SCANNERS LI VE I N VAIN

Mantel was angry. He did not even adjust his blood away from anger. He stanped
across the room by judgnent, not by sight. Wien he saw the table hit the
floor, and could tell by the expression on Luci's face that the table nust
have nade a | oud crash, he | ooked down to see if his | eg was broken. It was
not. Scanner to the core, he had to scan hinself. The action was reflex and
automatic. The inventory included his | egs, abdomen, chestbox of instrunents,
hands, arnms, face and back with the mrror. Only then did Martel go back to
being angry. He talked with his voice, even though he knew that his w fe hated
its blare and preferred to have himwite.

"I tell you, | nust cranch. | have to cranch. It's nmy worry, isn't it?" Wen

Luci answered, he saw only a part of her words as he read her lips: "Darling
you're ny husband ... right to love you ... dangerous ... do it

dangerous ... wait "

He faced her, but put sound in his voice, letting the blare hurt her again: "I

tell you, I'mgoing to cranch."

Cat chi ng her expression, he became rueful and a little tender: "Can't you
understand what it nmeans to me? To get out of this horrible prison in my own
head? To be a man agai n—hearing your voice, snelling smke? To feel again—+to
feel my feet on the ground, to feel the air nove against ny face? Don't you
know what it neans?"
Her w de-eyed worrisonme concern thrust himback into pure annoyance. He read
only a few words as her |ips noved: " | ove you ... your own good ... don't
you think | want you to be human? ... your own good ... too much ... he said
they said ... "
When he roared at her, he realized that his voice nmust be particularly bad. He
knew t hat the sound hurt her no less than did the words: "Do you think
wanted you to marry a scanner? Didn't | tell you we're alnpbst as | ow as the
haber mans? We're dead, | tell you. W' ve got to be dead to do our work. How
can anybody go to the up-and-out? Can you dream what raw space is? | warned
you. But you married me. Al right, you married a man. Please, darling, let ne
be a man. Let me hear your voice, let me feel the warnth of being alive, of
bei ng human. Let ne!"
He saw by her | ook of stricken assent that he had won the argunent. He did not
use his voice again. Instead, he pulled his tablet up fromwhere it hung
against his chest. He wote on it, using the pointed fingernail of his right
forefinger—the tal king nail of a scanner—n quick cleancut script: Pls, drlng,
whrs crnching wre?
She pull ed the | ong gol d-sheathed wire out of the pocket of her apron. She |et
its field sphere fall to the carpeted floor. Swiftly, dutifully, with the deft
obedi ence of a scanner's wife, she wound the cranching wi re around his head,
spirally around his neck and chest. She avoided the instrunents set in his
chest. She even avoided the radiating scars around the instrunments, the
stigmata of men who had gone up and into the out. Mechanically he lifted a
foot as she slipped the wire between his feet. She drew the wire taut. She
snapped the small plug into the high-burden control next to his heart-reader
She hel ped himto sit down, arranging his hands for him pushing his head back
into the cup at the top of the chair. She turned then, full-face toward him
so that he could read her lips easily. Her expression was conposed.
She knelt, scooped up the sphere at the other end of the wire, stood erect
cal My, her back to him He scanned her, and saw nothing in her posture but
grief which would have escaped the eye of anyone but a scanner. She spoke: he
could see her chest-nuscles noving. She realized that she was not facing him
and turned so that he could see her lips.
"Ready at |ast?"
He smled a yes.
She turned her back to himagain. (Luci could never bear to watch hi mgo under
the wire.) She tossed the wire-sphere into the air. It caught in the
force-field, and hung there. Suddenly it glowed. That was all. All—except for



t he sudden red stinking roar of com ng back to his senses. Comi ng back, across
the wild threshold of pain.

When he awakened, under the wire, he did not feel as though he had just
cranched. Even though it was the second cranching within the week, he felt

fit. He lay in the chair. H's ears drank in the sound of air touching things
in the room He heard Luci breathing in the next room where she was hangi ng
up the wire to cool. He snelt the thousand and one snells that are in
anybody's room the crisp freshness of the germburner, the sour-sweet tang of
the hum difier, the odor of the dinner they had just eaten, the snells of
clothes, furniture, of people thenselves. Al these were pure delight. He sang
a phrase or two of his favorite song:

"Here's to the haberman, Up-and-out!

" Up- oh! -and out - oh! - up- and- out !

He heard Luci chuckle in the next room He gl oated over the sounds of her
dress as she swi shed to the doorway.

She gave himher crooked little smle. "You sound all right. Are you al

right, really?"

