

He had something up his deeve, Blaine knew--something so well hidden that no corner of it showed.

Therewas atrap al set and baited. There was no doubt of it.

Blaine sat quietly in hischair and finished off theliquor in hisglass.

Perhapsit was foolish of him to remain herein the Post. Perhapsit would be better if he just got up
and left. And yet that might be the very thing Rand would have figured him to do. Perhapsthe trap was
outside the door and not in the Post at dl. It could be very likdly that this room was the one safe placein



al theworld for him to spend the night.

He needed shelter, but he did not need the deep. Perhaps the thing to do was stay here, but not to
go to deep. He could lie on the floor, with the robe wrapped tight about him and pretend to deep, but
keeping watch on Grant. For if there were atrap in this room, Grant was the one to spring it.

He put his glass back on the table beside the one that Rand has used, still aquarter full of liquor. He
moved the bottle over to make a set piece out of the bottle and the glasses, the three of them together.
He bundled the robe underneath his arm and walked over to the fire. He picked up the poker and
pushed the burning logs together to revive ther dying flame.

He'd bed down here, he decided, just before thefire, so that the light of it would be back of him, out
into the room.

He spread the robe carefully on the floor, took off hisjacket and folded it for apillow. He kicked off
his shoes and lay down on the robe. It was soft and yielding, dmost like a mattress despite its lack of
thickness. He pulled it over him and it fell together smoothly, like adeeping bag. Therewasacomfort in
it that he had not felt since those days when he had been aboy and had snuggled down into his bed,
undernegth the blankets, in his room on the coldest winter nights.

Helay there, staring out into the darkness of the storeroom beyond the living quarters. He could see
thefaint outlines of barrels and bales and boxes. And lying there in the silence, unbroken except by the
occasiond crackle of the fire behind him, he became aware of the faint scent which perfumed the
room--the indescribable odor of things dien to the Earth. Not an offensive scent, nor exotic, not in any
way sartling at dl, but asmell such aswas not upon the Earth, the compounded smell of spice and
fabric, of wood and food, of al the many other things which were gathered from the stars. And only a
small stock of it here, he knew, only the staples considered necessary for one of the smaller Posts. But a
Post with the entire resources of the massive Fishhook warehouses avail able within amoment's notice,
thanksto the transo standing in its corner.

And thiswasonly asmal part of that traffic with the stars--this was only the part that you could put
your hands upon, the one small part of it that one could buy or own.

Therewas d o that grester unseen, most unrealized part of the Fishhook operation--the securing
and collecting (and the hoarding, aswell) of ideas and of knowledge snared from the depths of space. In
the universities of Fishhook, scholarsfrom al parts of the world sifted through this knowledge and sought
to correlate and study it, and in some cases to apply it, and in the yearsto come it would bethis
knowledge and these ideas which would shape the course and the eventud destiny of al humanity.

But there was moreto it than that. Therewas, first of all, the revealed knowledge and ideas, and
secondly, the secret files of learning and the facts kept under lock and key or at the very best reviewed
by most confidentia boards and panels.

For Fishhook could nat, in the name of humanity aswell asits own sdf-interest, release everything it
found.

There were certain new gpproaches, philosophies, ideas, call them what you might, which, whilevdid
intheir own particular socid structures, were not human in any sense whatever, nor by any stretch of
imagination adaptable to the human race and the human sense of vaue. And there were those others
which, while applicable, must be studied closdly for possible side effects on human thinking and the
human viewpoint before they could be introduced, no matter how obliquely, into the human culturd
pattern. And there still were others, wholly applicable, which could not be released for perhaps another
hundred years--ideas so far ahead, so revolutionary that they must wait for the human race to catch up
with them.

Andin thismust have lain something of what Stone had been thinking when he had started his
crusade to break the monopoly of Fishhook, to bring to the paranormal people of the world outside of
Fishhook some measure of the heritage which wasrightly theirs by the very virtue of their abilities.

In that Blaine could find agreement with him, for it was not right, hetold himsdlf, that al the results of
PK should be forever funneled through the tight controls of amonopoly that in the course of a century of
existence had somehow lost the fervor of itsbdief and its strength of human purposein awelter of
commerciaism such as no human being, nor any age, had ever known before.



By every rule of decency, parakinetics belonged to Man himsdlf, not to aband of men, notto a
corporation, not even to its discoverers nor the inheritors of its discoverers-for the discovery of it, or the
redization of it, no matter by what term one might chooseto call it, could not in any case be the work of
one man or one group of men done. It was something that must lay within the public domain. It wasa
truly natural phenomena--more peculiarly anatural resource than wind or wood or water.

Behind Blaine thelogs, burning to the point of collapse, fell apart in afiery crash. Heturned to look at
them--

Or tried to turn.

But he could not turn.

There was something wrong.

Somehow or other, the robe had become wrapped too tightly.

He pushed his hands out from hissideto pull it loose, but he could not push his hands and it would
not loosen.

Rether, it tightened. He could fed it tighten.

Terrified, hetried to thrust his body upward, trying to sit up.

He could not do it.

Therobe hed him in agentle but unyielding grasp.

Hewas as effectively trussed asif held been tied with rope. The robe, without his knowing it, had
become adtrait jacket that held him close and snug.

Helay quietly on hisback and while a chill went through his body, sweat poured down his forehead
and raninto hiseyes.

For there had been atrap.

He had been afraid of one.

He had been on guard againgt it.

And yet, of hisown freewill and unsuspecting, he had wrapped the trap about him.

TWENTY-FIVE

Rand had said "I'll be seeing you," when he had shaken hands and stepped into the transo. He had
sounded cheerful and very confident. And held had aright to sound that way, Blaine thought ruefully, for
he'd had it al planned out. He had known exactly what would happen and held planned it letter
perfect--the one way to apprehend aman you happened to be just alittle scared of, not knowing exactly
what to expect from him.

Blainelay onthefloor, siretched out, held stretched out and motionless by the encircling
robe--except, of course, it was not arobe. It was, more than likely, one of those weird discoveries which
Fishhook, for purposes of its own, had found expedient to keep under very careful cover. Foreseeing, no
doubt, that certain unique uses might be found for it.

Blaine searched his memory and there was nothing there--nothing that even hinted of athing likethis,
some paragitic life, perhaps, which for time on end could lie quiet and easy, making like arobe, but which
cameto deadly life once it was exposed to something warm and living.

It had him now and within alittle whileit might start feeding on him, or whatever dseit might planto
do with him. There was no use, he knew, to struggle, for at every movement of his body the thing would
only closethetighter.

He searched his mind again for aclueto thisthing and al a once he found a place--he could seea
place--amurky, tumbled planet with tangled forestation and weird residents that flapped and crawled
and shambled. It was a place of horror, seen only mistily through the fogs of memory, but the most
gartling thing about it was that he wasfairly certain, even as he dredged it up, he had no such memory.
He had never been there and held never talked to one who had, athough it might have been something
he'd picked up from dimensino--from some idie hour of many years before, buried degp within hismind
and unsuspected until this very moment.



The picture grew the brighter and the clearer, asif somewherein hisbrain someone might be
screwing a alensto get a better picture, and now he could seein remarkable and mind-chilling detail the
sort of life that lived within the welter of chaotic jungle. It was horrendous and obscene and it crawled
and crept and there was about it astudied, cold ferociousness, the crudty of the uncaring and
unknowing, driven only by aprima hunger and aprima hate.

Blainelay frozen by the pitlike horror of the place, for it wasamogt asif he actudly were there, asif
apart of him lay on thisfloor before the fireplace while the other hdf was sanding, in dl redity, within the
loathsomejungle.

He seemed to hear anoise, or thisother haf of him seemed to hear anoise, and this other half of him
looked upward into what might have been atree, dthough it wastoo gnarled, too thorned and too
obnoxious to be any proper tree, and looking up, he saw the robe, hanging from abranch, with the
shattered diamond dust sparkling initsfur, about to drop upon him.

He screamed, or seemed to scream, and the planet and its denizens faded out, asif the hand within
his brain had turned the viewing lens out of proper focus.

Hewas back, entire, in the land of fireplace and of storeroom, with the transo machine standing inits
corner. The door that went into the store was opening, and Grant was coming through.

Grant moved out into the room and eased the door behind him to its closed position. Then he swung
around and stood slently, huge, and stalid, staring a the man upon the floor.

"Mr. Blaing" he said, spesking softly. "Mr. Blaine, are you awake?"

Blainedid not answer.

"Y our eyes are open, Mr. Blaine. Isthere something wrong with you?'

"Not athing,” said Blaine. "I wasjust lying here and thinking."

"Good thoughts, Mr. Blaine?!

"Very good, indeed.”

Grant moved forward dowly, catfooted, asif he might be stalking something. He reached the table
and picked up the bottle. He put it to his mouth and let it gurgle.

He put the bottle down.

"Mr. Blaine, why don't you get up? We could sit around and talk and have adrink or two. | don't get
to talk to people much. They come here and buy, of course, but they don't talk to me no more than they
just haveto."

"No, thanks," said Blaine. "I'm quite comfortable.”

Grant moved from the table and sat down in one of the chairs before the fireplace.

"It wasashame," he said, "you didn't go back to Fishhook with Mr. Rand. Fishhook isan exciting
placeto be"

"Yourequiteright,” Blainetold him, replying automaticaly, not paying much atention.

For now he knew--he knew where he'd got that memory, where he'd picked up the menta picture of
that other planet. He had gotten it from the neat stacks of information he'd picked up from the Pinkness.
He, himsdlf, of course, had never visited the planet, but the Pinkness had.

And there was more to the memory than just the magic-lantern picture of the place. Therewas, as
well, afile of data about the planet and itslife. But disorderly, not yet sorted out, and very hard to get at.

Grant leaned back into his chair, smirking just alittle. Grant reached out a hand and tapped his
fingers on therobe. It gave forth asound like a muted drum.

"Well," he demanded, "how do you likeit, Mr. Blaine?'

"I'll let you know," Blainetold him, "when | get my hands on you."

Grant got up from the chair and walked back to the table, following an exaggerated, mocking path
around the stretched-out Blaine. He picked up the bottle and had another dug.

"Y ou won't get your handson me," he said, "because in just another minute I'm going to shove you
into the transo over there and back you go to Fishhook."

He took another drink and set the bottle back.

"I don't know what you done," he said. "I don't know why they want you. But | got my orders.

He hdf lifted the bottle, then thought better of it. He shoved it back to the center of thetable. He



walked forward and stood towering over Blaine.

There was another picture, of another planet, and there was athing that walked along what might
have been aroad. The thing was nothing such as Blaine had ever seen before. It looked something like a
walking cactus, but it was not a cactus and there was every doubt that it was vegetable. But neither the
creature nor the road were too sgnificant. What was significant was that following at the creature's hedls,
gamboling awvkwardly along the could-be road, were ahaf dozen of the robes.

Hunting dogs, thought Blaine. The cactus was a hunter and these were his hunting dogs. Or hewasa
trapper and these things were his traps. Robes, domesticated from that other jungle planet, perhaps
picked up by some space-going trader, tough enough to survive stellar radiation, and brought to this
planet to be bartered for something el se of value.

Perhaps, Blaine thought wildly, it was from this very planet that the robe now wrapped about him had
been found and taken back to Fishhook.

There was something e se pounding in his brain--some sort of phrase, avery dien phrase, perhapsa
phrase from the cactus language. It was barbarousin its twisting of the tongue and it made no sense, but
as Grant stooped with his hands outstretched to lift him, Blaine shouted out the phrase with al his
drength.

And as he shouted, the robe came loose. It no longer held him. Blainerolled, with a powerful twist of
body, against the legs of the man who was bending over him.

Grant went over, face forward on the floor, with aroar of rage. Blaine, clawing hisway to his hands
and knees, broke free and lunged to hisfeet out beyond the table.

Grant swvarmed off the floor. Blood dripped dowly from hisnose whereit had struck against the
boards. One hand was raw with blood oozing from the knuckles where his hand had scraped.

Hetook aquick step forward and his face was twisted with a double fear--the fear of aman who
could free himsdlf from the clutches of the robe, the fear of having failed hisjob.

Then he lunged, head lowered, arms outthrust, fingers spread, driving straight for Blaine. He was big
and powerful and he was driven by an utter desperation that made him doubly dangerous since he would
be cardless of any danger to himsdlf.

Blaine pivoted to one side--not quite far enough. One of Grant's outstretched hands caught at his
shoulder, dipped off it, the fingers dragging, clawing wildly, and closing on Blaines shirt. The cloth held
momentarily throwing Blaine off balance, then the fabric parted and ripped |oose with alow-pitched
screeching.

Grant swung around, then flung forward once again, asnarl risng in histhroat. Blaine, hishedsdug
into the floor, brought hisfist up fast, felt the jolt of it hitting bone and flesh, sensed the shiver that went
through Grant's body as the big man staggered back.

