"Stick your left armstraight forward, Samm
said Folly.

He stretched his arm out.

"I can sense it!" «cried Folly.
"Now wi ggl e your fingers!"
Sanm wi ggl ed t hem

Finsternis said nothing, but both of them caught fromhis mnd, riding

clear and wi se beside them a "sense of the situation." H s "sense of

the situation" could be sumed up in the one-word conment, which he did
not need to utter: "Foolishness!"

"It is not foolishness, Finsternis," cried Folly.

"Here are the three of us, riding enpty space millions of kiloneters
from nowhere. We were people once, Earth people fromdd Earth itself.
It is foolish to remenber what we used to be? | was a wonman once. A
beautiful woman. Now I'mthis this thing, bent on a m ssion of nurder
and destruction. | used to have hands nyself, real hands. |Is it wong
for me to enjoy |ooking at Samm s hands now and then? To think of the
past which all three of us have |eft behind."

Finsternis did not answer; his mnd was bl ank to both of them There
was not hi ng but space around them not even much space dust, and the
bl ui sh i ght ofLinschoten XV straight ahead.

Fromthe third planet of that star they could occasionally hear the
cackl e and gabbl e of the man-eaters.

Once again Folly cried to Finsternis,

"I's that so wong, that | should enjoy |ooking at a hand? Sanmm has
wel | - shaped hands. | was a person once, and so were you. Did | ever
tell you that | was a beautiful wonan once?"

She had been a beautiful woman once and now she was the control of a
smal | spaceship which fled across enptiness with two grotesque
conpani ons.

She was now a ship only el even neters |ong and shaped roughly like an
ancient dirigible. Finsternis was a perfect cube, fifty meters to the
si de,

packed with machi nery which could bl ank out a sun and contain its
pl anets until they froze to icy, perpetual death. Sammwas a nman, but
he was a man of flexible steel, two hundred nmeters high

He was designed to wal k on any kind of planet, with any kind of
i nhabitant, with any kind of chemistry or any kind of gravity. He was
designed to bring antagoni sts, whonever they m ght be, the nessage of

t he power of man. The power of man . . . followed by terror, followed
i f necessary by death. |If Sanm failed, Finsternis had the further
power of bl ocking out the sun, Linschoten XV. |If either or both

failed. Folly had the job of adjusting themso that they could win. If
they had no chance of wi nning, she then had the task of destroying
Finsternis and Sanm and then herself.



Their instructions were clear: "You will not, you will not under any
ci rcunstances return

You wi Il not under any conditions turn back toward Earth. You are too
dangerous to cone anywhere near Earth, ever again. You may live if you
wi sh. |f you can. But you must not repeat not conme back. You have

your duty. You asked for it. Now you have it. Do not come back. Your
forms fit your duty. You will do your duty."

Folly had becone a tiny ship, cramred with m niaturized equiprent.
Finsternis had becone a cube bl acker than darkness itself.

Samm had become a man, but a man different from any which had ever been
seen on Earth. He had a netal body, copied fromthe human form down to
the last detail. That way the enem es, whoever they might be, would be
given a terrible glinpse of the human shape, the human voice. Two
hundred neters high he stood, strong and solid enough to fly through
space with nothing but the jets on his belt.

The Instrumentality had designed all three of them Designed them
wel I .

Designed themto neet the crazy nenace out beyond the stars, a menace
whi ch gave no clue to its technology or origin, but which responded to
the signal "man" with the counter-signal, "gabble cackle! eat, eat!
man, nman! good to eat! cackle gabble!

eat, eat!"
That was enough.

The Instrumentality took steps. And the three of themthe ship, the
cube, and the nmetal giant sped between the stars to conquer, to
terrorize, or to destroy the nmenace which lived on the third planet of
Li nschoten XV. O, if needful, to put out that particular sun

Fol ly, who had becone a ship, was the nost volatile of the three.

She had been a beautiful woman once.

"You were a beautiful woman once," Sanm had sai d, some years before.

"How did you end up beconing a ship?"
"I killed nyself," said Folly.

"That's why | took this nane Folly. | had a long |ife ahead of ne, but
I killed myself and they brought me back at the last mnute. \Wen I
found out | was still alive, | volunteered for sonething adventurous,
dangerous. They gave nme this. Well, | asked for it, didn't 1?"

"You asked for it," said Sammgravely. Qut in the mddle of nothing,
surrounded by a trenendous | ot of nowhere, courtesy was still the

| ubri cant which governed human rel ati onships. The two of them observed
courtesy and ki ndness toward one anot her



Sonetimes they threwin a bit of hunor, too

Finsternis did not take part in their talk or their conpanionship. He
did not even verbalize his answers. He nmerely let them know his sense
of the situation and this tinme, as in all other tines, his response
was

"Negative. No operation needed. Conmunication nonfunctional. Not
needed here. Silence, please. | kill suns. That is all | do. M
part is ny business. Al mne." This was comunicated in a single

terrible thought, so that Folly and Sanm stopped trying to bring
Finsternis into the conversations which they started up, every
subj ective century or so, and continued for years at a tine.

Finsternis nerely noved along with them several kilonmeters away, but
well within their range of awareness. But as far as conmpany was
concerned, Finsternis mght as well not have been there at all

Samm went on with the conversation, the conversation which they had had
so many hundreds of tines since the plano form ship had di scharged them
"near" Linschoten XV and left themto nmake the rest of their way al one.
(I'f the nmenace were really a nenace, and if it were intelligent, the
Instrunentality had no intention of letting an actual plano form ship
fall within the powers of a strange formof |ife which night well be
hypnotic in its conbat capacities. Hence the ship, the cube, and the

gi ant were launched into nornmal space at high velocity, equipped with
jets to correct their courses, and left to make their own way to the
danger.) Samm said, as he always did,

"You were a beautiful woman.
Folly, but you wanted to die. Wy?"