Even with this luxury of senses, he scanned. He took the flash-quick inventory
whi ch constituted his professional skill. His eyes swept in the news of the

i nstruments. Not hing showed off scal e, beyond the nerve conpression hanging in
t he edge of Danger. But he could not worry about the nerve-box. That al ways
cane through cranching. You couldn't get under the wire w thout having it show
on the nerve-box. Sone day the box would go to Overl oad and drop back down to
Dead. That was the way a habernman ended. But you coul dn't have everyt hing.
Peopl e who went to the up-and-out had to pay the price for space.

Anyhow, he should worry! He was a scanner. A good one, and he knewit. If he
couldn't scan hinmself, who coul d? This cranching wasn't too dangerous.

Danger ous, but not too dangerous.

Luci put out her hand and ruffled his hair as if she had been reading his

t houghts, instead of just following them "But you know you shoul dn't have!
You shouldn't!"

"But | did!'" He grinned at her

Her gaiety still forced, she said: "Cone on, darling, let's have a good tine.
| have al most everything there is in the icebox—all your favorite tastes. And
| have two new records just full of snmells. | tried themout nyself, and even
| liked them And you know nme—

“Whi ch?"

"Whi ch what, you old darling?"

He slipped his hand over her shoulders as he linped out of the room (He could
never go back to feeling the floor beneath his feet, feeling the air against
his face, wi thout being bew | dered and clunsy. As if cranching was real, and
bei ng a habernman was a bad dream But he was a haberman, and a scanner. "You
know what | meant, Luci. The smells, which you have. \Wich one did you like,
on the record?"

"Well-1-1," said she, judiciously, "there were sone | anb chops that were the
strangest things—

He interrupted: "Wat are | anbtchots?"

"Wait till you smell them Then guess. I'll tell you this nuch. It's a snell
hundreds and hundreds of years old. They found out about it in the old books."
"I's a lanbtchot a beast?"

"I won't tell you. You' ve got to wait," she |aughed, as she hel ped himsit
down and spread his tasting dishes before him He wanted to go back over the
dinner first, sanpling all the pretty things he had eaten, and savoring them
this time with his nowtiving lips and tongue.

When Luci had found the music wire and had thrown its sphere up into the
force-field, he rem nded her of the new snells. She took out the |ong gl ass
records and set the first one into a transm tter

"Now sniff!"

A queer, frightening, exciting snell came over the room It seened |ike
nothing in this world, nor like anything fromthe up-and-out. Yet it was



famliar. H s nouth watered. His pulse beat a little faster; he scanned his

heart box. (Faster, sure enough.) But that snell, what was it? In nock
perpl exity, he grabbed her hands, |ooked into her eyes, and grow ed:
"Tell me, darling! Tell me, or I'Il eat you up!"

"That's just right!"

"What ?"

"You're right. It should make you want to eat me. It's nmeat."

"Meat. Who?"

"Not a person," said she, know edgeably, "a Beast. A Beast which people used
to eat. A lanb was a snmall sheep—you've seen sheep out in the Wld, haven't
you?—and a chop is part of its m ddl e-here!" She pointed at her chest.

Martel did not hear her. Al his boxes had swng over toward Alarm sone to
Danger. He fought against the roar of his own nind, forcing his body into
excess excitement. How easy it was to be a scanner when you really stood
out si de your own body, haberman-fashion, and | ooked back into it with your
eyes al one. Then you coul d manage the body, rule it coldly even in the
enduri ng agony of space. But to realize that you were a body, that this thing
was ruling you, that the mnd could kick the flesh and send it roaring off

i nto panic! That was bad.

He tried to renmenber the days before he had gone into the haberman device,

bef ore he had been cut apart for the up-and-out. Had he al ways been subject to
the rush of his enptions fromhis mnd to his body, fromhis body back to his
m nd, confounding himso that he couldn't scan? But he hadn't been a scanner
t hen.

He knew what had hit him Anmd the roar of his own pul se, he knew. In the

ni ght mare of the up-and-out, that smell had forced its way through to him
while their ship burned off Venus and the habermans fought the collapsing
metal with their bare hands. He had scanned then: all were in Danger

Chest boxes went up to Overload and dropped to Dead all around himas he had
nmoved from man to man, shoving the drifting corpses out of his way as he
fought to scan each man in turn, to clanp vises on unnoticed broken legs, to
snap the sl eeping valve on men whose instruments showed they were hopel essly
near Overload. Wth men trying to work and cursing himfor a scanner while he,
prof essi onal zeal aroused, fought to do his job and keep themalive in the
great pain of space, he had snelled that snell. It had fought its way al ong
his rebuilt nerves, past the haberman cuts, past all the safeguards of

physi cal and nental discipline. In the wildest hour of tragedy, he had snelled
al oud. He renenbered it was |like a bad cranching, connected with the fury and
nightmare all around him He had even stopped his work to scan hinself,
fearful that the first effect m ght cone, breaking past all haberman cuts and
ruining himwith the pain of space. But he had come through. H's own

i nstruments stayed and stayed at Danger, w thout nearing Overload. He had done
his job, and won a conmendation for it. He had even forgotten the burning
shi p.