Blaine swung again and yet again, following Grant, blows that started from his knees and landed with
an impact that made his arm adead thing from the e bow down--blows that shook and staggered Grant
and drove him back, ruthlessy and relentlessly.

It was not anger that drove Blaine, athough there was anger in him, nor fear, nor confidence, but a
plain and smplelogic that thiswas hisonly chance, that he had to finish the man in front of him or himself
be finished.

He had gotten in one lucky blow and he must never stop. No rough-and-tumble fighter, he would
lose everything held gained if he let Grant regain hisbaance, if he ever gave him achanceto rush him
again or land asolid blow.

Grant tottered blindly, hands clawing frantically at the air, groggy with the blows. Deliberately,
mercilesdy, Blaineamed at the chin.

The blow smacked hollowly, and Grant's head snapped back, pivoting to one side. His body became
alimp thing without any bone or muscle that folded in upon itsdf. Grant dumped and hit the floor, lying
likearag doll robbed of itsinner strength of sawdust.

Blainelet hisarmsfdl to hisside. He felt the stinging of the cuts across his knuckles and the deed,
dull ache that went through his punished muscles.

A faint surprise ran through him--that he should have been able to do athing like this; that he, with his



own two figts, should have beaten this big brute of aman into a bloody pulp.

Hed got in the first good blow and that had been nothing but pure and smple luck. And he had
found the key that unlocked the robe and had that been a piece of luck aswell?

He thought about it and he knew that it had not been luck, that it had been good and solid
information plucked from thefile of facts dumped into hisbrain when the cregture on that planet five
thousand light years distant had traded minds with him. The phrase had been a command to the robeto
oet its clutches off whatever it had trgpped. Sometimein its mental wanderings across unimagined space,
the Pinkness had soaked up awondrous amount of information about the cactus people. And out of this
incredible junk hegp of miscellaneous facts the terribly discerning brain that belonged to humankind had
been able to sdlect the one undistinguished fact which at a given moment had high surviva vaue.

Blaine stood and stared at Grant and there was still no movement in the man.

And what did he do now? Blaine wondered.

He got out of here, of course, as quickly as he could. For injust alittle while someone from Fishhook
would be stepping from the transo, wondering why he had not been delivered, all nestly trussed and
gentle.

Hewould run again, of course, Blainetold himsdf with bitterness. Running was the one thing he could
do redly well. HEd been running now for weeks on end and there seemed no end to it.

Someday, he knew, he would have to stop the running. Somewhere he'd have to make a stand, for
the salvation of his salf-respect if for no other reason.

But that time had not yet come. Tonight held run again, but thistime held run with purpose. Thisnight
held gain something for the running.

Heturned to get the bottle off the table and as he moved, he bumped into the robe, which was
humping dowly on thefloor. He kicked it savagely and it skidded weeakly, dmost wetly, into alumpinthe
fireplace corner.

Blaine grabbed the bottle in hisfist and went across the room to the pile of goods stacked in the
warehouse section.

Hefound abale of goods and prodded it and it was soft and dry. He poured the contents of the
bottle over it, then threw the bottle back into the corner of the room.

Back at the fireplace, helifted the screen away, found the shovel and scooped up flaming coas. He
dumped the coa's on top the liquor-wetted goods, then flung the shovel from him and stepped back.

Little blue flameslicked aong the bale. They spread and grew. They crackled.

It wasdl right, Blaine knew.

Given five good minutes and the place would be in flames. The warehouse would be an inferno and
thereld be nothing that could stop it. The transo would buckle and melt down, and the trail to Fishhook
would be closed.

He bent and grasped the collar of Grant's shirt and tugged him to the door. He opened the door and
hauled the man out into the yard, some thirty feet distant from the building.

Grant groaned and tried to get to hands and knees, then collapsed upon the ground again. Blaine
bent and tugged him another ten feet along the ground and let loose of him. Grant muttered and thrashed,
but he was too beaten to get up.

Blainewaked to the dlley and stood for aminute, watching. The windows of the Post werefilling
very satisfactorily with the red of roaring flames.

Blaine turned and padded softly down the aley.

Now, hetold himsdf, would be a splendid time to make acal on Finn. In just alittle while the town
would be agog with the burning of the Post and the police much too busy and officiousto bother with a
man out on the sireet in violation of the curfew.

TWENTY-SX

A group of people were standing on the hotel steps, looking at the fire, which roared into the



nighttime sky just two blocks away. They paid Blaine no notice. There was no sign of police.

"Some more reefer business," said one man to another.

The other nodded. ™Y ou wonder how their mindswork," he said. "They'll go and trade therein the
daytime, then sneak back and burn the place at night."

"l swear to God," said the first man, "I don't see why Fishhook put up with it. They needn't Smply
gtand and takeit."

"Fishhook doesn't care," the other told him. "1 spent five yearsin Fishhook. | tell you, the placeis
welrd."

Newsmen, Blainetold himself. A hotel crammed full of newsmen come to cover what Finn would say
tomorrow. He looked at the man who had spent five yearsin Fishhook, but he did not recognize him.

Blaine went up the steps and into the empty lobby. Hejammed hisfistsinto hisjacket pockets so that
no one could spot the bruised and bloody knuckles.

The hotd was an old one and its lobby furnishings, he judged, had not been changed for years. The
place was faded and old-fashioned and it had the faint, sour smell of many people who had lived short
hours beneeth its roof.

A few people sat here and there, reading papers or smply Sitting and staring into space, with the
bored look of waiting imprinted on their faces.

Blaine glanced at the clock above the desk and it was 11:30.

He went on past the desk, heading for the elevator and the stairs beyond.

"Shep!"

Blaine spun around.

A man had heaved himsalf out of ahuge leather chair and was lumbering across the |obby toward
him.

Blainewaited until the man came up and al the time there were little insect feet running on hisspine.

The man stuck out hishand.

Blainetook hisright hand from his pocket and showed it to him.

"Fdl down," he said. "Stumbled in the dark.”

The man looked at the hand. ™Y ou better get that washed up,” he said.

"That'swhat | intend to do."

"Y ou know me, don't you?' the man demanded. "Bob Callins. Met you a couple of timesin
Fishhook. Down at the Red Ghost Bar."

"Yes, of course," Blaine said, uncomfortably. "1 know you now. Y ou dipped my mind at first. How
aeyou?'

"Getting dong dl right. Sorethat they pulled me out of Fishhook, but you get all sorts of breaks,
mostly lousy, in this newspaper racket.”

"You're out hereto cover Finn?'

Collins nodded. "How about yoursalf?"

"I'mgoing up to seehim.”

"You'l belucky if you get to see him. He up in 210. Got abig tough bruiser sitting just outside his
door."

"l think hell sseme”

Coallins cocked his head. "Heard you took it on the lam. Just grapevine stuff.”

"You heardit right,” said Blaine.

"You don't look so good,” said Callins. "Don't be offended, but | got an extra buck or two . . ."

Blanelaughed.

"A drink, perhgps?’

"No. | mugt hurry and see Finn."

"Youwith him?'

"Well, not exactly .. ."

"L ook, Shep, we were good pas back there in Fishhook. Can you give me what you know?
Anything at al. Do agood job on this one, they might send me back to Fishhook. There's nothing | want



worse."

Blaine shook hishead.

"Look, Shep, there are dll sorts of rumors. Therewas atruck went off the road down by theriver.
There was something in that truck, something that was terribly important to Finn. He lesked it to the
press. Hed have a sensationa announcement to the press. He had something he wanted usto see.
Therésarumor it'sastar machine. Tell me, Shep, could it be astar machine? No one knowsfor sure.”

"l don't know athing."

Collins moved closer, hisvoice dropping to a husky whigper. "Thisisbig, Shep. If Finn can nail it
down. He thinks he has hold of something that will blow the parries-every single parry, the whole
concept of PK--clear out of the water. Y ou know he's worked for that for years. In arather hateful way,
of course, but he has worked for it for years. He's preached hate up and down the land. He'safirgt-class
rabble-rouser. He needs just this one to cinch his case. Give him agood one now and the entire world
tipsto him. Give him that clincher and theworld will shut itseyesto theway hedid it. They'll be out
howling, out after parry blood."

"You forgot that I'm aparry.”

"So was Lambert Finn--at onetime.”

"Therestoo much hate," Blaine said wearily. "There are too many derogatory labels. The reformers
call the paranormal people parries, and the parries cal the reformersreefers. And you don't give adamn.
Y ou don't care which way it goes. Y ou wouldn't go out and hunt someone to his death. But you'll write
about it. You'll spread the blood across the page. And you don't care where it comesfrom, just soitis
blood.”

"For thelove of God, Shep .. ."

"So | will give you something. Y ou can say that Finn hasn't anything to show, not aword to say. Y ou
can say that heis scared. Y ou can say he stubbed histoe. . . ."

"Shep, you'rekidding me!”

"Hewon't dare show you what hesgot."

"What isit that he'sgot?'

"Something that, if he showed it, would make him out afoal. | tell you, he won't dare to show it.
Tomorrow morning Lambert Finn will be the most frightened man the world has ever known."

"l can't writethat. You know | cant. .. ."

"Tomorrow noon," Blainetold him, "everyonewill bewriting it. If you start right now, you can catch
the last morning editions. Y ou'll scoop the world--if you've got the gutsto do it."

"Y ou're giving me straight dope? Y ou're--"

"Make up your mind," said Blaine. "It'strue, every word of it. It isup to you. Now I've got to get
dong.”

Coallins hesitated. "Thanks, Shep,” he said. "Thanks an awful lot."

Blaineleft him standing there, went past the devator and turned up the sairs.

He came to the second floor and there, at the end of the left-hand corridor aman sat in achair tilted
back againgt thewall.

Blaine paced purposefully down the corridor. As he came closer, the guard tilted forward in his chair
and cameto hisfest.

He put hishand out againgt Blaine's chest.

"Just aminute, miger.”

"It'surgent | seeFinn."

"Heain't seeing no one, mister."

"Youll give him amessage?"

"Not at this hour, | won't."

"Tdl him I'm from Stone."

"But Stone--"

"Jugt tell him I'm from Stone.”

The man stood undecided. Then helet hisarm drop.



"Youwait right here," hesaid. "I'll goinand ask him. Don't try no funny stuff.”

"That'sdl right. I'll wait."

Hewaited, wondering just how smart he wasto wait. In the half-dark, rancid corridor he felt the
ancient doubt. Maybe, hetold himsdlf, he should simply turn around and walk rapidly away.

The man came out.

"Stand 4till," he commanded. "I've got to run you down.”

Expert hands went over Blaine, seeking knife or gun.

The man nodded, satisfied. "Y ou're clean,” he said. "You cango onin. I'll beright outside the door."

"l understand,” Blainetold him.

The guard opened the door, and Blaine went through it. The room was furnished asaliving room.
Beyond it was a bedroom.

There was adesk across the room, and aman stood behind the desk. He was clad in funeral black
with awhite scarf at thisthroat and he wastdl. His face waslong and bony and made one think of a
winter-gaunted horse, but there was a hard, stern purpose to him that was somehow frightening.

Blaine walked steadily forward until he reached the desk.

"YouareFinn," hesad.

"Lambert Finn," said the man in ahollow voice, the tone of an accomplished orator who never can
quite stop being an orator even when at rest.

Blaine brought his hands out of his pockets and rested his knuckles on the desk. He saw Finn looking
at the blood and dirt.

"Your name," said Finn, "is Shepherd Blaineand | know dl about you."

"Including that someday | intend to kill you?"

"Including that," said Finn. "Or at least a suspicion of it."

"But not tonight,” said Blaine, "because | want to see your face tomorrow. | want to seeif you can
takeit aswell asdishit out.”

"And that'swhy you came to see me? That'swhat you haveto tell me?"

"It'safunny thing," Blainetold him, "but at this particular moment, | can think of no other reason. |
actualy can't tell why | bothered to come up.”

"To make abargain, maybe?'

"I hadn't thought of that. There's nothing that | want that you can give me."

"Perhaps not, Mr. Blaine, but you have something that | want. Something for which I'd pay most
handsomdly.”

Blaine gared a him, not answering.

"Y ou werein on the ded with the star machine," said Finn. ™Y ou could provide the ams and motives.
Y ou could connect up the pieces. Y ou could tell the story. It would be good evidence.”

Blaine chuckled a him. ™Y ou had meonce," hesaid. "You let me get away.”

"It wasthat sniveling doctor," Finn said ferocioudy. "He was concerned there would be arumpus and
his hospital would somehow get bad publicity.”

"Y ou should pick your people better, Finn."

Finn growled. "Y ou haven't answered me."

"About the dedl, you mean? It would come high. It would come awfully high.”

"I am prepared to pay,” said Finn. "And you need the money. Y ou are running naked with Fishhook
at your heds"

"Just an hour ago," Blainetold him, "Fishhook had metrussed up for the kill."

"So you got away," Finn said, nodding. "Maybe the next time, too. And the time after that aswell.
But Fishhook never quits. Asthe Situation stands, you haven't got a chance.”