"Why do people ever want to die, Sam? It's the power in us, the
vitality which makes us want so nuch. Life always trenbles on the edge

of disappointment. If we hadn't been vital and greedy and lustful and
yearning, if we hadn't had big thoughts and wanted bi gger ones, we
woul d have stayed animals, like all the little things back on Earth.

It's strong life that

brings us so close to death. W can't stand the beauty of it, the
nearness of the things we want, the renoteness of the things that we
can have. You and nme and Finsternis, now, we're nonsters riding out
between the stars. And yet we're happi er now than we were when we were

back among people. | was a beautiful wonman, but there were specific
things which | wanted. | wanted themnyself. | alone. For nme. Only
for me.

When | couldn't have them | wanted to die. |If | had been stupider or
happier I mght have lived on. But | didn't. | was ne intensely ne.
So here | am | don't even know whether | have a body or not, inside

this ship. They' ve got me all hooked up to the sensors and the viewers
and the conputers.

Sonetimes | think that | may be a lovely woman still, with a real body
hi dden somewhere inside this ship, waiting to step out and to be a
person again. And you, Sanm don't you want to tell ne about yourself?
Samm SAMM That's no nane for an actual person Superordinated Alien
Measuring and Mastery device. Wat were you before they gave you that



bi g body? At least you still look Iike a person. You're not a ship,
i ke ne."

"My name doesn't matter, Folly, and if | told it to you, you woul dn't
know it. You never knewit."

"How woul dn't | know?" she cried.

"I"ve never told you nmy nane either, so perhaps we did know each ot her
back on A d Earth when we were still people.™

"I can tell something," said Sanm "fromthe shape of words, fromthe
ring of thoughts, even when we're not out here in nothing. You were a
| ady, perhaps high-born. You were truly beautiful. You were really
inmportant. And | | was a technician. A good one. | did ny work and
loved nmy famly, and ny wife and | were happy with every child which
the Lords gave us for adoption. But ny wife died first. And after a
while ny children, ny wonderful boy and ny two beautiful, intelligent
girls my own children, they couldn't stand nme anynore. They didn't
like ne. Perhaps | tal ked too much.

Per haps | gave themtoo nuch advice. Perhaps | reminded them of their
nmot her, who was dead. | don't know. | won't ever know

They didn't want to see me. Qut of nanners, they sent ne cards on ny
birthday. Qut of sheer formal courtesy, they called on ne sonetines.
Now and then one of them wanted sonething. Then they came to ne, but
it was always just to get something. It took me a long tinme to figure
out, but | hadn't done anything. It wasn't what | had done or hadn't
done. They just plain didn't like me. You know the songs and the
operas and the stories, Folly, you know themall."

"Not all of them" thought Folly gently, "not all of them
Just a few thousand."

"Did you ever see one," cried Samm his thoughts ringing fiercely
agai nst her mnd, "did you ever see a single one about a rejected
fat her?

They're all about nmen and wonen, |ove and sex, but | can tell you that
rejection hurts even when you don't ask anything of your |oved ones but
their conmpany and their happi ness and their sinple genuine sniles. \Wen
| knew that my children had no use for nme, | had no use for me either
The Instrumentality cane along with this warning, and | volunteered."

"But you're all right now, Samm" said Folly gently.

"I"'ma ship and you are a netal giant, but we're off doing work which
is important for all mankind. W' |l have adventures together. Even

bl ack and grunbly here," she added, neaning Finsternis, "can't keep us
fromthe excitenment of conpanionship or the hope of danger. W're
doi ng somet hi ng wonderful and inportant and exciting. Do you know what
| would do if | had my life again, ny ordinary life with skin and
toenails and hair and things |ike that?"

"What ?" asked Samm know ng the answer perfectly well fromthe
hundreds of times they had touched on this point.



"I'"d take baths. Hundreds and hundreds of them over again.

Showers and dips in cold pools and soaks in hot bathtubs and rinses and
nore showers. And | would do my hair, over and over again, thousands
of different ways. And | would put on lipstick, in the nobst outrageous
colors, even if nobody saw me, except for ny own self |ooking in the
mrror. Now | can hardly remenber what it used to be to be dry or wet.
I"'min this ship and | see the ship and I do not really knowif I ama
person or not any nore."

Samm st ayed qui et, know ng what she woul d say next.
"Samm what woul d you do?" Folly asked.
"Swim" he said.

"Then swm Samm swinml Swimfor ne in the space between the stars.
You still have a body and | don't, but |I can watch you and | can sense
you swi nmmi ng out here in the nothing at-all."

Sanmm began to swima huge Australian crawl, dipping his face to the
edge of the water as if there were water there. The gestures made no
difference in his real notion, since they were all of themin the fast
trajectory conputed for themfromthe point where they left the
Instrunmentality's ship and started out in normal space for the star
listed as Linschoten XV.

This time, something very sudden happened, and it happened strangely.
From the dark gl oony silence of the cube, Finsternis, there cane an
articulate cry, called forth in clear human speech: Stop it! Stop
nmovi ng right now. | attack

Both Samm and Folly had instrunents built into them so they could read
space around them The instrunents, quickly scanned, showed not hi ng.

Yet Folly felt odd, as though something had gone very wong in her
shi p-sel f, which had seemed so netal, so reliable, so inalterable.

She threw a thought of inquiry at Sanmm and i nstead got anot her comand
fromFinsternis. Don't think.