Al'l except the snell.

And here the snell was all over again—the snell of neat-with-fire.

Luci | ooked at himwith wifely concern. She obviously thought he had cranched
too nuch, and was about to haberman back. She tried to be cheerful: "You'd
better rest, honey."

He whi spered to her: "Cut-off-that-snell."

She did not question his word. She cut the transmitter. She even crossed the
room and stepped up the roomcontrols until a small breeze flitted across the
floor and drove the smells up to the ceiling.

He rose, tired and stiff. (H's instrunents were nornal, except that heart was
fast and nerves still hanging on the edge of Danger.) He spoke sadly:
"Forgive nme, Luci. | suppose | shouldn't have cranched. Not so soon again. But
darling, | have to get out from being a habernman. How can | ever be near you?
How can | be a man—not hearing my own voice, not even feeling ny owmn life as
it goes through ny veins? | |love you, darling. Can't | ever be near you?"

Her pride was disciplined and automatic: "But you're a scanner!”



"I know |I'ma scanner. But so what?"

She went over the words, like a tale told a thousand tines to reassure
herself: "You are the bravest of the brave, the nost skillful of the skilled.
Al'l manki nd owes nost honor to the scanner, who unites the Earths of mankind.
Scanners are the protectors of the habermans. They are the judges in the
up-and-out. They nmake men live in the place where nen need desperately to die.
They are the nost honored of mankind, and even the chiefs of the
Instrunentality are delighted to pay them honage!"

Wth obstinate sorrow he denurred: "Luci, we've heard that all before. But
does it pay us back—

" 'Scanners work for nmore than pay. They are the strong guards of nankind.'
Don't you renenber that?"

"But our lives, Luci. What can you get out of being the wife of a scanner? Wy
did you marry me? |I'm human only when | cranch. The rest of the tine—you know
what | am A nachine. A man turned into a nachine. A man who has been killed
and kept alive for duty. Don't you realize what | mss?"

"Of course, darling, of course—=

He went on: "Don't you think | remenber ny chil dhood? Don't you think

renenber what it is to be a man and not a haberman? To wal k and feel ny feet
on the ground? To feel a decent clean pain instead of watching ny body every
mnute to see if I'malive? Howw ll | know if |I'mdead? Did you ever think of
that, Luci? Howw Il | know if |I'm dead?"

She ignored the unreasonabl eness of his outburst. Pacifyingly, she said: "Sit
down, darling. Let nme make you some kind of a drink. You' re overw ought."
Automatically, he scanned. "No |I'mnot! Listen to me. How do you think it
feels to be in the up-and-out with the crew tied-for-space all around you? How
do you think it feels to watch them sl eep? How do you think I |ike scanning,
scanni ng, scanning nonth after nmonth, when | can feel the pain of space
beati ng agai nst every part of my body, trying to get past ny habernman bl ocks?
How do you think I |like to wake the men when | have to, and have them hate ne
for it? Have you ever seen habermans fight—strong nmen fighting, and neither
knowi ng pain, fighting until one touches Overload? Do you think about that,
Luci ?" Triunphantly he added: "Can you blanme me if | cranch, and cone back to
being a man, just two days a nonth?"

"I"mnot blam ng you, darling. Let's enjoy your cranch. Sit down now, and have
a drink."

He was sitting down, resting his face in his hands, while she fixed the drink
using natural fruits out of bottles in addition to the secure al kal oids. He
wat ched her restlessly and pitied her for marrying a scanner; and then, though
it was unjust, resented having to pity her

Just as she turned to hand himthe drink, they both junped a little as the
phone rang. It should not have rung. They had turned it off. It rang again,
obviously on the enmergency circuit. Stepping ahead of Luci, Mrtel strode over
to the phone and | ooked into it. Vomact was | ooking at him

The custom of scanners entitled himto be brusque, even with a senior scanner
on certain given occasions. This was one.

Bef ore Vomact coul d speak, Martel spoke two words into the plate, not caring
whet her the old man could read Iips or not:

"Cranchi ng. Busy."

He cut the switch and went back to Luci

The phone rang agai n.

Luci said, gently, "I can find out what it is, darling. Here, take your drink
and sit down."

"Leave it alone," said her husband. "No one has a right to call when I'm
cranching. He knows that. He ought to know that."

The phone rang again. In a fury, Martel rose and went to the plate. He cut it
back on. Vomact was on the screen. Before Martel could speak, Vonmact held up
his talking nail inline with his heartbox. Martel reverted to discipline:
"Scanner Martel present and waiting, sir."

The i ps noved solemly: "Top energency."”



"Sir, | amunder the wire."

"Top emergency."