"Me especidly, you mean? Or just anyone? How about yourself?'

"You especidly,” said Finn. Y ou know aHarriet Quimby?'

"Very wel," sad Blaine.

"She" Finnsad, levdly, "isaFishhook spy."

"Youregaring mad" yelled Blaine,



"Stop and think of it," said Finn. "I think you will agree.”

They stood looking at one another across the space of desk, and the sllence was alive thing, athird
presence in the room.

The red thought rose up ingde Blaings brain: Why not kill him now?

For the killing would come easy. He was an easy man to hate. Not on principle alone, but persondly,
clear down to hisguts.

All one had to do wasthink of the hate that rode throughout the land. All one had to do was close
one's eyes and see the dowly turning body, haf masked by the leaves; the deserted camp with the
propped-up quiltsfor shelters and the fish for dinner laid out in the pan; the flame-scarred chimney stark
againg the ky.

He hdf lifted his hands off the table, then put them down again.

Then he did athing quite involuntarily, without thinking of it, without a second's planning or an
ingtant's thought. And even ashe did it, he knew it was not he who did it, but the other one, the lurker in
the skull.

For he could not have done it. He could not have thought of doing it. No human being could.

Blainesad, very camly: "I trade with you my mind."

TWENTY-SEVEN

The moon rode high above the knobby bluffsthat hemmed in theriver valey, and downinthe valley
adisma owl was hooting and chuckling to himself in between the hoots. The chuckling of the owl carried
clearly in the sharp night air that held the hint of frogt.

Blaine halted at the edge of the clump of scraggly cedars that hugged the ground like gnarled and
bent old men, and stood tense and listening. But there was nothing except the chuckling of the owl and
thefaint sound of the stubborn leaves till clinging to a cottonwood downhill from him, and another sound
so faint that one wondered if one redlly heard it--the remote and faery murmur which was the voice of the
mighty river flowing stolidly below the face of the moonlit bluffs.

Blainelowered himsdlf and squatted close againgt the ground, huddling against the tumbled darkness
of the cowering cedars and told himself again that there was no follower, that no one hunted him. Not
Fishhook, for with the burning of the Post the way to Fishhook was temporarily closed. And not Lambert
Finn. Right at this moment, Finn would be the last to hunt him.

Blaine squatted there, remembering, without atrace of pity in him, thelook that had comeinto Finn's
eyes when held traded minds with him--the glassy stare of terror at thisimpertinent defilement, at this
deliberate befoulment of the mighty preacher and greet prophet who had cloaked his hate with amantle
that was not quite religion, but as closeto it as Finn had dared to pushit.

"What have you done!" held cried in cold and stony horror. "What have you doneto me!”

For he had felt the biting chill of dienness and the great inhumanity and held tasted of the hatred that
camefrom Blane himsdf.

"Thing!" Blaine had told him. "Y ou're nothing but athing! Y oure no longer Finn. Y ou're only partly
human. Y ou are apart of me and a part of something that | found five thousand light-years out. And |
hope you chokeonit.”

Finn had opened up his mouth, then had closed it like atrap.

"Now | must leave," Blaine had said to him, "and just so there's no misunderstanding, perhapsyou
should come dong. With an arm about my shoulder asif we were long-lost brothers. Y oull talk to me
like avaued and an ancient friend, for if you fail to do this, I'll manage to make it known exactly what
you are.”

Finn had hestated.

"Exactly whet you are," said Blaine again. "With al of those reporters hearing every word | say.”

That had been enough for Finn--more than enough for him.

For here was aman, thought Blaine, who could not afford to be attainted with any magic mumbo



jumbo even if it worked. Here was the Strait-laced, ruthless, stone-jawed reformer who thought of
himself asthe guardian of the mord vaues of the entire human race and there must be no hint of scandd,
no whisper of suspicion.

So the two of them had gone down the corridor and down the stairs and across the lobby, armin
arm, and talking, with the reporters watching them as they walked aong.

They'd gone down into the street, with the burning Post il red againgt the sky, and had walked
aong the sdewalk, asif they moved aside for somefind word.

Then Blaine had dipped into an dley and had run, heading toward the east, toward theriver bluffs.

And here hewas, he thought, on the lam again, and without a single plan--just running once again.
Although, in between his runnings, he'd struck ablow or two--he'd stopped Finnin histracks. Hed
robbed him of hishorrible example of the perfidy of the parriesand of the danger in them; he had diluted
amind that never again, no matter what Finn did, could be as narrow and as egomaniac asit had been
before.

He sguatted listening, and the night was empty except for the river and the owl and the leaves on the
cottonwood.

He came dowly to hisfeet and as he did there was another sound, a howling that had the sound of
teeth init, and for an ingtant he stood parayzed and cold. Out of the centuries the sound struck a chord
of involuntary fear--out of the caves and beyond the cavesto that other day when man had lived in terror
of thenight.

It was adog, hetold himsdlf, or perhaps a prairie wolf. For there were no werewolves. He knew
there were no werewolves.

And yet therewas an ingtinct he barely could fight down--the instinct to run, madly and without
reason, seeking for ashdter, for any kind of shelter, against the davering danger that loped across the
moonlight.

He stood, tensed, waiting for the howl again, but it did not come again. His body |oosened up,
knotted muscle and tangled nerve, and he was dmost himself again.

Hewould haverun, heredized, if he had believed, if hed even haf-bdieved. It was an easy
thing--first to believe and then to run. And that was what made men like Finn so dangerous. They were
working on ahuman ingtinct that lay just beneath the skin--the ingstinct of fear, and after fear, of hate.

Heleft the clump of cedar and walked carefully along the bluff. The footing, he had learned, was
tricky in the moonlight. There were rocks, haf-hidden, that rolled beneeth the foot, shadow-hidden holes
and humpsthat were ankle traps.

He thought again of the one thing that bothered him--that had bothered him ever since that moment
he had talked with Finn.

Harriet Quimby, Finn had said, was aFishhook spy.

And that was wrong, of course, for it had been Harriet who had helped him escape from Fishhook.

And yet--she had been with him in that town where he had been nearly hanged. She had been with
him while Stone was being killed. She had been with him when héld gone into the highway shed and there
been trapped by Rand.

Hethrugt the catal og of thoughts back into his mind, but they would not stay there. They kept
creeping out to plague him.

It wasridiculous. Harriet was no spy. She was atopnotch news hen and adamn good pal to have
and she was capable and cool and hard. She could be, Blaine admitted to himself, agood spy if she only
wanted to--but it was alien to her nature. There was no subterfugein her.

The bluff broke into asteep ravine that went plunging down toward theriver and on thelip of it wasa
smal clump of twisted trees.

Blaine waked around to the lower side of the clump and sat down on the ground.

Below him theriver surged along, the blackness of its waters flecked with slver, and the frost of the
river valey blacker than the river, while the bluffs marched up on either sdelike slver, humpbacked
ghosts.

The owl had fdlen slent, but the murmur of theriver had grown louder now and if onelistened



closdly he could hear the gurgle of the water asit swept around the sand bars and forced itsliquid way
through the tree that had toppled from the bank and hung there, its roots still anchored, itstopknot in the
water.

Thiswould not, thought Blaine, be abad place to stop the night. Hed have no quilt or blanket, but
the treeswould shelter him and hide him. And he'd be safer than held been anyplace this day.

He crawled back into the thicket that grew underneath the trees and rooted out anest. Therewasa
stone or two to move, there was a broken branch to be pushed out of the way. Fedling in the darkness,
he scraped apile of leavestogether and it was not until he'd done dl thisthat he thought of rattlesnakes.
Although, hetold himself, the season was a bit too late for many rattlesnakes.

He curled himsdlf into aball atop the pile of leaves and it was not as comfortable as he had hoped it
might be. But it was passable and he'd spend not too many hours here. The sun would soon be up.

Helay quietly in the dark, and the happenings of the day began their remorsaess march across his
screen of consciousness-amental summing up that he tried to put astop to, but with no success.

Relentlesdly, the endlessreds ran on, snatches and impressions of aday that had been full, and
charged with the unredlism of dl post-mortern mental reviews.

If he could only stop them somehow, if he could think of something else.

And there was something e se--the mind of Lambert Finn. Gingerly he dug downintoit and it hit him
intheface, acold, unrdenting tangle of hate and fear and plotting that writhed like apail of worms. And
in the center of the mass, stark horror--the horror of that other planet which had turned its human viewer
into ascreaming maniac who had come surging up out of his star machine with drooling mouth and staring
eyes and fingers hooked like claws.

It was repulsive and obscene. It was bleak and raw. It was everything that was the opposite of
humanity. It gibbered and it squawled and howled. It leered with an dien death's-head. There was
nothing clear or clean; there was no detail, but an overriding sense of abysmal evil.

Blaine jerked away with ascream exploding in his brain, and the scream wiped out the central core
of horror.

But there was another thought--an incongruous, fleeting thought.

The thought of Halloween.

Blaine grabbed tight hold of it, fighting to keep the core of dien horror from being added to the
footage of the endlessfilm.

Halloween--the soft October night with the thin layers of leaf smoke floating in the street, lighted by
the street lamps or the great full moon which hung just above the naked tree tops, larger than one ever
had remembered it, asif it might have drawn alittle closer to the Earth to spy on al the fun. The high,
ghrill, childish voicesrang aong the street and there was the continual patter of little racing feet asthe
goblin bands made their merry round, shrieking with delight or calling back and forth. The lights above
the doorswere dl turned on in genid invitation to the trick-or-treaters, and the shrouded figures came
and went, clutching bags which bulged the bigger and the heavier asthe evening passed.

Blaine could remember it in detail--almogt asif it were only yesterday and he was ahappy child
running in thetown. But it was, in actudlity, he thought, very long ago.

It was before the terror had grown foul and thick--when the magic still was afading fad and there il
wasfuninit and Haloween was happy. And parents had no fear of their children being out at night.

Today such aHalloween would be unthinkable. Now Halloween was atime for the double-barring
of the doors, of the tight-stuffed chimney, of the extra-potent hex sign nailed above thelintdl.

It was too bad, he thought. It had been such alot of fun. There had been that night he and Charlie
Jones had rigged up thetick-tack beside Old Man Chandler's window and the old man had come roaring
out in Smulated anger with ashotgun in his hand and they had got out of there so fast they'd fell into the
ditch back of the Lewishouse.

And there had been that other time--and that other time--hanging to it hard so he could think of
nothing else.



TWENTY-EIGHT

He woke cramped and cold and confused, not remembering where he was. For the branches
intertwined above him and were like nothing he'd ever seen before. He lay with his body aching from
rough ground and the cold, staring at the branches, and dowly the knowledge soaked into him--who he
was and where.

Andwhy.

And the thought of Halloween.

He sat bolt upright and bumped his head upon the branches.

For now there was more than just the thought of Halloween.

There was the plot of Halloween!

He sat cold and frozen, while the fury and the fear raged ingde of him.

It was diabolic and so Smple--it was the very kind of gambit aman like Lambert Finn would plan.

It was something that could not be alowed to happen. For if it did, anew ondaught of public
animosity would be roused againgt the parries and once the fierce reaction had worn off, thered be new
restrictive laws. Although the laws might not be needed, for it might set off a pogrom that would wipe out
thousands of the parries. Such aplan of Haloween would result in astorm of public outrage such asthe
world had seldom known.

There was just one chance, he knew. He had to get to Hamilton, for it was the nearest place where
he could find some help. Surdly the folks of Hamilton would help him, for Hamilton was aparry village
that lived by suffrance aone. If athing like this should happen, then Hamilton would die.

And Halloween, unless he had lost count, was the day after tomorrow. No, that waswrong, for this
was tomorrow. Starting now, there were just two daysto stop it.

He crawled out of the thicket and saw that the sun was no more than a handsbreadth above the
eagtern hills. There was a sharp, clean tang in the morning air, and the doping bluff ran smooth, with the
blond of sun-cured grass, down to the brown flood of the river. He shivered in the chill and best his
hands together to try to get them warm.

Hamilton would be north dong theriver, for The Plainsman motel had been on the road that ran north
from Belmont, and Hamilton, from there, had been only amile or two away.

He went angling down the dope, and the movement of his body drove away the chill. The climbing
sun seemed to gather strength and there was more warmth init.

He reached a sand bar that ran out into the river and walked out on it. The water was brown with
sand and clay and it rumbled angrily asit swirled around the sand bar'send.

Blaine walked to the edge of the bar and squatted down. He put down cupped hands and dipped,
and the trapped water came up roiled with sand. He raised the cupped hands to his face and drank and
the water had a dark brown taste--the taste of silted clay and of ancient vegetation. When he closed his
mouth, histeeth gritted on the sand.

But it waswater. It was wet. He dipped and drank again, the water running through hisfingers, no
matter how tightly pressed together, leaving little for histhroat.

He squaited in the stillness and sensed the londliness and peace, asif this moment might be no later
than the next day after the world had first been made--asif the earth lay new and clean and there'd been
asyet no timeto build up the historic backlog of worry and of greed and of dl the other thingswhich
plagued the race of Man.