[l

Samm fl oated |i ke a dead man in his gargantuan body.

Folly drifted like a fruit beside his hand.

At last there cane words from Finsternis: "You can think now, if you
want to. You can chatter at each other again. |'mthrough."

Samm t hought at him and the thought-pattern was troubl ed and
conf used.

"\What happened? | felt as though the inmaculate grid of space had been
pi nched together in a tight fold. | felt you do sonmething, and then
there was silence around us again."

"Tal king," said Finsternis, "is not operational and it is not required
of me. But there are only three of us here, so | mght as well tel



you what happened. Can you hear ne, Folly?"
"Yes," she said, weakly.

"Are we on course," asked Finsternis, "for the third pl anet
of Li nschot en XVv?"

Fol | y paused while checking all her instruments, which were nore
conplicated and refined than those carried by the other two, since she
was the maintenance unit.

"Yes," said she at | ast.

"W are exactly on course. | don't know what happened, if anything did
happen. "

"Somnet hi ng happened, all right," said Finsternis, with the gratified
savagery of a person whose qui ck-and-cruel nature is rewarded only by

nmeeting and overcomng hostility in real life.
"Was it a space dragon, like they used to neet on the old, old
shi ps?"

"No, nothing like that," said Finsternis, conmmunicative for once, since
this was sonething operational to tal k about.

"It doesn't even seemto be in this space at all. Sonething just rises
up anmong us, like a volcano com ng out of solid space. Something
violent and wild and alive. Do you two still have eyes?"

"Seeing devices for the ordinary light band?" asked Samm

"Of course we do!" said Finsternis.

"I will try to fix it so that you will have a visible input."

There was a sharp pause from Finsternis.

The voi ce cane again, with rmuch strain.

"Do not do anything. Do not try to help me. Just watch. [If it wins,
destroy me quickly. It might try to capture us and get back to Earth.
" Folly felt like telling Finsternis that this was unnecessary, since
t he

first notion toward return would trigger destruction devices which had
been built into each of the three of them beyond reach, beyond
detection, beyond awareness. Wen the Instrunentality said,

"Do not cone back," the Instrunmentality nmeant it.

She sai d not hi ng.

She wat ched Finsternis instead.

Sonet hi ng began to happen

It was very odd.

Space itself seened to rip and | eak



In the visible band, the intruder |ooked Iike a fountain of water being
thrown randomy to and fro.

But the intruder was not water.

In the visible light-band, it glowed like wild fire rising froma

shi mering colum of blue ice. Here in space there was nothing to
burn, nothing to nmake light: she knew that Finsternis was translating
un resol vabl e phenonena into |ight.

She sensed Samm novi ng one of his giant fists uncontrollably, in a
hel pl ess, childish gesture of protest.

She herself did nothing but watch, as alertly and passively as she
coul d.

Nevert hel ess, she felt wenched. This was no material phenonenon. It
was wild unformed life, intruding out of sone other proportion of
space, seeking material on which to inpose its vitality, its frenzy,
its identity. She could see Finsternis as a solid black cube, darker
than mere darkness, drifting right into the colum. She watched the
si des of Finsternis.

On the earlier part of the trip, since they had |left the people and the
pl ano form ship and had been discharged in a fast trajectory toward

Li nschoten XV, Finsternis' side had seenmed |like dull nmetal, slightly
burni shed, so that Folly had to brush himlightly with radar to get a
clear imge of him

Now hi s sides had changed.

They had becone as soft and thick as vel vet.

The strange vol cano-fountain did not seemto have much in the way of
sensing devices. It paid no attention to Sammor to herself. The dark
cube attracted it, as a shaft of sunlight night attract a baby or as
the rustle of paper might draw the attention of a kitten

Wth a slight twist of its vitality and direction, the whole colum of
burni ng, living brightness plunged upon Finsternis, plunged and burned
out and went in and was seen no nore.

Finsternis' voice, clear and cheerful, sounded out to both of them
"I't's gone now. "

"What happened to it?" asked Sanm

"I ate it," said Finsternis.

"You what?" cried Folly.

"I ate it,’
bef or e.

said Finsternis. He was talking nore than he ever had

"At least, that's the only way | can describe it. This machine they
gave me or made nme into or whatever they did, it's really rather good
It's powerful. | can feel it absorbing things, taking themin, taking



them apart, putting them away.

It's something like eating used to be when I was a person. That wld
thing attacked me, wapped me up, devoured nme. Al | did was to take
it in, and nowit's gone. | feel sort of full. | suppose ny nmachines
are sorting out sanples of it to send away to rendezvous points in
little rockets. | know that | have sixteen snall rockets inside ne,
and | can feel two of themgetting ready to nove. Neither one of you
coul d have done what | do. | was built to absorb whole suns if
necessary, break them down, freeze them down, change their nol ecul ar
structure, and shoot their vitality off in one big useless blast on the
radi o spectrum You couldn't do anything like that, Samm even if you
do have arns and |l egs and a head and a voice if we ever get into an

at nosphere for you to use it in. You couldn't do what | have just
done. Folly."

"You're good," said Folly, with enphasis. But she added: "I can repair
you. "

Oovi ously offended, Finsternis withdrew into his silence.
Samm said to Folly,

"How nuch further to destination?"

Said Folly pronptly,

"Seventy-nine earth years, four nmonths and three days, six hours and
two minutes, but you know how little that nmeans out here. It could
seemlike a single afternoon or it could feel to us |like a thousand
l'ifetines.