"Sir, don't you understand?' Martel nouthed his words, so he could be sure
that Vomact followed. "I ... am... under ... the ... wire. Unfit ... for
Space! "

Vomact repeated: "Top energency. Report to Central Tie-in."

"But, sir, no energency like this—=

"Right, Martel. No energency like this, ever before. Report to Tiein." Wth a
faint glint of kindliness, Vomact added: "No need to decranch. Report as you
are."

This time it was Martel whose phone was cut out. The screen went gray.

He turned to Luci. The tenper had gone out of his voice. She came to him She
ki ssed him and runpled his hair. Al she could say was,

"I"'msorry."
She ki ssed hi m agai n, know ng his di sappoi ntnent. "Take good care of yourself,
darling. 1'Il wait."

He scanned, and slipped into his transparent aircoat. At the w ndow he paused,
and waved. She called, "Good |uck!"

As the air flowed past himhe said to hinself, "This is the first time |'ve
felt flight in—eleven years. Lord, but it's easy to fly if you can fee
yoursel f live!"

Central Tie-in glowed white and austere far ahead. Martel peered. He saw no
glare of incom ng ships fromthe up-and-out, no shuddering flare of space-fire
out of control. Everything was quiet, as it should be on an off-duty night.
And yet Vomact had called. He had called an enmergency hi gher than space. There
was no such thing. But Vonact had called it.

When Martel got there, he found about half the scanners present, two dozen or
so of them He lifted the talking finger. Mdst of the scanners were standi ng
face to face, talking in pairs as they read lips. A few of the old, inpatient
ones were scribbling on their tablets and then thrusting the tablets into
other people's faces. Al the faces wore the dull dead rel axed | ook of a

haber man. When Martel entered the room he knew that nost of the others

| aughed in the deep isolated privacy of their own mnds, each thinking things
it would be useless to express in fornmal words. It had been a long tine since
a scanner showed up at a meeting cranched.

Vomact was not there: probably, thought Martel, he was still on the phone
calling others. The light of the phone flashed on and off; the bell rang.
Martel felt odd when he realized that of all those present, he was the only

one to hear that loud bell. It nade himrealize why ordinary people did not
like to be around groups of habermans or scanners. Martel |ooked around for
conpany.

H s friend Chang was there, busy explaining to some old and testy scanner that
he did not know why Vomact had called. Martel |ooked farther and saw
Pari zi anski. He wal ked over, threading his way past the others with a
dexterity that showed he could feel his feet fromthe inside, and did not have
to watch them Several of the others stared at himwith their dead faces, and
tried to smle. But they lacked full rmuscular control and their faces tw sted
into horrid masks. (Scanners usually knew better than to show expression on
faces which they could no | onger govern. Martel added to himself, | swear |'I|
never smle again unless |I'm cranched.)

Pari zi anski gave himthe sign of the talking finger. Looking face to face, he
spoke:

"You cone here cranched?"

Pari zi anski could not hear his own voice, so the words roared |ike the words
on a broken and screeching phone; Martel was startled, but knew that the
inquiry was well meant. No one could be better-natured than the burly Pole.
"Vomact called. Top energency."

"You told himyou were cranched?"

"Yes."



"He still nade you cone?"

"Then all this—+t is not for Space? You could not go up-and-out? You are |ike
ordi nary men?"

"That's right."

"Then why did he call us?" Sonme pre-haberman habit made Pari zi anski wave his
arms in inquiry. The hand struck the back of the old man behind them The slap
could be heard throughout the room but only Martel heard it. Instinctively,
he scanned Pari zi anski and the old scanner, and they scanned hi m back. Only
then did the old man ask why Martel had scanned him Wen Martel explai ned
that he was under the wire, the old man noved swiftly away to pass on the news
that there was a cranched scanner present at the tie-in.

Even this mnor sensation could not keep the attention of nost of the scanners
fromthe worry about the top energency. One young man, who had scanned his
first transit just the year before, dramatically interposed hinmself between
Pari zi anski and Martel. He dramatically flashed his tablet at them

I's Vnct nmad?

The ol der men shook their heads. Martel, remenbering that it had not been too
I ong that the young man had been haberman, nitigated the dead solemity of the
denial with a friendly smle. He spoke in a normal voice, saying:

"Vomact is the senior of scanners. | amsure that he could not go mad. Wuld
he not see it on his boxes first?"

Martel had to repeat the question, speaking slowy and mout hing his words

bef ore the young scanner could understand the conment. The young man tried to
make his face smle, and twisted it into a com c mask. But he took up his
tabl et and scri bbl ed:

Yr rght.

Chang broke away fromhis friend and cane over, his half-Chinese face gl eani ng
in the warmevening. (lIt's strange, thought Martel, that nore Chinese don't
become scanners. O not so strange perhaps, if you think that they never fill
their quota of habernmans. Chinese |ove good living too nuch. The ones who do
scan are all good ones.) Chang saw that Martel was cranched, and spoke with
Voi ce:

"You break precedents. Luci nmust be angry to | ose you?"