A splash broke the silence and he rose swiftly to hisfeet. There was nothing to be seen, either on the
shore or on theriver itsdlf or the willow idand which lay just beyond the sand bar. An animd, he thought.
A mink or muskrat, an otter or abeaver, or perhaps afish.

The splash came again, and a boat nosed around the idand and came toward the bar. In its stern sat
aman muffled in acloak, swinging the paddle with an awkwardness that was embarrassing to watch. The
bow was raised out of the water by the weight of the man and the canted outboard motor fastened to the
gern.

Theboat came lumbering around and there was something hauntingly familiar in the man who swung



the paddle. Somewhere, sometime, Blaine knew, he had met this man; somehow their lives had touched.

He walked out into the shallows and grabbed the bow asthe craft drew close and dragged it onto
the sand.

"God bewith you," said the boatman. "And how are you thismorning?"

"Father Hanagan!" cried Blaine.

Theold priest grinned, avery human, amost sunny grin.

"You," Blanetold him, "are very far from home."

"l go," said Father FHlanagan, "where the good Lord sendsme."”

He reached forward and patted the seat in front of him. "Why don't you come and sit awhile?" he
invited. "God forgive me, but I'm dl beat up and weary."

Blaine pulled the boat up harder on the sand and got into it. He took the seet the priest had patted
and held out his hand. Father Flanagan took it in both his arthritis-crippled but very gentle paws.

"It'sgood to see you, Father."

"And|," the Father told him, "am covered with confusion. For | must confessthat I've been following
you."

"It would seem to me," Blaine said, haf amused, half frightened, "that aman of your persuasion might
find better thingsto do.”

The priest put Blaine's hand away, not forgetting to give it aplacid pat.

"Ah, my son," he said, "but that isit. There can be, for me, no better occupation than keeping on your
trail.”

"I'm sorry, Father. | don't quite understand.”

Father Flanagan leaned forward, capping each of hiskneeswith acrippled fist.

"Itisimportant,” he said, "that you understand. Y ou will listen carefully. Y ou will not get angry. Y oulll
let mehavemy time."

"Mod certanly,” said Blaine.

"Y ou have heard, perhaps,”" said Father Flanagan, "that Holy Mother Churchisinflexibleand rigid,
that she clingsto old custom and to ancient thought, that she changes dowly if she changesat dl. That the
Church is stern and dogmatized and--"

"I'veheard dl thet," said Blaine.

"But it isnot true. The Church ismodern and it changes. If it had been opposed to change, God save
us, it would not have endured in dll its greatnessand its glory. It is not swayed by the winds of public
utterance, it can stand against the groundswell of changing human mores. But it does adapt, athough it
does so dowly. But that downessis because it must be very sure.™

"Father, you can't mean--"

"But | do. | asked you, if you will remember, if you were awarlock and you thought it very funny. . .

"Of coursel did."

"It was abasic question,” said Father Flanagan, "amuch too smple question, purposaly made smple
s0 it could be answered with ayes or no."

"I'll answer once again, then. | am not awarlock.”

The old priest Sighed. "Y ou pers<t,” he complained, "in making thetelling of what | haveto tell you
vey difficult.”

"Go ahead," said Blaine. "I'll restrain mysdif.”

"The Church must know," said Father Flanagan, "whether parakineticsis atrue human ability or if it
may be magic. One day, perhaps many yearsfrom now, it must make aruling. It must take astand asit
historically has taken positions on al mora values through the centuries. It is no secret that a committee
of theologians have had the matter under study. . . ."

"And you?' asked Blaine.

"l am only one of many who has been assigned an investigatory role. We smply gather evidence
whichin duetimewill come under the scrutiny of the theologians.”

"And | am part of your evidence."



Father Hanagan nodded solemnly.

"Therésonething | fal to undersand,” said Blaine, "and that iswhy your faith should have any
doubtsat dl. Y ou have your miracles, completely documented. And what, | ask you, are miraclesif they
don't involve PK? Somewhere in the universe human power and divine power must link. Here may be
your bridge."

"Youredly believethis, son?'

"I'mnot ardligico. .. ."

"I know you're not. Y ou told me you were not. But answer me: Isthiswhat you believe?’

"I rather think itis.”

"I do not know," said Father Flanagan, "if | can quite agree with you. Theideahasthe smell of
heresy. But that's neither here nor there. The point isthat theré's a certain strangenessin you, a
strangeness|I've not found in any of the others.”

"I'm haf dien," Blainetold him bitterly. "No other man has ever been given that digtinction. Y ou talk
not only with me, but with abeing not remotely human--abeing that Sits on aplanet five thousand light
yearsdigtant. He haslived amillion years or more: Hell live another million or maybe more than that. He
sends out hismind to visit other planetsand heisavery londy being for dl hisvigting. Timeisno mysery
to him. | doubt there's very much that is. And al he knows | know and can put to better use than
he--when | get thetime, if | ever get thetime, to get it al dug out and labeled and stacked aong the
shdvesingdemy bran."

The priest drew his breath in dowly. "I thought it might be something of that sort.”

"So do your job," said Blaine. "Get out the holy water. Sprinkle mewith it and I'll go up in a puff of
dirty smoke."

"You mistake me," said Father Flanagan. ™Y ou mistake my purpose. And my attitude. If thereisno
evil in the power that sent you to the star's, then there can be no more than incidenta evil in what you may
absorb there.”

One crippled hand reached out and grasped Blain€'s arm in a crushing grip which one would have
swvorn was not within its strength.

"Y ou have agreat power,” said the priest, "and great knowledge. Y ou have an obligation to useit for
the glory of God and the good of al mankind. I, afeeble voice, charge you with that burden and that
responsibility. It isnot often that such aload is put upon one man. Y ou must not waste it, son. Y ou must
not use it wrongly. Nor can you smply let it lie on falow ground, it was given to you--perhaps by the
intervention of some divine power neither of us can understand for a purpose neither of us know. Such
things, | am certain, do not come about by pure happenstance.”

"Thefinger of God," said Blaine, meaning to jest, but not quite able to make a proper jest, sorry that
he'd said it as soon as the words were out.

"Thefinger of God," said Father Hanagan, "laid upon your heart.”

"I did not ask for it," said Blaine. "If anyone had asked me, | would have told them no.”

"Tell meabout it," said Father Hanagan. "From the very sart. Asafavor to me.”

"Inreturn for afavor of your own."

"And what isthat?" asked Father Flanagan.

"Y ou say you followed me. How could you follow me?!

"Why, blessyour soul," said Father FHanagan. "' thought you might have guessed. You see, | am one
of you. I'm aquite efficient hounder."

TWENTY-NINE

Hamilton dreamed beside theriver. It had a certain hazy qudity and the mellowness of old river
towns, for al that it was new. Above it rose the tawny hills and below the hills the checkered fields that
came up to the town. Lazy morning smoke rose from the chimneys, and each picketed fence had inits
corner aclump of hollyhocks.



"It looks a peaceful place," said Father Flanagan. ™Y ou know what you are doing?

Blaine nodded. "And you, Father? What about yourself?"

"Thereisan abbey down theriver. | will bewelcomethere.”

"And I'll seeyou again.”

"Perhaps. I'll be going back to my border town. I'll be alonely picket on the borderland of
Fishhook."

"Watching for otherswho may be coming through?'

The priest nodded. He cut the motor's speed and turned the boat for shore. It grated gently on the
sand and pebbles, and Blaine jJumped out of it.

Father Flanagan raised his face toward the western sky and sniffed. "Thereisweather making," he
declared, looking like ahound-dog snuffling acold trail. "I can smell the edge of it."

Blaine waked back through water that came up to hisankles and held out his hand.

"Thanksfor thelift," he said. "It would have been tough waking. And it saved alot of time."

"Good-by, my son. God go with you."

Blaine pushed the boat out into the water. The priest speeded up the motor and swept the boat
around. Blaine stood watching as he headed down the stream. Father Flanagan lifted hishand in alast
farewel|, and Blaine waved back.

Then he waded from the water and took the path up to the village.

He came up to the street and he knew it to be home. Not his home, not the home he once had
known, no home he'd ever dreamed of, but home for all the world. It had the peace and surety, the
camness of the spirit, the feel of mental comfort--the sort of place aman could settle down and livein,
merely counting off the days, taking each day asit came and the fullness of it, without athought of future.

There was no one on the street, which was flanked by trim, neat houses, but he could fed them
looking a him from out the windows of each house--not pying on him or sugpicious of him, but watching
with akindly interest.

A dog came from one of the yards—-a sad and lovely hound--and went dong with him, walking by his
sdein good companionship.

He cameto a cross-street and to the left was a small group of business houses. A group of men were
Sitting on the steps of what he took to be agenera store.

He and the hound turned up the street and walked until they came up to the group. The men sat
slently and looked at him.

"Good morning, gentlemen,” he said. "Can any of you tell mewhere| can find aman named
Andrews?'

They were slent for another heartbest, then one of them said: "I'm Andrews."

"l want to talk with you,"” said Blaine.

"Sit down,"” said Andrews, "and talk to al of us"

"My nameis Shepherd Blaine."

"We know who you are," said Andrews. "We knew when the boat pulled into shore."

"Yes, of course” said Blaine. "'l should have redized.”

"Thisman," Andrews said, "is Thomas Jackson and over thereis Johnson Carter and the other one of
usisErnieHllis"

"l anglad," said Blaine, "to know each one of you."

"Sit down," said Thomas Jackson. "Y ou have cometo tell us something.”

Jackson moved over to make room for him, and Blaine sat down between him and Andrews.

"Hrg of dl," sad Blaine, "maybe | should tell you that I'm afugitive from Fishhook."

"Weknow alittle of you,” Andrewstold him. "My daughter met you severa nightsago. Y ou were
with aman named Riley. Then only last night we brought a dead friend of yours here--"

"He's buried on the hill," said Jackson. "We held arather hasty funeral for him, but at least afuneral.
Y ou see, he was not unknown to us."

"Thank you, gr," said Blaine.

"Last night, dso,” said Andrews, "there was some sort of ruckus going on in Belmont--"



"We're not too happy with such goings-on,” said Carter, interrupting. "We're too apt to become
involved."

"I'm sorry if that'sthe case," Blainetold them. "I'm afraid I'm bringing you more trouble. Y ou know of
aman named Fnn."

They nodded.

" talked with Finn last night. | found out something from him. Something he had no intention, | might
add, of ever tdling me"

They waited.

"Tomorrow night isHaloween," said Blaine. "It's set to happen then.”

He saw them stiffen and went quickly on: "Somehow or other--1'm not just sure how he managed to
achieveit--Finn has set up a sort of feeble underground among the paranormal people. None of them,
naturaly, know that he's behind it. They view it asa sort of pseudopatriotic movement, a sort of cultura
protest movement. Not too successful or extensive, but it would not have to be extensive. All that he
needsisto create afew incidents--afew horrible examples. For that is how heworks, using horrible
examplesto whip up the public frenzy.

"And thisunderground of his, working through the teenage paranormals, has arranged a series of PK
demondtrations on the night of Halloween. A chance, they've been told, to demonstrate paranormal
powers. A chance, perhaps, to pay off some old scores. God knows, there must be old scores a-plenty
that need some paying off."

He stopped and looked around at their stricken faces. ™Y ou redlize what a dozen of these
demondtrations--adozen in the entire world, given the kind of publicity Finn intendsto give them--would
do to theimagination of the norma population.”

"It would not be adozen,” Andrews said, quietly. "Worldwide, it might be ahundred or even severa
hundreds. The morning after they'd sweep us off the earth.”

Carter leaned forward, intently. "How did you find thisout?" he asked. "Finn would not have told you
unlessyou wereinwith him."

"| traded mindswith him,"” said Blaine. "It'satechnique | picked up among the stars. | gavehima
pattern of my mind and took in exchange aduplicate of his. A sort of carbon copy business. | can't
explainit to you, but it can be done.”

"Finn," said Andrews, "won' thank you for this. Y ours must be amost disturbing mind to haveinsde
hishead."

"Hewas quite upset,” said Blaine.

"Thesekids," said Carter. "They would make like witches. They would burst open doors. They
would whisk carsto another place. Smdl buildings would be upset and demolished. Voices and wailings
would be heard.”

"That'stheideg," Blainetold him. "Just like an old-fashioned, hdll-raising Haloween. But to the
victimsit would not be merely mischief. It would be al the forces of the ancient darknesslet |loose upon
the world. It would be goblins and ghosts and werewolves. On its surface it would be bad enough, but in
the imagination of the victimsit would grow out of adl proportion. Therewould be, by morning, guts
strung aong the fence and men with their throats dashed ragged and girl children carried off. Not here,
not where it was being told, but aways somewhere else. And the people would believe. They'd believe
everything they heard."