Ti me doesn't work very well for us."
"How did Earth ever find this place, anyhow?" asked Samm

"AIl I knowis that it was two very strong tel e paths working together
on the planet Mzzer. An ex-dictator named Casher O Neill and an
ex-Lady nanmed Celalta. They were doing a bit of ps ionic astronony and
suddenly this signal came in strong and clear. You know that tele
paths can catch directions very accurately. Even over inmense

di stances. And they can get empotions, too. But they are not very good
at actual images or things. Sonebody el se checked it out for them™

"Mmm" said Samtm He had heard all this before. Qut of sheer
boredom he went back to swi nmm ng vigorously. The body m ght not
really be his, but it made himfeel good to exercise it.

Besi des, he knew that Folly watched himwi th pleasure great pleasure,
and a little bit of envy.

Casher O Neill and the Lady Celalta had finished with making | ove. They
had lain with their bodies tired and their mnds clear, relaxed. They
had stretched out on a bl anket just above the big gushing spring

Three to a Gven Star which was the source of the NNnth Nile. Both
tele paths they could hear a bird-couple quarreling inside a tree, the
mal e bird commanding the female to get out and get to work and the
femal e answering by dropping deeper and deeper into a fretful and
irritable sleep.



The Lady Cel alta had whi spered a thought to her |over and master,
Casher O

"Neill.
"To the stars?"

"The stars?" thought he with a grunble. They were both strong tele
pat hs He had been inprinted, in sone nysterious way, with the greatest
tel e path-hypnotist of all time, the Honorabl e Agatha Madigan. In the
Lady Celalta he had a conpanion worthy of his final talents, a natura
tele path who could herself reach not only all of Mner but sone of the
nearer stars. \When they teamed up together, as she now proposed, they
could plunge into dusty infinities of depth and bring back feelings or

i mges whi ch no Go-Captain had ever found with his ship.

He sat up with a grunt of assent.

She | ooked at him fondly, possessively, her dark eyes alight with
al ertness, happi ness, and adventure.

"Can | |lift?" she asked, alnost tinidly.

When two tel e paths worked together, one cleared the vision for both of
themas far as their conbined minds could reach and then the other
sprang, with enornous effort, as far and as fast as possible toward any
target which presented itself. They had found strange things,

someti nes beautiful or dramatic ones, by this method.

Casher was al ready drinking enormous gul ps of air, filling his |ungs,
hol ding his breath, letting go with a gasp, and then inhaling deeply
and slowy again. In this way he re oxygenated his brain very

t horoughly for the huge effort of a telepathic dive into the renote
depth of space. He did not even speak to her, nor did he tele path a
word to her; he was conserving his strength for a good junp.

He nerely nodded to her

The Lady Cel alta, too, began the deep breathing, but she seened to need
it less than did Casher.

They were both sitting up, side by side, breathing deeply.

The cool night sands of Mner were around them the harm ess gurgle of
the Ninth Nile was beside them the bright star-cluttered sky of M ner
was above them

Her hand reached out and took hold of his. She squeezed his hand. He
| ooked at her and nodded to her again.

Wthin his mnd. Mner and its entire solar system seened to burst
into flame with a new kind of light. The radiance of Celalta's nind
trailed off unevenly in different directions, but there, alnost 2 off
t he pol e of

Mner's ecliptic, he felt something wild and strange, a kind of being
whi ch he had never sensed before. Using Celalta 's mnd as a base, he
let his mind dive for it.



The di stance of the plunge left themboth dizzy, sitting on the quiet
ni ght sands of Mner. It seened to both of themthat the m nd of man
had never reached so far before.

The reality of the phenonmenon was un doubtabl e

There were aninmals all around them the usual categories: runners,
hunters, jumpers, clinbers, swimers, hiders, and handlers. It was
some of the handlers who were intensely tel epathic thensel ves.

The i mage of man created an i mmedi ate, nurderous response.
"Cackl e gabbl e, gabble cackle, nman, man, man, eat them eat them"

Casher and Celalta were both so surprised that they let the contact go,
after making sure that they had touched a whole world full of beings,
some of themtel epathic and probably civilized.

How had the beings known "man"? Wy had their response been inmedi at e?
Why ant hr opophagous and honi ci dal ?

They took time, before coming conpletely out of the trance, to nmake a
careful, exact note of the direction from which the danger-brains had
shri eked their warning.

This they subnmitted to the Instrunentality, shortly after the
i nci dent .

And that was how, unknown to Folly, Sanm and Finsternis, the
i nhabitants on the third planet of Linschoten XV had cone to the
attention of nankind.

vV

As a matter of fact, the three wanderers later on felt a vague, renote
tel epathic contact which they sensed as bei ng warnhearted and human,
and therefore did not try to track down, with their mnds or their
weapons. It was O Neill and Celalta, nany years later by Mzzer tine,
reaching to see what the Instrunmentality had done about Linschoten

XV.

Folly, Samm and Finsternis had no suspicion that the two nost powerful
tele paths in the human area of the gal axy had stroked them searched
them felt themthrough, and seen things about them which the three of
them did not know about thenselves or about each other

Casher O Neill said to the Lady Cel alta,

"You got it, too?"

"A beautiful wonman, encased in a little ship?"

Casher nodded.

"A redhead with skin as soft and transparent as living ivory? A woman

who was beautiful and will be beautiful again?"

"That's what | got," said the Lady Cel alta.



"And the tired old man, weary of his children and weary of his own life
because his children were weary of him™"

"Not so old," said Casher O Neill.

"And isn't that a spectacul ar piece of nachinery they put himinto? A
nmetal giant.

It felt like sonething about a quarter of a kilometer high. Acidproof.
Col d-proof. Won't he be surprised when he finds that the
Instrunentality has rejuvenated his own body inside that nonster?"