"She took it well. Chang, that's strange."

"I"mcranched, and | can hear. Your voice sounds all right. How did you |l earn
to talk like—ike an ordi nary person?"

"I practiced with soundtracks. Funny you noticed it. | think | amthe only
scanner in or between the Earths who can pass for an ordinary man. Mrrors and
soundtracks. | found out how to act."

"But you don't "

"No. | don't feel, or taste, or hear, or snell things, any nore than you do.
Tal ki ng doesn't do nme nuch good. But | notice that it cheers up the people
around ne."

"It would make a difference in the life of Luci."

Chang nodded sagely. "My father insisted on it. He said, 'You rmay be proud of
being a scanner. | amsorry you are not a nman. Conceal your defects.' So |
tried. 1 wanted to tell the old boy about the up-and-out, and what we did
there, but it did not matter. He said, 'Airplanes were good enough for
Confucius, and they are for ne too.' The old hunbug! He tries so hard to be a
Chi nese when he can't even read A d Chinese. But he's got wonderful good
sense, and for sonebody going on two hundred he certainly gets around."

Martel smiled at the thought: "In his airplane?"

Chang sm |l ed back. This discipline of his facial muscles was amazing; a

byst ander woul d not think that Chang was a haberman, controlling his eyes,
cheeks, and lips by cold intellectual control. The expression had the
spontaneity of life. Martel felt a flash of envy for Chang when he | ooked at
the dead col d faces of Parizianski and the others. He knew that he hinself

| ooked fine: but why shouldn't he? He was cranched. Turning to Parizianski he
sai d,

"Did you see what Chang said about his father? The old boy uses an airplane."



Pari zi anski made motions with his nmouth, but the sounds meant nothing. He took
up his tablet and showed it to Martel and Chang.

Bzz bzz, Ha ha. G ol' boy.

At that noment, Martel heard steps out in the corridor. He could not help

| ooking toward the door. Other eyes followed the direction of his glance.
Vonmact cane in.

The group shuffled to attention in four parallel |lines. They scanned one

anot her. Numerous hands reached across to adjust the el ectrochem cal controls
on chest boxes whi ch had begun to | oad up. One scanner held out a broken finger
whi ch his counter-scanner had di scovered, and submitted it for treatnment and
splinting.

Vomact had taken out his staff of office. The cube at the top flashed red
light through the room the lines reformed, and all scanners gave the sign
nmeani ng, Present and ready!

Vomact countered with the stance signifying, | amthe senior and take comand.
Tal king fingers rose in the counter-gesture, W concur and commt ourselves.
Vomact raised his right arm dropped the wist as though it were broken, in a
gueer searching gesture, neaning: Any men around? Any habermans not tied? Al
clear for the scanners?

Al one of all those present, the cranched Martel heard the queer rustle of feet
as they all turned conpletely around wi thout |eaving position, |ooking sharply
at one another and flashing their beltlights into the dark corners of the
great room When again they faced Vomact, he made a further sign

Al clear. Follow nmy words.

Martel noticed that he al one rel axed. The others could not know the neani ng of
rel axation with the mnds bl ocked off up there in their skulls, connected only
with the eyes, and the rest of the body connected with the mnd only by
control ling non-sensory nerves and the instrunent boxes on their chests.

Martel realized that, cranched as he was, he had expected to hear Vomact's

voi ce: the senior had been talking for some tine. No sound escaped his |ips.
(Vomact never bothered with sound.)

" and when the first men to go up-and-out went to the noon, what did they
find?"

"Not hi ng," responded the silent chorus of lips.

"Therefore they went farther, to Mars and to Venus. The ships went out year by
year, but they did not come back until the Year One of Space. Then did a ship

cone back with the first effect. Scanners, | ask you, what is the first

ef fect ?"

"No one knows. No one knows."

"No one will ever know. Too many are the variables. By what do we know t he

first effect?"

"By the great pain of space," cane the chorus.

"And by what further sign?"

"By the need, oh the need for death."

Vomact agai n: "And who stopped the need for death?"

"Henry Habernman conquered the first effect, in the Year Ei ghty-three of
Space. "

"And, Scanners, | ask you, what did he do?"

"He made the habermans.”

"How, O Scanners, are habermans nade?"

"They are made with the cuts. The brain is cut fromthe heart, the lungs. The
brain is cut fromthe ears, the nose. The brain is cut fromthe nouth, the
belly. The brain is cut fromdesire, and pain. The brain is cut fromthe
worl d. Save for the eyes. Save for the control of the living flesh."

"And how, O Scanners, is flesh controlled?"

"By the boxes set in the flesh, the controls set in the chest, the signs made
to rule the living body, the signs by which the body lives."