"But dill," said Jackson, "you can't criticize the teen-age parries too harshly if they should want to do
this. | tell you, mister, you can't imagine what they have been through. Snubbed and ostracized. Here, at
the beginning of ther lives, they find barsraised againgt them, fingersleveled at them--"

"I know," Blaine said, "but even so you have got to stop it. There must be away to stopit. Y ou can
use telepathy on the telephone. Somehow or other--"

"A ampledevice" said Andrews. "Although ingenious. Developed about two years ago.”

"Useit then,” said Blaine. "Call everyone you can. Urge the people you talk with to pass the warning
on and the onesthey talk with to pass the warning on. Set up achain of communication--"

Andrews shook his head. "We couldn't reach them all.”



"You cantry,” Blaine shouted.

"Wewill try, of course," said Andrews. "Well do everything we can. Don't think that we're
ungrateful. Very far from that. We thank you. We never can repay you. But--"

"But what?'

"Y ou can't say here," said Jackson. "Finn is hunting you. Fishhook, too, perhaps. And they'll dl
come hereto look. They'll figure you'd run to cover here.”

"My God," yelled Blaine, "I came here--"

"Weare sorry,” Andrewstold him. "We know how you must fed. We could try to hide you out, but
if you werefound--"

"All right, then. Youll let me haveacar."

Andrews shook his head. "Too dangerous. Finn would watch the roads. And they could trace the
regidration. . . ."

"Whet then? The hills?'

Andrews nodded.

"Youll give mefood?!

Jackson got up. "I'll get you grub,” he said.

"And you can come back," said Andrews. "When thisal blows over, well be glad to have you
back."

"Thanksalot," said Blaine.

THIRTY

He sat beneath alone tree that stood on alesser spur of one of the great bluffs and stared out across
theriver. A flock of malards came winging down the valey, ablack line againgt the sky abovethe
eagern hills.

There had been aday, he thought, when this season of the year the sky had been blackened by the
flights that came down from the north, scooting before the first boisterous outriders of the winter storms.
But today there were few of them--shot out, starved out by the drying up of areas which had been their
nesting places.

And oncethisvery land had teemed with buffal o and there had been beaver for the taking in dmost
every stream. Now the buffalo were gone and dmost al the beaver.

Man had wiped them out, dl three of them, the wild fowl, the buffao, the beaver. And many other
things besides.

He sat there thinking of Man's capacity for the wiping out of species-sometimesin hate or fear, at
other timesfor the smplelove of gain.

And this, he knew, was what was about to happen in large measure to the parriesif Finn's plan were
carried out. Back therein Hamilton they would do their best, of course, but would it be enough? They
had thirty-six hoursin which to put together avast network of warning. They could cut down the
incidents, but could they call them off entirely? It ssemed impossible.

Although, he told himsdlf, he should be the last to worry, for they had thrown him out; they had run
him off. His own people, in atown that felt like home, and they had run him off.

Heleaned over and fastened the straps of the knapsack in which Jackson had packed the food. He
lifted and set it and the canteen close beside him.

To the south he could see the distant chimney smoke of Hamilton and even in his half-anger at being
thrown out, he seemed to fedl again that strange sense of home which he had encountered as he walked
its treets. Over the world there must be many such villages as that--ghettos of this|atter-day, where
paranorma people lived as quietly and asinconspicuoudy aswas possble. They were the oneswho
huddled in the corners of the earth, waiting for the day, if it ever came, when their children or their
children's children might be free to walk abroad, equals of the people who still were only normd.

In those villages, he wondered, how much ability and genius might be lying barren, ability and genius



that the world could use but would never know because of the intolerance and hate which was held
againg the very people who were least quaified asthe targets of it.

And the pity of it was that such hate and such intolerance would never have been born, could never
have existed, had it not been for men like Finn--the bigots and the egomaniacs; the harsh, stern Puritans;
the little men who fdlt the need of power to lift them from their smallness.

Therewaslittle moderation in humanity, he thought. It either wasfor you or it was againgt you. There
was little middle ground.

Take science, for example. Science had failed in the dream of space, and science was abum. And
yet, men of science still worked as they had aways worked, for the benefit of al humanity. Solong as
Man might exist, there would be need of science. In Fishhook there were corps of scientists working on
the discoveries and the problems that semmed from the galaxy--and yet science, in the minds of the
masses, was a has-been and a hedl.

But it wastime to go, hetold himself. There was no use staying on. There was no use thinking. He
must be moving on, for there was nothing el se to do. He had sounded the warning and that was dl the
men of Hamilton had alowed.

He'd go up to Pierre and held ask for Harriet at the café with the elk horns nailed above the door.
Perhaps held find some of Stone's men and they might find aplacefor him.

He rose and dung the knapsack and canteen from one shoulder. He stepped out from the tree.

Behind him there was a sudden rustle and he siwung around, short hairsrisng on his neck.

The girl was sttling to earth, feet just above the grass, graceful asabird, beautiful as morning.

Blaine stood watching, caught up in her beauty, for thiswasthefirst time that he'd redlly seen her.
Once before he'd seen her in the pale dash of light from the headlamps of the truck, and once again last
night, but for no more than aminute, in adimly lighted room.

Her feet touched ground and she came toward him.

"l just found out,” shesaid. "I think that it is shameful. After dl, you cametohelpus...."

"It'sO.K.," Blainetold her. "I don't deny it hurts, but | can see their reasoning.”

"They'veworked so hard,” she said, "to keep us quiet, away from dl attention. They havetried to
make adecent life. They can't take any chances."

"l know," said Blaine. "I've seen some who weren't able to make a decent life."

"Usyoung folks are aworry to them. We shouldn't go out halloweening, but there's nothing we can
do. We haveto stay a home so much. And we don't do it often.”

"I'm glad you came out that night,” Blainetold her. "If | hadn't known of you, Harriet and | would
have been trapped with Stone dead upon thefloor. . . ."

"We did what we could for Mr. Stone. We had to hurry and we couldn't be too formal. But
everyoneturned out. He's buried on the hill."

"Y our father told me,"

"We couldn't put up amarker and we couldn't make amound. We cut the sod and put it back
exactly asit was before. No onewould ever know. But dl of us have the place tattooed on our minds."

"Stone and | were friends from long ago."

"In Fishhook?'

Blaine nodded.

"Tdl me about Fishhook, Mr. Blaine."

"Thenameis Shep.”

"Shep, then. Tel me”

"Itisabig place and atdll place (the towers on the hill, the plazas and the walks, the trees and
mighty buildings, the stores and shops and dives, the people. . .)

Shep, why don't they let us come?

Let you come?

There were some of us who wrote them and they sent application blanks. Just application
blanks, that's all. But we filled them out and mailed them. And we never heard.

There are thousands who want to get into Fishhook.



Then why don't they let us come? Why not take all of us? A Fishhook reservation. Where all
the little frightened people can have some peace at last.

Hedidn't answer. He closed hismind to her.

Shep! Shep, what's wrong? Something that | said?

Listen, Anita. Fishhook doesn't want you people. Fishhook isn't what you think it is. It has
changed. It's become a corporation.

But, we have always. . .

| know. | KNOW. I KNOW. It has been the promised land. It has been the ultimate solution.
The never-never land. But it's not like that at all. It isa counting house. It figures loss and profit.
Oh, sure, it will help the world; it will advance mankind. It's theoretically, and even actually, the
greatest thing that ever happened. But it has no kindnessin it, no kinship with the other
paranormals. If we want that promised land, we'll have to work it out ourselves. We have to fight
our own fight, like stopping Finn and his Project Halloween. . . .

That'swhat | came to tell you, really. It isn't working out.

The telephoning . . .

They let two calls get through. Detroit and Chicago. Then we tried New York and the operator
couldn't get New York. Can you imagine that--couldn't get New York. We tried Denver and the
line was out of order. So we got scared and quit. . . .

Quit! You can't quit!

We're using long tellies. We have a few of them. But it's hard to reach their contacts. Thereis
little use for distance telepathy and it's not practiced much.

Blaine stood in adaze.

Couldn't get New York! Lineto Denver out of order!

It wasimpossible that Finn should have such complete control.

Not complete control, Anitatold him. But people spotted in strategic situations. For example,
he probably could sabotage the world's entire communications network. And he has people all the
time watching and monitoring settlements like ours. We don't make one long-distance call a
month. When three came through in fifteen minutes, Finn's people knew there was something
wrong, so they isolated us.

Blaine did the knapsack and canteen off his shoulder, lowered them to the ground.

"I'm going back," he said.

"It would do no good. Y ou couldn't do athing we aren't doing now."

"Of course," said Blaine. "Y ou're very probably right. Thereis one chance, however, if | can get to
Rereintime..."

"Pierrewas where Stone lived?!

"Why, yes. Y ou knew of Stone?'

"Heard of him. That wasdl. A sort of parry Robin Hood. He was working for us."

"If I could contact hisorganization, and I think I can.. . ."

"The womean livesthere, too?"

"Y ou mean Harriet. She's the one who can put mein contact with Stone's group. But she may not be
there. | don't know where sheis.”

"If you could wait till night, afew of uscould fly you up there. It'stoo dangerousin the daytime.
There aretoo many people, evenin aplacelikethis.”

"It can't be more than thirty milesor so. | canwalk it."

"The river would be easier. Can you handle a canoe?!

"Many yearsago. | think I till know how."

"Sdfer, too," Anitasaid. "There's not much traffic on theriver. My cousin has a canoe, just upriver
from the town. I'll show you whereitis."

THIRTY-ONE



The storm snegked in. There was no warning of it except for the gradua graying of the day. At noon
the dow-moving clouds blotted out the sun and by three o'clock the sky was closed in, horizon to
horizon, by afleecy graynessthat seemed less cloud than the curdling of the sky itsdlf.

Blaine bent to his paddle, driving furioudy to eat up the miles. It had been years snce hehad used a
paddle, years since he had done anything approaching strenuous labor. His arms became stiff and numb,
and his shoulders ached, and across the upper back a steel band had settled down and was tightening
with every stroke he took. His hands seemed one vast blister.

But he did not dow his strokes nor the power behind them, for every minute counted. When he got
to Pierre, he knew, he might be unable to locate immediately the group of parries who had worked with
Stone, and even if he found them they might refuse to help him. They might want to confirm hisidentity,
they might want to check his story, they might quite rightly suspect him asaspy for Finn. If Harriet were
there, she could vouch for him, athough he was not sure what her status with the group might be nor
what her word was worth. Nor was he even sure that she would be there.

But it was aladt, long chance. It wasthe fina hope he had and he could not shirk it. He must get to
Ferre, he mugt find the group, he must make them understand the urgency of the Situation.

For if hefailed, it spdlled the end of Hamilton and of dl the other Hamiltonsthat might bein the
world. And it meant aswell the end for the other parries who were not in the Hamiltons, but who lived
out precarious, careful livesin the midst of norma neighbors.

Not al of them, of course, would die. But dl, or nearly al, would be scattered to the winds, to hide
inwhatever socid and economic nooks and crannies they might be able to devise. It would mean that the
parries would lose on aworld-wide basis whatever tacit accommodations or imperfect understandings
they had been able to establish with their normal neighbors. It would mean another generation of dowly
coming back, of regaining, item after painful item, what they would havelogt. It would mean, perhaps,
another fifty yearsto ride out the storm of rage, to await the growth of another generation's tolerance.

And in the long picture that stretched ahead, Blaine could see no sign of help--of either sympathy or
assistance. For Fishhook, the one place that could help, smply would not care. He had gained at least
that much understanding of the Situation from his contact with Kirby Rand.

The thought |eft the taste of bitter ashesin hismind, for it took away the last comfort that he had in dl
the world--the memory of hisdaysin Fishhook. He had loved Fishhook; he had fought againgt hisfleeing
from it; he had regretted that held left it; at times hed wondered if he should not have stayed. But now he
knew that he had stayed too long, that perhaps he never should have joined it--for his place was here,
out herein the bitter world of the other parries. In them, he redlized, lay the hope of developing
paranormd kineticsto their full capacity.

They were the misfits of the world, the outcadts, for they deviated from the norm of humanity as
edtablished through all of history. Y et it was this very deviation which made them the hope of al mankind.
Ordinary human beings--the kind of human beings who had brought the race this far--were not enough
today. The ordinary humans had pushed the culture forward asfar asthey could pushit. It had served its
purposg; it had brought the ordinary human asfar as he could go. Now the race evolved. Now new
abilities had awoke and grown--exactly asthe creatures of the Earth had evolved and specidized and
then evolved again from that first moment when the first feeble spark of life had comeinto being in the
seething chemicd bath of anew and madcap planet.

Twisted brains, the norma people called them; magic people, dwellers of the darkness--and could
anyone say no to this? For each people set its standards for each generation and these standards and
these normswere not set by any universd rule, by no al-encompassing yardstick, but by what anounted
to maority agreement, with the choice arrived at through al the prejudice and bias, dl the faulty thinking
and the ungtable logic to which dl intelligenceis prone.

And he, himsdlf, he wondered--how did hefit into al of this? For his mind, perhaps, was twisted
more than most. He was not even human.