"He certainly will be," said the Lady Celalta happily, thinking of the
pl easant surprise which [ay ahead of a man whom she woul d never know or
see with her own bodily eyes.

They both fell silent.

Then said the Lady Celalta,

"But the third person . There was a shiver in her voice as
t hough she dared not ask the question

"The third person, the one in the cube.” She stopped, as though she
coul d neither ask nor say nore.

"It was not a robot or a personality cube," said Casher O Neill.

"It was a human being all right. But it's crazy. Could you make out,
Celalta, as to whether it was male or fenale?"

"No, " said she,

"I couldn't tell. The other two seened to think that it was nale."”
"But did you feel sure?" asked Casher

"Wth that being, | felt sure of nothing. It was human, all right, but
it was stranger than any | ost hom nid we have ever felt around the
forgotten stars. Could you tell, Casher, whether it was young or

ol d?"

"No," said he.

"I felt nothing only a desperate human mind with all its guards up
living only because of the terrible powers of the black cube, the
sun-killer in which it rode. | never sensed soneone before who was a
person without characteristics. 1It's frightening."

"The Instrunmentality are cruel sonetines," said Celalta.

"Sonetines they have to be," Casher agreed.
"But | never thought that they would do that."
"Do what?" asked Casher

Her dark eyes looked at him It was a different night, and a different
Nile, but the eyes were only a very little bit older and they |oved him



just as much as ever. The Lady Celalta trenbled as though she herself
m ght think that the all-powerful Instrunentality could have hidden a
nm crophone in the random sands. She whi spered to her |over,

"You said it yourself, Casher, just a nonment ago."

"Said what?" He spoke tenderly but fearlessly, his voice ringing out
over the cool night sands.

The Lady Cel alta went on whi spering, which was very unlike her usua

sel f.
"You said that the third person was 'crazy." Do you realize that you
may have spoken the actual literal truth?" Her whisper darted at him

i ke a snake.
At | ast, he whispered back
"What did you sense? What could you guess?"

"They have sent a nmadman to the stars. O a nad woman. A rea
psychotic."

"Lots of pilots,"” said Casher, speaking nore normally, "are cushi oned
agai nst loneliness with real but artificially activated psychoses. It
gets themthrough the real or inmagined horrors of the sufferings of
space. "

"I don't nean that," said Celalta, still whispering urgently and
secretly.

"I mean a real psychotic."

"But there aren't any. Not |oose, that is," said Casher, stanmering
with surprise at |ast.

"They either get cured or they are bottled up in thought-proof
satellites somewhere.”

Celalta raised her voice a little, just alittle, so that she no | onger
whi spered but spoke urgently.

"But don't you see, that's what they nust have done. The
Instrunentality nade a star-killer too strong for any normal mind to
guide. So the Lords got a psychotic sonewhere, a real psychotic, and
sent a madman out anong the stars. Oherwi se we could have felt its
gender or its age."

Casher nodded in silent agreement. The air did not feel colder, but he
got gooseflesh sitting beside his beloved Celalta on the famliar
desert sands.

"You're right. You nust be right. It alnost makes me feel sorry for
the enem es out near Linschoten XV. Do you see nothing of themthis
time? | couldn't perceive themat all."

"I did, alittle," said the Lady Celalta.

"Their tele paths have caught the strange ninds conming at themwth a



high rate of speed. The telepathic ones are wild with excitenent but
the others are just going cackl e-gabbl e, cackl e-gabble with each other,
filled with anger, hunger, and the thought of man."

"You got that rmuch?" he said in wonder.

"My lord and ny lover, | dived this time. Is it so strange that |
sensed nmore than you did? Your strength lifted nme."

"Did you hear what the weapons cal |l ed each ot her?"

"Something silly." He could see her knitting her brows in the bright
star shine which illum nated the desert alnpst the way that the AOd
Original Mon lit up the nights sonetinmes on Manhone itself.

"It was Folly, and sonething like

"Superordi nated Alien Measuring and Mastery machi ne' and sonething |ike
"darkness' in the Ancient Doyches Language."

"That's what | got, too," said Casher

"It sounds like a weird team"

"But a powerful one, a terribly powerful one," said the Lady Cel alta.
"You and I, ny lover and master, have seen strange things and dangers
between the stars, even before we met each other, but we never saw
anything like this before, did we?"

"No, " said he.

"Well, then," said she, "let us sleep and forget the matter as nuch as
we can. The Instrunentality is certainly taking care of Linschoten XV,
and we two need not bother about it."

And all that Samm Folly, and Finsternis knew was that a |ight touch,
unexpl ai ned but friendly, had gone over themfromthe far star region

near home. Thought they, if they thought anything about it at all,

"The Instrunmentality, which nmade us and sent us, has checked up on us
one nore tinme."

\Y

A few years later, Samm and Folly were tal king again while Finsternis
guarded, inpenetrable, un conmmunicating detectable only by the fierce
gl ow of human life which shone telepathically out of the inmense cube
rode space beside them and sai d not hi ng.

Suddenly Folly cried out to Samm |l oudly, "I can snell them™

"Snmel |l who?" asked Samm mildly.

"There isn't any snell out here in the nothingness of space."

"Silly," thought Folly back,

"I don't nean really snmell. | nean that | can pick up their sense of



odor telepathically."
"Whose?" said Samm being dense.
"Qur enemes', of course,"” cried Folly.

"The man-remenberers who are not man. The cackl e-gabbl e creatures. The
bei ngs who renenber man and hate him They snell thick and warm and
alive to each other. Their whole world is full of snells. Their tele
paths are getting frantic now. They have even figured out that there
are three of us and they are trying to get our snells."