"How does a haberman live and |ive?"

"The haberman lives by control of the boxes."

"Whence cone the haber mans?"



Martel felt in the com ng response a great roar of broken voices echoing

t hrough the room as the scanners, habermans thensel ves, put sound behind their
nout hi ngs:

"Haber mans are the scum of nanki nd. Habermans are the weak, the cruel, the
credul ous, and the unfit. Habermans are the sentenced-to-nore-than-death.
Habermans live in the nind al one. They are killed for space but they live for
space. They master the ships that connect the Earths. They live in the great
pain while ordinary men sleep in the cold, cold sleep of the transit."
"Brothers and Scanners, | ask you now are we habermans or are we not?"

"We are habermans in the flesh. W are cut apart, brain and flesh. W are
ready to go to the up-and-out. Al of us have gone through the haberman

devi ce. "

"W are habermans then?" Vomact's eyes flashed and glittered as he asked the
ritual question.

Agai n the chorused answer was acconpanied by a roar of voices heard only by

Martel : "Habermans we are, and npbre, and nore. We are the chosen who are
haber mans by our own free will. W are the agents of the Instrunmentality of
Manki nd. "

"What nust the others say to us?"

"They must say to us, 'You are the bravest of the brave, the nost skillful of
the skilled. Al mankind owes npbst honor to the scanner, who unites the Earths
of manki nd. Scanners are the protectors of the habermans. They are the judges
in the up-and-out. They nmake nen live in the place where men need desperately
to die. They are the nost honored of mankind, and even the chiefs of the
Instrunentality are delighted to pay them honage!"

Vomact stood nore erect: "Wat is the secret duty of the scanner?”

"To keep secret our law, and to destroy the acquirers thereof."

"How t o destroy?"

"Twice to the Overload, back and Dead."

"I f habermans die, what the duty then?"

The scanners all conpressed their lips for answer. (Silence was the code.)
Martel, who-long fanmiliar with the code—was a little bored with the

proceedi ngs, noticed that Chang was breathing too heavily; he reached over and
adjusted Chang's lung-control and received the thanks of Chang' s eyes. Vomact
observed the interruption and glared at themboth. Martel relaxed, trying to
imtate the dead cold stillness of the others. It was so hard to do, when you
wer e cranched.

"If others die, what the duty then?" asked Vonact.

"Scanners together informthe Instrunentality. Scanners together accept the
puni shment. Scanners together settle the case.”

"And if the puni shnent be severe?"

"Then no ships go."

"And if scanners be not honored?"

"Then no ships go."

"And if a scanner goes unpai d?"

"Then no ships go."

"And if the Others and the Instrunmentality are not in all ways at all tines
m ndful of their proper obligation to the scanners?"

"Then no ships go."

"And what, O Scanners, if no ships go?"

"The Earths fall apart. The WIld comes back in. The A d Machi nes and the
Beasts return."

"What is the first known duty of a scanner?"

"Not to sleep in the up-and-out."

"What is the second duty of a scanner?"

"To keep forgotten the nanme of fear."

"What is the third duty of a scanner?"

"To use the wire of Eustace Cranch only with care, only with noderation."
Several pair of eyes | ooked quickly at Martel before the nmouthed chorus went
on. "To cranch only at home, only anong friends, only for the purpose of



renmenbering, of relaxing, or of begetting."

"What is the word of the scanner?"

"Fai thful though surrounded by death."

"What is the motto of the scanner?”

"Awake though surrounded by silence."

"What is the work of the scanner?"

"Labor even in the heights of the up-and-out, loyalty even in the depths of
the Earths."

"How do you know a scanner ?"

"We know ourselves. W are dead though we live. And we talk with the tabl et
and the nail."

"What is this code?"

"This code is the friendly ancient wi sdom of scanners, briefly put that we may
be m ndful and be cheered by our loyalty to one another."

At this point the fornula should have run: "W conplete the code. |Is there
work or word for the scanners?" But Vonact said, and he repeated:

"Top emergency. Top energency."

They gave himthe sign, Present and ready!

He said, with every eye straining to follow his lips:

"Some of you know the work of Adam Stone?"

Martel saw |ips nove, saying: "The Red Asteroid. The Other who lives at the
edge of Space."

"Adam Stone has gone to the Instrunentality, claimng success for his work. He
says that he has found how to screen out the pain of space. He says that the
up- and-out can be nade safe for ordinary nmen to work in, to stay awake in. He
says that there need be no nore scanners.”

Beltlights flashed on all over the room as scanners sought the right to speak

Vomact nodded to one of the older men. "Scanner Smith will speak.”

Smith stepped slowy up into the light, watching his owm feet. He turned so
that they could see his face. He spoke: "I say that this is alie. | say that
Stone is a liar. | say that the Instrumentality must not be deceived."