He thought of Hamilton and of Anita Andrews and his heart cried out to both--but could he demand
of any town, of any woman, that he become apart of either?



He bent to the paddle, trying to blot out the thinking that bedeviled him, trying to smother therat race
of questionsthat weretwigting in hisbrain.

Thewind, which had been a gentle breeze no more than an hour before, had shifted and settled
somewhat west of north and had taken on an edge. The surface of the river wasrippled with the driving
wind and on thelong, straight stretches of water there was hint of whitecaps.

The sky came down, pressing on the Earth, ahazy sky that stretched from bluff to bluff, roofing in the
river and shutting out the sun so that birds flew with uneasy twitteringsin the willows, puzzled at the early
fdl of night.

Blaine remembered the old priegt, sitting in the boat and sniffing the sky. There was weather making,
he had said; he could smell the edge of it.

But wesather could not stop him, Blaine thought fiercely, digging at the water frantically with the
paddle. There was nothing that could stop him. No force on Earth could stop him; he couldn't let it stop
him.

Hefdt thefirst wet sting of snow upon hisface and up ahead the river was disappearing in a gredt,
gray curtain that came sweeping downstream toward him. He could hear ditinctly the hissing of the snow
asit struck the water and behind it the hungry moaning of thewind, asif some great anima were running
on atrack, moaning in thefear that it would not catch the thing that ran ahead.

Shore was no more than a hundred yards away, and Blaine knew that he must get there and travel
the rest of the way on foot. For even in his desperate need of speed, in hisfrantic fight with time, he
redlized that he could not continue on theriver.

He twisted the paddle hard to head the canoe for shore and even as he did the wind struck and the
snow closed in and hisworld contracted to an areaonly afew feet in diameter. There was only snow and
the running waves that fled beneath the wind, tossing the canoein a crazy dance. The shore was gone
and the bluffs above it. There was nothing but the water and the wind and snow.

The canoe bucked wildly, spinning, and Blainein an ingtant logt dl sense of direction. In theticking of
asingle second he was lost upon theriver, with not the least idea of where the shore might lie. Helifted
the paddle and laid it across the thwarts, hanging tightly, trying to keep the craft trim asit tossed and
yawed.

Thewind had a sharpness and a chill it had not had before and it struck his sweaty body likeanicy
knife. The snow clotted on his eyebrows, and streams of water came trickling down hisface asit lodged
in hishair and melted.

The canoe danced wildly, running with the waves, and Blaine hung grimly on, logt, not knowing what
to do, overwhelmed by this assault that came roaring down theriver.

Suddenly asnow-shrouded clump of willowsloomed out of the grayness just ahead of him, not more
than twenty feet away, and the canoe was bearing straight toward it.

Blaine only had timeto get set for the crash, crouched above the seet, legs flexed, hands gripping the
rals

The canoetore into the willows with a screeching sound that was muffled by the wind and caught up
and hurled away. The craft hit and drove on into the willow screen, then hung up and dowly tipped,
spilling Blaine out into the water.

Struggling blindly, coughing and sputtering, he gained his feet on the soft and dippery bottom, hanging
tight to the willowsto keep himsdlf erect.

The canoe, he saw, was usdless. A hidden snag had caught its bottom and had ripped along and
jagged tear acrossthe canvas. It wasfilling with water and dowly going down.

Sipping, hdf-fdling, Blainefought hisway through the willow screen to solid ground. And it was not
until heleft the water that he redlized the water had been warm. The wind, striking through the wetness of
his clothes, waslikeamillionicy needles.

Blaine stood shivering, staring a the tangled clump of willowsthat thrashed wildly inthe gale.

He must find a protected spot, he knew. He must start afire. Otherwise, held not last out the night.
He brought hiswrist close up before hisface, and the watch said that it was only four o'clock.

He had, perhaps, another hour of light and in that hour he must find some shelter from the storm and



cold.

He staggered off, following the shore--and suddenly it struck him that he could not start afire. For he
had no matches, or he didn't think he had, and even if he did they would be soaked and useless.
Although, more than likely, he could dry them, so he stopped to look. He searched frantically through all
his sopping pockets. And he had no matches.

He plunged on. If he could find snug shelter, he might be able to survive even with nofire. A hole
beneath the roots of atipped-over tree, perhaps, or a hollow tree into which he could squeeze
himself--any confined space where held be sheltered from the wind, where his body's heat might have a
chanceto partidly dry out his clothing and be held in to warm him.

There were no trees. There was nothing but the everlasting willows, whipping like demented thingsin
the gusty wind.

He stumbled on, dipping and faling, tripping over unseen chunks of driftwood left stranded by high
water. He was covered with mud from hismany fals, his clotheswere freezing tiff, and still he blundered
on. He had to keep on moving; he must find aplacein which to hide; if he stood ill, if hefailed to move,
he would freeze to death.

He stumbled again and pulled himself to his knees and there, at the water's edge, jammed in among
the willows, floated a swamped canoe, rocking heavily in the storm-driven wash of water.

A canoe!

He wiped hisface with amuddy hand to try to clear hisvison.

It was the same canoe, for there would be no other!

It was the canoe held | eft to beat hisway along the shore.

And here hewas, back at it again!

Hefought with his muddled brain to find an answer--and there was an answer, the only answer that
was possible.

Hewastrapped on atiny willow idand!

There was nothing here but willows. There were no honest trees, tipped-over, hollow, or in any other
wise. He had no matches, and even if he had, there was no fuel except the scattered driftwood and not
too much of that.

Histrousers were like boards, frozen stiff and crackling as he bent his knees. Every minute, it seemed
to him, the temperature was dropping--athough there was no way to know; he was too cold to tell.

He came dowly to hisfeet and stood straight, faced into the cutting wind, with the hiss of snow
driving through the willows, with the angry growl of the ssorm-lashed river and thefalling dark, and there
was another answer to a question yet unasked.

He could not live the night on thisidand and there was no way to leaveit. It might be, for dl he
knew, no more than a hundred feet from shore, but even if it were, what difference would it make? Ten
to one he'd belittle better off on shore than he wasright here.

There had to be away, heinssted to himsalf. He could not die on this stinking little dot of redl estate,
thiscrummy littleidand. Not that hislife was worth so much--perhaps not even to himsdf. But hewasthe
one man who could get to Pierre for help.

And that was alaugh. For held never get to Pierre. HEd not get off theidand. In the end, hed smply
stay right where he was and it was more than likely that he'd not be found.

When the spring floods came, hed go down the river with al the other debris that the stream would
collect and carry initsraging torrent.

He turned and went back aways from the water's edge. He found a place where he was partidly
shielded from the wind by the thickness of the willows and ddliberately sat down, with hislegs stuck out
graight before him. He turned up the collar of hisjacket and it was a gesture only, for it did no good. He
folded hisarmstight across his chest and pinched half-frozen hands into the feeble warmth of armpits and
dared straight ahead into the ghostly twilight.

Thiswaswrong, he knew. When aman got caught in afix like this, he kept on the move. He kept the
blood flowing in hisveins. He fought off deep. He beat and flailed hisarms. He samped hisfeet. He
fought to keep dive.



But it was no use, he thought. A man could go through al the misery of the fight and till dieinthe
end.

There must be another way, a better way than that.

A real smart man would think of abetter way than that.

The problem, hetold himsdf, trying to divorce himsdf from the Stuation for the sake of
objectivity--the problem wasto get himsdlf, his body, off thisidand and not only off thisidand, but to a
place of sfety.

But there was no place of safety.

Although suddenly therewas.

Therewas a place that he could go. He could go back to that bright-blue living room where the
Pinkness dwelled.

But no! That would be no better than staying on theidand, for if he went hed only goin mind and
leave hisbody here. When he returned, the body, more than likely, would be unfit for use.

If he could take his body there, it would be dl right.

But he couldn't take his bodly.

And even if he could, it might be very wrong and very likely deedly.

Hetried to recall the data on that distant planet and it had escaped him. So he went digging after it
and hauled it up from the deep recesses where he had buried it and regarded it with horror.

Hed not liveaminuteif he went therein his body!

It was pure and smple poison for hiskind of life.

But there must be other places. There would be other placesif only he could go there--if dl of him
could go there.

He sat hunched againgt the cold and wet and didn't even fed the cold and wet.

He sought the Pinknessin him and he called it and there was no answer.

He called again and yet again and there was no answer. He probed and searched and hunted and he
found no sgn of it and he knew, dmost asif avoice had spoken out and told him, that there was no use
of further call or hunting, for he would not find it. He would never find it now, for hewasapart of it. The
two of them had run together and there was no longer either a Pinkness or ahuman, but some strange
aloy that wasthe two of them.

To go on hunting for it would be like hunting for himsdlf.

Whatever he would do, he must do himself, by the total power of whatever hed become.

There were data and idess, there was knowledge, there was know-how and there was a certain
dirtinessthat was Lambert Finn.

He went down into his mind, into the shelves and pigeon-hales, into the barrels and bins and boxes,
into the still incredible junk hesp that was as yet unsorted, the tangled billions of odds and ends that had
been dumped helter-skelter into him by a helter-skelter being.

Hefound itemsthat startled him and some that disgusted him and othersthat were swell ideas, but
which in no way gpplied to his present problem.

And dl thetime, like some persistent busybody, running underfoot, the mind of Lambert Finn,
unabsorbed as yet, perhaps never to be absorbed but always to remain dodging in and out of corners,
kept getting inthe way.

He pushed it to one sde, he shoved it from his path, he swept it under rugs and he kept on
searching--but the dirty thoughts and concepts and ideas, the thoughts of Finn, the unraveling subject
matter of that core of raging horror from Finn's nightmare of a planet, still kept popping up.

And as, for the hundredth time, he swept the dirtiness away, he caught ahint of what he wanted and
went scrabbling after it--scrabbling after it through al the obscenity and evil of that core of writhing
horror which he had wrested from Finn's mind. For it was there he found it--not in the bright array of
junk he'd inherited from the Pinkness, but in the mass of garbage he had stole away from Finn.

It was an dien knowledge and a crooked, dimy knowledge, and he knew it had its origin on the
planet that had sent Finn home amaniac and ashe held it in his mental hands and saw the way it worked,
how smply it worked, how logical the concepts, he grasped at least a corner of the guilt and fear which



had sent Finn in raging hate up and down the land.

For with thiskind of know-how the starslay open, physicaly open, to dl thelifein the universe. And
to Finn's unbaanced mind that could mean one thing only--that Earth lay open, too. And most specificaly
that it lay open to the planet which had held the knowledge. Not thinking of how other races might make
use of it, not recognizing it asatool the human race could use to its benefit, he'd seen it Smply asabridge
between the place he'd found and the planet he called home. And he had fought with al he had to pull the
old home planet back to isformer smallness, to break its contact with the sars, to starve and strangle
Fishhook by wiping out the parrieswho in the future might be drafted or invited to carry on the work of
Fishhook.

For Finn had reasoned, Blaine thought, with Finn's reasoning an open book before him, that if Earth
stayed obscure and small and attracted no attention, the universe would passit by and it would then be
safe.

But however that might be, he held within his mind the technique to go in body to the sars-and a
way to save hislife.

But now he must find a planet where he could safely go--a planet which would not poison him or
drown him or crush him, a place where he could live.

He dipped again into hismind and there, hauled from the junk heap and neetly catalogued, were
thousands of planets the Pinkness at one time had visited.

He searched and found a hundred different kinds of planets and each one deadly to unprotected
human life. And the horror grew--that with away of going, he could find no planet soon enough whereiit
would be safeto go.

The howling of the storm intruded on him, bresking through the fierce concentration of his search,
and he knew that he was cold--far colder than he'd known. Hetried to move aleg and could barely
moveit. Thewind shrieked at him, mocking, asit went fleeing down theriver and in between the gusts of
wind he could hear the dry, rattling sound of hard snow pellets shotgunning through the willows.

He retreated from the wind and snow and cold, from the shrieking and the rattle--and there was the
planet, the one he had been seeking.

He checked the data twice and it was satisfactory. He tattooed the co-ordinates. He got the picture
in hismind. Then dowly, piece by piece, hefed in the long-hop method--and the sun was warm.

Hewaslying on hisface and beneath him was grass and the smell of grass and earth. The howling of
the storm was gone and there was no réttle in the willows.

Herolled over and sat up.

He held his bregth at what he saw.

Hewasin paradise!

THIRTY-TWO

The sun had passed the midday mark and was danting down the western sky when Blaine came
griding down the bluff above the town of Hamilton, walking in the dush and mud after the first sorm of
the season.

Here he was, he thought, amost too late again--not quite soon enough. For when the sun dipped
behind the horizon All Hallows Eve would Start.

He wondered how many parry centers the folks of Hamilton had been able to contact. And it was
possible, he told himself, that they had done better than anyone could hope. Perhaps they had been
lucky. Perhapsthey'd hit the jackpot.