"And we have no snell. Not when we do not even know whet her we have
human bodi es or not, inside these things. Imagine this netal body of
mne smelling. If it did have a snell,"

said Samm "it would probably be the very soft snmell of working stee
and a little bit of lubricants, plus whatever odors ny jets m ght
activate inside an atnosphere. |If | know the Instrunmentality, they
have nade ny jets snell awful to al nbst any kind of being. Most forns
of life think first through their noses and then figure out the rest of
experience later. After all, | was built to intimdate, to frighten
to destroy.

The Instrumentality did not nake this giant to be friendly with
anybody. You and | can be friends. Folly, because you are a little
ship

which | could hold Iike a cigar between ny fingers, and because the

ship holds the menory of a very lovely woman. | can sense what you
once were. \What you may still be, if your actual body is still inside
that boat."

"Ch, Samml" she cried.

"Do you think I might still be alive, really alive, with areal ne in a
real ne, and a chance to be nyself sonewhere again, out here between
the stars?"

"I can't sense it plainly," said Sanm

"I"ve reached as nuch as | can through your ship with ny sensors, but I
can't tell whether there's a whole woman there or not. It mght be
just a nenory of you dissected and | am nated between a | ot of plastic
sheets. | really can't tell, but sonetinmes | have the strangest hunch
that you are still alive, in the old ordinary way, and that | amalive
too."

"Woul dn't that be wonderful!" She al nbst shouted at him

"Samm i magi ne being us again, if we fulfill our mssion and conquer
this planet and stay alive and settle there! | mght even neet you and
" They both fell silent at the inplications of being ordinary alive
again. They knew that they | oved each other. Qut here, in the i mense
bl ackness of space, there was nothing they could do but streak along in
their fast trajectories and talk to each other a little bit by

t el epat hy.

"Samm " said Folly, and the tone of her thought showed that she was
changing a difficult subject.



"Do you think that we are the furthest out that people have ever gone?
You used to be a technician. You m ght know. Do you?"

"OfF course | know, " thought Samm pronptly.

"W're not.

After all, we're still deep inside our own gal axy."

"I didn't know," said Folly contritely.

"Wth all those instruments, don't you know where you are?"

"OfF course | know where | am Samm In relation to the third planet of
Li nschoten XV. | even have a faint idea of the general direction in
which Od Earth nust lie, and how many thousands of ages it woul d take
us to get home, traveling through ordinary space, if we did try to turn
around." She thought to herself but didn't add in her thought to

Samm

"Which we can't." She thought again to him

"But |'ve never studied astronony or navigation, so | couldn't tel
whet her we were at the edge of the galaxy or not."

"Nowhere near the edge," said Sanm

"We're not John Joy Tree and we're nowhere near the two-headed
el ephants which weep forever in intergal actic space."

"John Joy Tree?" sang Folly; there was joy and nmenory in her thoughts
as she sounded the nane.

"He was my idol when | was a girl. M father was a Subchief of the
Instrunentality and al ways prom sed to bring John Joy Tree to our
house. W had a country house and it was unusual and

very fine for this day and age. But Mster and Go-Captain Tree never
got around to visiting us, so there | was, a big girl with

pi cture-cubes of himall over my room | |iked himbecause he was so
much ol der than me, and so resol ute-1looking and so tender too. | had
all sorts of romantic day-dreans about him but he never showed up and
| married the wong man several tinmes, and ny children got given to the
wrong people, so here | am But what's this stuff about two-headed

el ephant s?"

"Real | y?" said Samm

"I don't see how you coul d hear about John Joy Tree and not know what
he did."

"I knew he flew far, far out, but |I didn't know exactly what he did.

After all, | was just a child when I fell in love with his picture.
What did he do? He's dead now, | suppose, so | don't suppose it
matters."

Finsternis cut in, grimy and unexpectedly,

"John Joy Tree is not dead. He's creeping around a nonstrous place on



an abandoned pl anet, and he is imortal and insane."

"How di d you know that?" cried Samm turning his enornmous netal head
to |l ook at the dark burnished cube which had said nothing for so many
years.

There was no further thought from Finsternis, not a ghost, not an echo
of a word.

Folly prodded him
"It's no use trying to nake that thing talk if it doesn't want to.

We've both tried, thousands of tinmes. Tell ne about the two headed
el ephants. Those are the big animals with |large floppy ears and the
noses that pick things up, aren't they? And they make very w se,
dependabl e under people out of thenP"

"I don't know about the under people part, but the animals are the kind
you mention, very big indeed. Wen John Joy Tree got far outside our
cosnos by flying through Space3 he found an enornmous processi on of open
ships flying in colums where there was nothing at all. The ships were
made by not hi ng which man has ever even seen. W still don't know
where they canme fromor what made them Each open ship had a sort of
ani mal , sonething like an el ephant with four front |egs and a head at
each end, and as he passed the uni magi nabl e shi ps, these animals how ed
at him How ed grief and nourning. Qur best guess was that the ships
were the tonbs of some great race of beings and the how ing el ephants,
the imortal half-1iving nourners who guarded them"

"But how did John Joy Tree ever get back?"