He paused. Then, in answer to sone question fromthe audi ence which nost of
the others did not see, he said:

"I invoke the secret duty of the scanners.”

Smith raised his right hand for emergency attention

"I say that Stone nust die."

Martel, still cranched, shuddered as he heard the boos, groans, shouts,
squeaks, grunts and noans which came fromthe scanners who forgot noise in
their excitenment and strove to nake their dead bodies talk to one another's
deaf ears. Beltlights flashed wildly all over the room There was a rush for
the rostrum and scanners nmlled around at the top, vying for attention unti
Pari zi anski —-by sheer bul k—shoved the ot hers aside and down, and turned to
nmout h at the group

"Brother Scanners, | want your eyes."

The people on the floor kept noving, with their nunb bodies jostling one
another. Finally Vormact stepped up in front of Parizianski, faced the others,
and sai d:

"Scanners, be scanners! Gve himyour eyes."

Pari zi anski was not good at public speaking. His Iips noved too fast. He waved
hi s hands, which took the eyes of the others away fromhis Iips. Neverthel ess,
Martel was able to foll ow nost of the nessage:

W can't do this. Stone may have succeeded. If he has succeeded, it neans the
end of the scanners. It neans the end of the habermans, too. None of us wll
have to fight in the up-and-out. W won't have anybody el se goi ng under the
wire for a few hours or days of being human. Everybody will be O her. Nobody
wi Il have to cranch, never again. Men can be men. The habernmans can be killed
decently and properly, the way nen were killed in the old days, w thout
anybody keeping them alive. They won't have to work in the up-and-out! There
will be no nore great pain-think of it! No ... nore ... great ... pain! How do
we know that Stone is a liar—Lights began flashing directly into his eyes.



(The rudest insult of scanner to scanner was this.)

Vomact agai n exercised authority. He stepped in front of Parizianski and said
somet hi ng which the others could not see. Parizianski stepped down fromthe
rostrum Vomact again spoke:

"I think that some of the scanners disagree with our brother Parizianski. |
say that the use of the rostrum be suspended till we have had a chance for
private discussion. In fifteen mnutes | will call the meeting back to order."
Mart el | ooked around for Vonact when the senior had rejoined the group on the
floor. Finding the senior, Martel wote swift script on his tablet, waiting
for a chance to thrust the tablet before the senior's eyes. He had witten:
Am crnchd. Rspctfly requst prmissn |v now, stnd by fr orders.

Bei ng cranched did strange things to Martel. Mst neetings that he attended
seened formal, hearteningly cerenmonial, lighting up the dark inward eternities
of habermanhood. When he was not cranched, he noticed his body no nore than a
mar bl e bust notices its marble pedestal. He had stood with them before. He had
stood with themeffortless hours, while the | ong-wi nded ritual broke through
the terrible |loneliness behind his eyes, and nmade himfeel that the scanners,
t hough a confraternity of the damed, were none the | ess forever honored by

t he professional requirements of their nutilation

This time, it was different. Com ng cranched, and in full possession of

snel | -sound-taste-feeling, he reacted nore or less as a normal nman woul d. He
saw his friends and col |l eagues as a lot of cruelly driven ghosts, posturing
out the meaningless ritual of their indefeasible damation. What difference
di d anyt hi ng make, once you were a haberman? Why all this tal k about habernans
and scanners? Habermans were crimnals or heretics, and scanners were

gent | emen—vol unteers, but they were all in the same fix—except that scanners
were deened worthy of the short-time return of the cranching wire, while

haber mans were sinply di sconnected while the ships lay in port and were |eft
suspended until they should be awakened, in sone hour of emergency or trouble,
to work out another spell of their danmation. It was a rare habernman that you
saw on the street—soneone of special nmerit or bravery, allowed to | ook at
mankind fromthe terrible prison of his own nmechanifled body. And yet, what
scanner ever pitied a haberman? What scanner ever honored a habernnan except
perfunctorily in the line of duty? What had the scanners as a guild and a

cl ass ever done for the habermans, except to murder themwith a twi st of the
wri st whenever a habernman, too | ong beside a scanner, picked up the tricks of
the scanning trade and | earned howto live at his own will, not the will the
scanners i nmposed? What could the Gthers, the ordinary nen, know of what went
on inside the ships? The Others slept in their cylinders, nercifully
unconsci ous until they woke up on whatever other Earth they had consi gned

t hensel ves to. What could the Ot hers know of the nen who had to stay alive

wi thin the ship?

What could any O her know of the up-and-out? Wiat Ot her could | ook at the
biting acid beauty of the stars in open space? Wiat could they tell of the

great pain, which started quietly in the marrow, |ike an ache, and proceeded
by the fatigue and nausea of each separate nerve cell, brain cell, touchpoint
in the body, until life itself becanme a terrible aching hunger for silence and

for death?