And he thought of another thing, of the old priest saying: The finger of God Stretched out to touch
your heart.

Someday, he thought, the world would ook back and wonder at the madness of this day--at the
blindness and the folly and the sheer intolerance. Someday there would be vindication. Someday sanity.
Someday the Church in Rome would recognize the paranormal as no practicer of witchcraft, but asthe



natural development of the human race in the grace of God. Someday there would be no socid or
economic barriers between the parry and the normal--if by that time there should be any normals|eft.
Someday there'd be no need of Fishhook. Even, perhaps, someday thereld be no need of Earth.

For he had found the answer. Failing to reach Pierre, he fill had found the answer. He had been
forced (by the finger of God, perhaps?)--he had been forced to find the answer.

It was a better answer than the one that Stone had sought. It was a better technique than even
Fishhook had. For it did away entirely with the concept of machines. It made a human whole and the
measter of himsdlf and of the universe.

He strode on down the bluff and struck thetrail that ran into Hamilton. In the sky afew scattered,
tattered clouds il flew acrossthe vdley, the rearguard of the storm. Pools of melt stood dong the token
roadway and despite the brightness of the sun the wind out of the west had not lost itsteeth.

He plodded up the Street that led to the center of the town and from ablock or two away he could
see them waiting for him in the square before the stores--not just afew as had been the case before, but
acrowd of them. Morethan likdly, hefigured, here was the most of Hamilton.

He walked across the square and the crowd was quiet. He flicked alook at it, searching for Anita,
but he did not see her.

On the steps four men waited, the same four he had met before.

He stopped before them.

"Good afternoon,” he said.

"We heard you coming,” Andrewstold him.

"l didn't get to Pierre" said Blaine. "'l tried to get there to find some help for us. But the storm caught
meontheriver.

Jackson said: "They blocked us on the phone. But we used long tellies. We got through to some of
the other groups and they have spread the word. We don't know how far.”

"Nor how wdll," said Andrews.

"Your tellies till can contact these groups?' asked Blaine.

Andrews nodded.

Jackson said: "Finn's men never showed. And it hasusworried. Finnraninto trouble. . . ."

"They should have showed," said Andrews. "They should have turned usinside out in their hunt for
you."

"Perhaps they don't want to find me."

"Perhaps," Jackson told him coldly, "you're not what you say you are.”

Blainestemper flared. "To hell with you," he shouted. "1 damn near died for you. Go on and save
yoursaves"

Heturned on hished and walked away, with the anger surging in him.

It was not hisfight. Not personally hisfight. No more hisfight than any one of them. But he had made
it his. Because of Stone, because of Rand and Harriet, because of the priest who'd hounded him across
haf the continent, he had tried to make afight of it. And perhaps, aswell, because of something
undefinable, unknown to himsdlf, unsuspected in himsalf--some crazy idedlism, some degp-rooted sense
of justice, some basic aversion to bullies and bigots and reformers.

He had cometo thisvillage with a gift--he had hurried here so he could give it to them. And they had
stood and questioned hisintegrity and purpose.

To hdl with them, he said.

He had been pushed far enough. He would be pushed no further.

There was just one thing left that was worth the doing and he would go and do it and from that
moment on, hetold himsdlf, there would be nothing more that mattered, for him or anyone.

"Shep!"

He kept on walking.

"Shep!"

He stopped and turned around.

Anitawas walking from the crowd.



"No," hesaid.

"But they are not the only ones,” shesad. "There are the rest of us. Wewill listen to you.”

And shewasright, of course.

Therewerethe rest of them.

Anitaand al the rest of them. The women and the children and those other men who were not in
authority. For it was authority that turned men suspicious and stern-faced. Authority and responsibility
which made them not themsealves, but a sort of corporate body that tried to think as a corporate body
rather than a person.

Andinthisaparry or acommunity of parrieswas no different from anorma person or acommunity
of norma persons. Paranorma ability, after dl, did not change the person. It merdly gave him achanceto
become a better person.

"Youfaled," Anitasaid. "We could not expect that you would succeed. Y ou tried and that's enough.”

Hetook a step toward her.

"But | didn't fal," hesad.

They were coming toward him now, dl of them, amass of people waking dowly and silently toward
him. And in front of them walked Anita Andrews.

She reached him and stood in front of him and looked up into hisface.

She kept her voice low. "Where have you been?' she asked. " Some of uswent out and scouted on
the river. We located the canoe.”

He reached out an arm and caught her and swung her to his side and held her tight against him.

"Il tell you," hesad, "in just alittle while. What about these people?!

"They are scared,” she said. "They'll grab a any hope.”

The crowd cameto ahat adozen feet away, and aman in front said: "'Y ou're the man from
Fishhook."

Blaine nodded. "I was from Fishhook. I'm not with them any longer.”

"LikeFAnn?'

"Like Finn," admitted Blaine.

"Like Stone, too," Anitasaid. " Stone was from Fishhook, too."

"You areafraid,” said Blaine. "Y ou're afraid of me and Finn and of the entireworld. But I've found a
place where you'll never need to think of fear again. I've found anew world for you and if you want it, it
isyours"

"What kind of aworld, mister? One of the dien worlds?'

"A world like the best of Earth,” said Blaine. "I'vejust comefrom there. . . ."

"But you came waking down the bluff. We saw you waking down the bluff. . . ."

"Shut up, you foold" Anita screamed. " Give him achanceto tell you.”

"l found away," said Blaine. "l goleaway, cal it what you will--for oneto go to the sarsin both
mind and body. | went out to the starslast night. | came back this morning. No machineis needed. All
you need isalittle understanding.”

"But how can wetd|--"

"You can't," said Blaine."You gamble, that isal.”

"But even Fishhook, mister--"

"Lagt night," Blaine said, dowly, "Fishhook became obsolete. We don't need Fishhook any more.
We can go anywhere we wish. We don't need machines. We just need our minds. And that isthe goal of
al paranorma research. The machineswere never more than just a crutch to help our limping mind. Now
we can throw away that crutch. We have no need for it."

A gaunt-faced woman pushed through the crowd.

"Let'scut out dl thistak," shesaid. ™Y ou say you found a planet?'

"That | did."

"And you can take usthere?"

"No one needs to take you. Y ou can go yoursdlf.”

"You are one of us, young man. Y ou have an honest face. Y ou wouldn't lieto us?'



Blainesmiled. "I wouldnt lieto you."

"Thentdl ushow to go."

Someone cried out: " Can we take some stuff with us?'

Blaine shook his head. "Not much. A mother could take her baby if shehelditin her arms. You
could pack aknapsack and strap it on your back. Y ou could ding a bag across your shoulder. You
could take along a pitchfork and an ax and another tool or two."

A man gtirred out of line and said: "WEell have to go about thisright. Well have to figure out what we
want to take. Well need food and garden seed and some clothesand toals. . . ."

"Y ou can come back for more," said Blaine, "any time you like. There's nothing hard about it."

"Wadl," said the gaunt-faced woman, "let's not be standing here. Let us get about it. Why don't you
tel us, Sr?"

"Therésjust onething,” said Blaine. "Y ou have long tellies here?’

"I'm one of them," the woman told him. "Me and Myrtle over there and Jm back in the crowd and--"

"Y ou'll have to pass the word aong. To as many asyou can. And the ones you passit on to will have
to passit on to others. We have to open the gates to as many aswe can."

The woman nodded. "Y ou just tell it to us.”

Therewas amurmur in the crowd and they al were moving forward, flowing in on Blaineand Anita
to form aring around them.

"All right," said Blaine, "catch on."

Hefdt them catching on, gently closing in upon hismind, dmogt asif they were becoming one with
him.

But that wasn't it at dl, he thought. He was becoming one with them. Here in the circle the many
minds had become one mind. There was one big mind alone and it was warm and human and full of
loving kindness. Therewas a hint of springtimelilac and the smdl of nighttime river fog stedling up the
land and the sense of autumn color when the hills were painted purple by an Indian summer. Therewas
the crackling of awood fire burning on the hearth, and the dog lay there deeping by thefire and the
croon of wind asit crawled aong the eaves. There was a sense of home and friends, of good mornings
and good nights, of the neighbor across the way and the sound of church bellsringing.

He could have stayed there, floating, but he swept it all away.

Here are the co-ordinates of the planet you are going to, hetold them.

He gave them the co-ordinates and repeated them again so thered be no mistake.

And hereis how you do it.

He brought out the dimy aien knowledge and held it for them to see until they became accustomed
to it, then step by step he showed them the technique and the logic, dthough there really was no need, for
once one had seen the body of the knowledge, the technique and the logic became salf-evident.

Then he repeated it again so there'd be no misunderstanding.

The minds drew back from him, and he stood alone with Anitaa hisside.

He saw them staring at him asthey drew away.

What's the matter now? he asked Anita

She shuddered. It was horrible.

Naturally. But I've seen worse.

And that wasit, of course. HE'd seen worse, but these people never had. They'd lived dl their lifeon
Earth; they knew nothing but the Earth. They had never really touched an dien concept, and that was dll
this concept was. It was not redlly asdimy asit seemed. It was only dien. Therewere alot of dien things
that could make one's hair stand up on end whilein their proper dien context they werefairly ordinary.

Will they use it? Blaine asked.

The gaunt-faced woman said to him: | overheard that, young man. It's dirty, but we'll use it.
What elseistherefor usto do?

You can stay here.

Well useit, said the woman.

And you'll passit along?



We'l do the best we can.

They began to move away. They were uneasy and embarrassed asif someone had told aparticularly
dirty joke at the church'sice-cream socid.

And you? Blaine asked Anita.

Sheturned dowly from hissideto face him. You had to do it, Shep. There was no other way. You
never realized how it would seem to them.

No, | never did. I've lived so long with alien things. I'm part alien, really. I'm not entirely
human.

Hush, shesaid. Hush, | know just what you are.

Areyou sure, Anita?

Very sure, shesad.

Hedrew her to him and held her tight against him for amoment, then he held her from him and
peered into her face, seeing the tears that were just behind the smile inside her eyes.

"I haveto leave," hetold her. "Theres onething eseto do.”

"Lambert Hnn?"

He nodded.

"But you can't,” shecried. "You cant!”

"Not what you think," hetold her. "Although, God knows, I'd liketo. I would liketo kill him. Up to
this very moment, that waswhat | had intended.”

"But isit safe--going back like this?"

"l don't know. Well haveto see. | can buy sometime. I'm the only man who can. Finn's afraid of
me"

"Youll need acar?'

"If you can find meone."

"WEell beleaving, probably shortly after dark. Y ou'll be back by then?"

"l don't know," he said.

"You'll come back to go with us? Y ou'll come back to lead us?'

"Anita, | can't promise. Don't try to make me promise.”

"If were gone, you'll follow?"

He only shook his head.

He could give no answer.

THIRTY-THREE

The hotel lobby was quiet and dmost empty. One man was dozing in achair. Another read a paper.
A bored clerk stood behind the desk, staring across the street and snapping his fingers absent-mindedly.

Blaine crossed the lobby and went down the short corridor toward the stairs. The elevator operator
lounged beside the open cage.

"Lift, Sr?" he asked.

"No bother,” Blainetold him. "It'sjust one short flight."

Heturned and started up the stairs and he felt the skin tightening on his back and therewas a
prickling of the hairs at the base of his skull. For he might very well, he knew, be walking straight to
death.

But he had to gamble.

The carpet on the tread muffled hisfootfalls so that he moved up the stairsin silence except for the
nervouswhigtling of hisbreath.

He reached the second floor and it was the same as it had been before. Not athing had changed.
The guard till sat in the chair tilted back againgt thewall. And as Blaine came toward him, hetilted
forward and sat spraddle-legged, waiting.

"You cant goinnow," the guard told Blaine. "He chased everybody out. He said he'd try to deep.”



Blaine nodded. "He had ared tough time."

The guard said, confidentialy: "'l never seen aman hit quite so hard. Who do you figure done it?"

"Some more of thisdamn magic.”

The guard nodded sagdly. " Although he wasn't himsdlf even before it happened. Hewas al right that
first time you saw him, but right after thet, right after you left, he was not himsdf."

"l didn't see any differencein him.”

"Likel told you, hewasal right. He came back al right. An hour or so later | looked in and hewas
gtting in hischair, staring a the door. A funny kind of stare. Asif he maybe hurt insde. And he didn't
even see mewhen | looked. Didn't know that | wasthere until | spoketo him.”

"Maybe hewasthinking."

"Yeah, | suppose. But yesterday was awful. There was dl the crowd here, come to hear him speak,
and dl of them reporters, and they went out to the shed where he had this star machine. . ."

"I wasn't here," said Blaine, "but | heard about it. It must have been quite a shock."

"| thought he'd dieright there," said the guard. "Right there on the spot. He got purplein the face
and--"

"What do you say," suggested Blaine, "if wejust look in? If hesadeep, I'll leave. But if he's il
awake, I'd like aquick word with him. It'sredly quiteimportant.”

"Widll, | guessthat would bedl right. Seeing you're hisfriend."