"Ah, that was beautiful. |If you go into Space3, you take nothing nore
than your own body with you. That was the finest engineering the human
race has ever done. They designed and built a whole plano form ship
out of John Joy Tree's skin, fingernails, and hair. They had to change
hi s body

of Man chenmistry a bit to get enough nmetal in himto carry the coils
and the electric circuits, but it worked. He cane back. That was a
man who coul d skip through space like a little boy hopping on faniliar
rocks. He's the only pilot who ever piloted hinmself back honme from

out side our galaxy. | don't know whether it will be worth the time and
treasure to use space-three for intergalactic trips. After all, sone
very gifted people nay have already fallen through by accident. Folly.
You and Finsternis and | are people who have been built into machines.
We are not ourselves the nmachines. But with Tree they did it the other

way around. They made a machine out of him And it worked. In that
one deep flight he went billions of times further than we will ever
go."

"You think you know," said Finsternis unexpectedly.

"That's what you always do. You think you know "

Folly and Sammtried to get Finsternis to talk sone nore, but nothing
happened. After a few nore rests and tal ks they were ready for |anding

on the third planet of Linschoten XV.

They | anded.



They fought.

Bl ood ran on the ground. Fire scorched the valleys and boiled the

| akes. The telepathic world was full of the cackl e-gabble of fright,
hatred throwing itself into suicide, fury turning into surrender, into
deep despair, into hopel essness, and at last into a strange kind of
qui et and | ove.

Let us not tell that story.
It can be witten sonme other time, told by some other voice.

The beings died by thousands and tens of thousands while Finsternis sat
on a mountai n-top, doing nothing. Folly wove death and destruction
uncoded | anguages, drew nmaps, showed Samm the strong-points and the
weapons whi ch had to be destroyed.

Part of the technol ogy was very advanced, other parts were stil
tribal. The dom nant race was that of the beings who had evolved into
handl ers and thinkers; it was they who were the tele paths

Al hatred ceased as the haters died. Only the subm ssive ones |ived
on.

Sammtore cities about with his bare nmetal hands, ripped heavy guns to
pi eces while they were firing at him picking the gunners off the gun
carriages as though they were lice, sw nmm ng oceans when he had to,
with Folly darting and hovering around or ahead of him

Fi nal surrender was brought by their strongest tele path a very wi se
old mal e who had been hidden inside a deep nountain.

"You have cone, people. W surrender. Sone of us have al ways known
the truth. W are Earth-born, too. A cargo of chickens settled here

uni magi nable times ago. A tine-twist tore us out of our convoy and
threw us here. That's why, when we sensed you far across space, we
caught the rel ationship of eat-and-eaten. Only, our brave ones had it
wrong. You eat us: we don't eat you. You are the nasters now. W
will serve you forever. Do you seek our death?"

"No, no," said Folly.
"W came only to avert a danger, and we have done that. Live on, and
on, but plan no war and make no weapons. Leave that to the

Instrunentality."”

"Blessed is the Instrunentality, whoever that may be. W accept your
terms. We belong to you."

When this was done, the war was over
Strange things began to happen

Wld voices sang fromwithin Folly and Sanm voices not their own.
M ssion gone. Wrk finished. Go to hill with cube. Go and rejoice!

Samm and Folly hesitated. They had |l eft Finsternis where they | anded,
hal fway around the pl anet.



The singing voices becane nmore urgent. Go. Go. Go now. o back to
the cube. Tell the chicken-people to plant a | awmn and a grove of
trees. o, go, go now to the good reward!

They told the tele paths what had been said to them and voyaged wearily
up out of the atnosphere and back down for a | anding at the origina
poi nt of contact, a long low hill which had been planted w th huge

pat ches of green turf and freshly transplanted trees even in the hours
in which they flew off the world and back on it again. The bird-tele
pat hs must have had strong and qui ck commands.

The singing becane pure nusic as they | anded, chorales of reward and
rejoicing, with the hint of martial marches and victory fugues woven
in.

Man, stand up, said the voices to Sanm
Samm stood on the ridge of the hill. He stood |like a col ossus agai nst

t he red-dawning sky. A friendly, quiet crowd of the chicken-people
fell back.

Man, put your hand to your right forehead, sang the voices.
Sanm obeyed. He did not know why the voices called him"Al an."

Ellen, land, sang the rejoicing voices to Folly. Folly, herself a
little ship, landed at Samm s feet. She was bew | dered with happy
confusion and a great deal of pain which did not seemto matter mnuch.

Al an, cone forth, sang the voices. Sanmmfelt a sharp pain as his
forehead his huge nmetal forehead, two hundred meters above the ground
burst open and cl osed again. There was sonething pink and hel pless in
hi s hand.

The voi ces commanded, Al an, put your hand gently on the ground.
of Man Samm obeyed and put his hand on the ground. The little pink
toy fell on the fresh turf. It was a tiny mniature of a nman.

Ellen, stand forth, sang the voices again. The ship named Folly opened
a door and a naked young woman fell out.

Al ma, wake up. The cube naned Finsternis turned darker than charcoal
Qut of the dark side, there stunbled a black-haired girl.

She ran across the hill-slope to the figure named Ell en. The man body
naned Al an was struggling to his feet.

The three of them stood up.

The voices spoke to them This is our |ast nmessage. You have done your
work. You are well. The boat named Folly contains tools, nedicine,
and the other equipnment for a human colony. The giant named Samm wi | |
stand forever as a nmonunent to human victory. The cube naned
Finsternis will now dissolve. Al an

Ellen! Treat Alma lovingly and well. She is now a for getty



The t hree naked peopl e stood bewi | dered in the dawn.
Good- bye and a great high thanks fromthe Instrunmentality.

This is a pre-coded nessage, effective only if you won. You have won.
Be happy. Live on!

Ell en took Alma who had been Finsternis and held her tight. The great
cube dissolved into a shapel ess sl ag-heap. Al an, who had been Samm
| ooked up at his former body domi nating the skyline.

For reasons which the travelers did not understand until nany years had
passed, the bird-people around them broke into ululant hymns of peace,
wel cone, and j oy.

"My house," said Ellen, pointing at the little ship which had spat
forth her body just minutes ago, "is now a home for all of us."

They clinmbed into the successful little ship which had been called
Folly. They knew, sonmehow, that they would find clothes and food. And
wi sdom too. They did.

Y/

Ten years later, they had the proof of happiness playing in the yard
before their house a substantial building, nade of stone and brick,

whi ch the local people had built under Alan's directions. (They had
changed their whole technology in the process of learning fromhim and
thanks to the efficiency and power of the telepathic priestly caste

thi ngs | earned at any one spot on the planet were swiftly di ssem nated
to the whol e group of races on the planet.) The proof of happiness
consisted of the thirty-five human children playing in the yard. Ellen
had had nine, four sets of tw ns

and a single. Alm had had twelve, two sets of quintuplets and a pair
of twins. The other fourteen had been bottle-grown fromova and sperm
which they found in the ship, the frozen donations of conplete
strangers who had done their bit for the off world settling of the
human race. Thanks to the careful genetic coding of both the

womrmb- chil dren and the bottle-children, there was a variety of types,
suitable for natural breeding over many generations to cone.

Al an came to the door. He neasured the tinme by the place where the
great shadow fell. It was hard to realize that the gigantic,

i ndestructible statue which | oonmed above themall had once been his own
self. A small glacier was beginning to formaround the feet of Sanm
and the night was getting cold.

"I"'mbringing the children in already," said Ch-tikkik, one of the

| ocal nurses they had hired to help with the huge brood of human
babies. She, in return, got the privilege of hatching her eggs on the
war m shel f behind the electric stove; she turned them every hour
eagerly awaiting the tine that sharp little mouths woul d break the
shell and human like little hands would tear an opening from which a
human |i ke baby woul d emerge, oddly pretty-ugly |ike a gnone, and
unusual only in that it could stand upright fromthe noment of birth.

One little boy was arguing with Ch-tikkik. He wore a warmrobe of
veget abl e-fiber veins knitted to serve as a base for a feather cloak
He was pointing out that with such a robe he could survive a blizzard



and claimng, quite justly, that he did not have to be in the house in
order to stay warm Was that Rupert?

t hought Al an.

He was about to call the child when his two wives came to the door, arm
inarm flushed with the heat of the kitchen where they had been
cooking the two di nners together one dinner for the humans, now
nunbering thirty-eight, and the other for the bird people who were
trenmendously appreciative of getting cooked food, but who had odd
requirements in the reci pes, such as "one quart of finely ground
granite gravel to each gallon of oatneal, sugared to taste and served
with soybean mlk."

Al an stood behind his wives and put a hand on the shoul der of each

"It's hard to think," he said, "that a little over ten years ago, we
didn't even know that we were still people. Now look at us, a famly,
and a good one.

Alma turned her face up to be kissed, and Ellen, who was | ess
sentinmental, lifted her face to be kissed, too, so that her co-wfe
woul d not be enbarrassed at being babi ed separately. The two |iked
each other very much. Al ma canme out of the cube Finsternis as a for
getty conditioned to renenber nothing of her |ong sad psychotic life
before the Instrunentality had sent her on a wild m ssion anong the
stars. Wien she had joined Al an

of Man and Ell en, she knew the words of the O d Conmon Tongue, but
very little el se

Ellen had had sone tinme to teach her, to I ove her, and to nother her
bef ore any of the babies were born, and the rel ati onship between the
two of them was warm and good.

The three parents stood aside as the bird-wonen, wearing their
confortable and pretty feather cloaks, herded the children into the
house. The snallest children had al ready been brought in fromtheir
sunni ng and were being given their bottles by bird-girls who never got
tired of watching the cuteness and hel pl essness of the human infant.

"It'shard to think of that time at all, "said Ellen, who had been
"Folly." "l wanted beauty and fanme and a perfect marriage and nobody
even told nme that they didn't go together. | have had to cone to the

end of the stars to get what | wanted, to be what | m ght becone."

"And nme," said Almr, who had been

"Finsternis," "I had a worse problem | was crazy. | was afraid of
l[ife. | didn't even know how to be a woman, a sweetheart, a female, a
nmot her. How could | ever guess that | needed a sister and wife, |ike
t he one you have been, to make ny life whole? Wthout you to show ne,
Ellen, | could never have married our husband. | thought | was
carrying nmurder anong the stars, but | was carrying my own solution as
well. \Wiere else could | turn out to be nme?"

"And |," said Al an, who had been

"Samm " "became a netal giant between the stars because nmy first wife

was dead and ny own children forgot me and neglected me. Nobody can



say |'mnot a father now Thirty-five, and nore than half of them
mne. I|'lIl be nore of a father than any other man of the human race
has ever been."

There was a change in the shadow as the enornous right arm swung
heavily toward the sky as a prelude to the sharp robotic call that
nightfall, calculated with astronom cal precision, had i ndeed cone to
t he pl ace where he stood.

The armreached its height, pointing straight up

"l used to do that," said Al an

The cry came, sonething like a silent pistol-shot which all of them
heard, but a shot wi thout echoes, wthout reverberations.

Al an | ooked ar ound.
"Al'l the children are in. Even Rupert.

Cone in, ny darlings, and | et us have dinner together.”" Al ma and Ellen
went ahead of himand he barred the heavy doors behind t hem

Thi s was peace and happi ness; that at |ast was goodness. They had no
obligation but to live and to be happy. The threat and the prom se of
victory were far, far behind.