And that, thought Blaine, wasthefina pay-off in thisfantastic game. Finn had not bresthed aword
about him, for held not dared to breathe aword about him. Finn had let it be presumed that he was a
friend, for such apresumption was ashield for Finn himself. And that was why theréd been no hunt for
him. That was why Finn's hoods had not turned Hamilton insde out in afrantic search for him.

Thiswas the pay-off, then--unlessit was atrap.

Hefdt hismusclestensing and he forced them to relax.

The guard was getting up and fumbling for the key.

"Hey, wait aminute there,” said Blaine. "Y ou'd better shake me down."

The guard grinned a him. "No need of that," he said. "Y ou was clean before. Y ou and Finn went out
of herearm in arm. Hetold me you was an old friend he hadn't seenin years."

He found the key and unlocked the door.

"Il goinfirg," hesaid. "I'll seeif he'sadeep.”

He swung the door open quietly and moved across the threshold, Blaine following close behind.

The guard stopped o abruptly that Blaine bumped into him.

The guard was making funny noises deep insde histhroat.

Blaine put out ahand and pushed him roughly to one sde.

Finnwaslying on thefloor.

And there was about him a strange sense of dienness.

His body wastwisted as if someone had taken it and twisted it beyond the natural ability of abody to
contort itself. Hisface, resting on one cheek, was the visage of aman who had glimpsed the fires of hell
and had smelled the stench of bodies that burned eterndly. His black clothing had an obscene shinein the
light from the lamp that stood beside a chair not far from the body. There was awide blot of darknessin
the carpeting about his head and chest. And there was the horror of athroat that had been dashed wide
open.

The guard still was standing to one side of the door and the noisesin histhroat had changed to
gagging Noises.

Blainewalked close to Finn and there, beside the out-flung hand, was the instrument of death--an
old-fashioned, straight-edge razor that should have been safely tucked away in amuseum.

Now, Blaine knew, al hope was gone. There could be no bargain made. For Lambert Finn was
beyond al bargaining.

To the very last the man had stayed in character, had remained his harsh, stern self. No easy way for
him, but the toughest way of dl for aman to take hislife.

But even 50, Blaine thought, staring in chilled horror at the red gash in the throat, there had been no



need to do the job so thoroughly, to keep on dashing with the razor even as he died.

Only aman of hate would do that, aman insane with the hate of sdlf--aman who despised and
loathed what he had become.

Unclean--unclean with an dien mind inside his antiseptic skull. A thing like that would drive aman
like Finn to degth; afastidious fanatic who could become obsessed with his salf-conceived ideaof a
perfect state could not live with nor survive the disorderly enigmaof an dien mind.

Blaineturned on his hed and walked out of the room. In the corridor the guard wasin a corner,
doubled over, retching.

"You stay here," Blainetold him. "I'll call the cops.”

The man turned around. His eyes were glazed with horror. He wiped feebly at his chin.

"My God," hesaid, "l ask you, did you ever see amess--"

"Sit down," said Blaine, "and takeit easy. I'll beright back.”

Although he wouldn't be. Now was the time to blow. He needed time and held get alittle time. For
the guard was too shaken to do anything for quite alittlewhile.

But as soon as the news was known, al hell was bound to bresk.

God help the parry, Blaine thought, who is caught this night! He went swiftly down the corridor and
ran down the sairs. The lobby till was empty and he set out acrossit briskly.

As he reached the door, it came open suddenly and someone came through it, walking briskly, too.

A purse clattered to the floor, and Blaine's hands reached out to steady the woman who had come
through the doorway.

Harriet! Get out of here! Get out!

My purse!

He stooped to scoop it up and as he lifted it, the catch came open and something black and heavy
fell. Hisfree hand snapped at it and had it and he worked it back along his palm so that it was hidden.

Harriet had turned around and was going out the door. Blaine hurried after her and caught her by the
elbow, urging her dong.

He reached his car and stooped to open the door. He pushed her to the sest.

But, Shep, my car isjust a block--

No time. We're getting out of here.

He ran around the car and got in. He jerked it from the curb and out into the Street. Moving far more
dowly than he wanted, he eased it down the block, turned at the intersection, heading for the highway.

Just ahead stood the gutted structure of the Trading Post. He had been holding the pursein hislap
and now he gaveit to her.

"How about the gun?"' he asked.

"l wasgoing to kill him," she shouted. "I was going to shoot him dead.”

"No need to do that now. Heis aready dead."

She turned toward him quickly.

"You"

"Well, now, | guessthat you could say so0."

"But, Shep, you know. Y ou ether killed him or you--"

"All right,” hesaid. "l killed him."

And it wasno lie. No matter by what hand Lambert Finn had died, he, Shepherd Blaine, had killed
him.

"l had reason to," he said. "But you?"

"He had Godfrey killed. That itsdlf would have been enough.”

"Y ou wereinlovewith Godfrey."

"Yes, | suppose | was. He was such agreat guy, Shep.”

"l know how great hewas. We were friendsin Fishhook."

"It hurts," said Harriet. "Oh, Shep, how it hurts!”

"Andthat night .. ."

"Therewas no timefor tears” she said. "Therés never timefor tears.”



"You knew about dl this. . ."

"For along time. It was my job to know."

He reached the highway and turned down it, back toward Hamilton. The sun had set. Twilight had
crept across the land and in the east one star was twinkling, just above the prairie.

"And now?" he asked.

"Now | haveastory. Asmuch of it as| ever can.”

"Y ou're going to writeit. Will your paper runit?'

"l don't know," shesaid. "But | haveto writeit. Y ou understand that | have to writeit. I'm going to
New York. . .."

"Wrong," hesaid. "You're going to Fishhook. Not by car. From the nearest airport. . . ."

"But, Shep--"

"It'snot safe,” Blainetold her. "Not for anyone who hasthe faintest hint of parry. Even minor
telepaths, likeyou."

"l can't doit, Shep. I--"

"Ligten, Harriet. Finn had set up a Halloween outbreak by the parries, asort of counterintelligence
move. The other parries, when they learned about it, tried to stop it. They did stop part of it, but | don't
know to what extent. Whatever happenswill be happening tonight. He would have used the outbreak to
step up intolerance, to trigger rigid legidation. There would have been some violence, of course, but that
was not, by and large, Finn's purpose. But now, with Finndead . . ."

Harriet drew in her breath. "They'll wipe usout,” she said.

"They'll do their best. But thereisaway. . . ."

"Knowing this, you il killed Finn!"

"Look, Harrigt, | didn't redly kill him. I went to bargain with him. | found away to take the parries
off Earth. | was going to promise to clean every parry off the Earth, clean out of hisway, if held hold off
his dogsfor aweek or two. . . ."

"But you sad you killed him."

"Maybe," said Blaine, "I better fill you in. So when you cometo write your story you can writeit al.”

THIRTY-FOUR

Hamilton was sllent and so empty you could fed the emptiness.

Blaine stopped the car in the square and got out of it. Not alight was showing, and the soft sound of
theriver came clearly to hisears.

"They aregone,”" he said.

Harriet got out of the car and came around it to stand beside him.

"All right, pa," she said. "Get onto your horse."

He shook his heed.

"But you haveto go. Y ou haveto follow them. Y ou belong with them.”

"Someday," said Blaine. "Someday, years from now. There's still work to do. Therell be pockets of
parriesal up and down the land. Fearful and in hiding. | have to search them out. | have to save as many
asl can."

"Youll never liveto do it. You'l be aspecid target. Finn'smenwill never rest. . . ."

"If the pressure getstoo bad, I'll go. I'm no hero, Harriet. Basicdlly, I'm acoward.”

"You'll promisethat?' she asked.

"Of course. Cross my heart. And you're going back to Fishhook. Y ou'll be safein Fishhook. Straight
totheairport upin Pierre”

She turned and went back to the car, started to get in, then turned back again.

"But you'll need the car.”

He chuckled. "If | need one, theresavillage full of cars. | can pick the one | want. They couldn't
takether cars.”



She got behind the wheel and turned her head to say good-by.

"Onething," said Blaine. "What happened to you when | wasin the shed?"

Her laughter had a sharpnessto it. "When Rand drove up, | pulled out. | went to get some help. |
figured | should get on the phone to Pierre. There'd been men up there who'd helped us.”

"BUt

"The police stopped me and threw meinto jail. They let me out the morning after, and I've been
looking for you since.”

"Stout gdl," he said, and there was afaint throbbing in the air--anoise from far away.

Blaine stiffened, listening. The noise grew louder, deeper--the sound of many cars.

"Quick," hesaid. "Nolights. Sant acrossthe bluff. Youll hit the road up north."

" Shep, what's got into you?"

"That noise you hear iscars. A posse coming here. They know that Finn is dead.”

"You, Shep?'

"Il bedl right. Get going."

She started the motor.

"Beseaeingyou,” shesad.

"Get moving, Harriet! And thanksalot. Thanksfor everything. Tell Charline hello.”

"Good-by, Shep," she said, and the car was moving, swinging in acircle to head up astreet that led
toward the bluff.

Shell makeit dl right, hetold himsdf. Anyone who could drive those blind mountains out of
Fishhook would have no trouble here.

"Good-by, Harriet,” he had said. "Tell Charline hello.” And why had he said that? he wondered. A
hail and farewd | to the old life, more than likely--areaching out to touch hands with the past. Although
thered be no past in Fishhook. Charline would go on having parties, and the most peculiar people would
continue showing up without having been invited. For Fishhook was a glamour and a glitter and aghost.
Without knowing it, Fishhook now was dead. And it was a pity. For Fishhook had been one of the
greatest, one of the giddiest, one of the gladdest things that had ever happened to the human race.

He stood lonely in the square and listened to the furious sound of the coming cars. Far to the west he
saw the flashing of their lights. A chill breeze came off the river and tugged at histrouser legs and jacket
deeves

All over the world, he thought. All over the world tonight thereld be screaming cars and the davering
mobs and the running people.

He put his hand into ajacket pocket and felt the shape and the weight of the gun that had fallen from
Harriet's purse. Hisfingers closed around it--but that, he thought, was not the way to fight them.

There was another way to fight them, along-range way to fight them. 1solate them and strangle them
intheir own mediocrity. Give them what they wanted--a planet full of people who were merely norma. A
planet full of people who could huddle here and rot--never knowing space, never getting to the sars,
never going anyplace or doing anything. Like aman who rocked away hislife Sitting in arocking chair on
aporch of somelittle dying town.

Without recruits from outside, Fishhook itself would fater in another hundred years, cometo adead
stop within still another hundred. For the parries on the other planets would recruit from Fishhook even
as they winnowed through the world to rescue their own kind.

But it wouldn't matter in another hundred years, for the human race would then be safe on the other
planets, building the kind of life and the kind of culture they'd been denied upon the Earth.

He started to move across the square, heading toward the bluffs. For he must be out of town, or
nearly out of town, before the cars camein.

And he was, he knew, on alonely path once more. But not so lonely now, for now he had a
purpose. A purpose, hetold himself with a sudden flickering of pride, he had hewn out himself.

He straightened his shoulders againgt the chillness of the wind and moved abit more briskly. For
there was work to do. A lot of work to do.

Something moved in the shadow of the trees off to the I eft, and Blaine, catching the movement with



one corner of hismind, wheded swiftly.

The movement came toward him, dowly, just abit uncertainly.

"Shep?"

"Anita" hecried. "Youlittlefool! Anital"

She came running from the darknessand wasin hisarms.

"I wouldn't go," shesaid. "I wouldn't go without you. | knew you would come back.”

He crushed her to him and bent to kiss her and there was nothing in the world, nothing in the
universe, but the two of them. There was blood and lilacs and the shining star and the wind upon the
hilltop and the two of them and that was dl therewas.

Except the screaming of the cars as they came tearing down the road.

Blaine jerked away from her. "Run!" he cried. "Y ou must, Anital™

"Likethewind," shesad.

They ran.

"Up the bluff,” shesaid. "There'sacar up there. | took it up as soon asit got dark.”

Hafway up the bluff they stopped and looked back.

Thefirgt flames were beginning to run in the huddled blackness of the village, and screams of futile
rage came drifting up the dope. Gunfire rattled hollowly, torn by the wind.

"They're shooting a shadows," said Anita. "Thereis nothing down there. Not even dogs or cats. The
kidstook them dong.”

But in many other villages, thought Blaine, in many other places, there would be more than shadows.
There would be fire and gunsmoke and the knotted rope and the bloody knife. And there might be as
well the pattering of rapid feet and the dark shapein the sky and ahowling on the hills.

"Anita," he asked, "are there redly werewolves?

"Yes" shetold him. "Y our werewolves are down there."

And that was right, he thought. The darkness of the mind, the bleakness of the thought, the
shalowness of purpose. These were the werewolves of the world.

The two of them turned their backs upon the village and headed up the dope.

Behind them the flames of hate grew taler, hotter. But ahead, above the bluff top, the distant stars
glowed with certain promise.