He was a scanner. Al right, he was a scanner. He had been a scanner fromthe
nmonent when, wholly normal, he had stood in the sunlight before a subchief of
the Instrumentality, and had sworn:

"I pledge ny honor and ny life to mankind. | sacrificed nyself willingly for
the wel fare of mankind. In accepting the perilous austere honor, | yield al
my rights without exception to the honorable chiefs of the Instrumentality and
to the honored Confraternity of Scanners."

He had pl edged.

He had gone into the haberman device.

He renenbered his hell. He had not had such a bad one, even though it had
seened to last a hundred-nillion years, all of themw thout sleep. He had
learned to feel with his eyes. He had | earned to see despite the heavy



eyepl ates set back of his eyeballs to insulate his eyes fromthe rest of him
He had | earned to watch his skin. He still remenbered the tinme he had noticed
danpness on his shirt, and had pulled out his scanning mirror only to discover
that he had worn a hole in his side by | eaning agai nst a vibrating machine. (A
thing like that could not happen to himnow, he was too adept at reading his
own instrunments.) He renenbered the way that he had gone up-and-out, and the
way that the great pain beat into him despite the fact that his touch, snell,
feeling, and hearing were gone for all ordinary purposes. He renenbered
killing habernmans, and keeping others alive, and standing for nonths beside

t he honorabl e scanner-pilot while neither of themslept. He renmenbered goi ng
ashore on Earth Four, and renenbered that he had not enjoyed it, and had
realized on that day that there was no reward

Martel stood anpbng the other scanners. He hated their awkwardness when they
noved, their immobility when they stood still. He hated the queer assortnent
of snells which their bodies yielded unnoticed. He hated the grunts and groans
and squawks which they enmitted fromtheir deafness. He hated them and

hi nsel f.

How coul d Luci stand hin? He had kept his chestbox readi ng Danger for weeks
whil e he courted her, carrying the cranch wire about with himnost illegally,
and going direct fromone cranch to the other w thout worryi ng about the fact
his indicators all crept up to the edge of Overload. He had wooed her wi thout
t hi nki ng of what woul d happen if she did say, "Yes." She had.

"And they lived happily ever after."” In old books they did, but how could
they, in life? He had had ei ghteen days under the wire in the whole of the
past year! Yet she had |oved him She still loved him He knewit. She fretted
about himthrough the long nonths that he was in the up-and-out. She tried to
make hone nean sonething to himeven when he was haberman, make food pretty
when it could not be tasted, make herself |ovable when she could not be

ki ssed-or m ght as well not, since a haberman body neant no nore than
furniture. Luci was patient.

And now, Adam Stone! (He let his tablet fade: how could he | eave, now?)

God bl ess Adam Stone?

Martel could not help feeling a little sorry for hinself. No | onger would the
hi gh keen call of duty carry himthrough two hundred or so years of the

O hers' time, two million private eternities of his own. He could slouch and
rel ax. He could forget high space, and let the up-and-out be tended by Ohers.
He coul d cranch as nuch as he dared. He coul d be al nost normal —al nost —+$or one
year or five years or no years. But at |least he could stay with Luci. He could
go with her into the Wld, where there were Beasts and O d Machi nes stil
roving the dark places. Perhaps he would die in the excitenent of the hunt,
throwi ng spears at an anci ent nanshonyagger as it leapt fromits lair, or
tossi ng hot spheres at the tribesnen of the Unforgiven who still roaned the
Wld. There was still life to live, still a good nornal death to die, not the
nmovi ng of a needle out in the silence and agony of spacel!

He had been wal ki ng about restlessly. His ears were attuned to the sounds of
normal speech, so that he did not feel |ike watching the nmouthings of his
brethren. Now they seenmed to have conme to a decision. Vonact was nmoving to the
rostrum Martel |ooked about for Chang, and went to stand beside him Chang
whi sper ed.

"You're as restless as water in md-air! What's the matter? Decranchi ng?"

They both scanned Martel, but the instruments held steady and showed no sign
of the cranch giving out.

The great light flared in its call to attention. Again they formed ranks.
Vomact thrust his lean old face into the glare, and spoke:

"Scanners and Brothers, | call for a vote." He held hinmself in the stance
which meant: | amthe senior and take conmmand.

A beltlight flashed in protest.

It was old Henderson. He noved to the rostrum spoke to Vomact, and—aith
Vomact's nod of approval turned full-face to repeat his question

"Who speaks for the scanners out in space?"



No beltlight or hand answered.

Hender son and Vomact, face to face, conferred for a few nmonents. Then

Hender son faced them agai n:

"I yield to the senior in command. But | do not yield to a nmeeting of the
Confraternity. There are sixty-eight scanners, and only forty-seven present,
of whom one is cranched and U.D. | have therefore proposed that the senior in
conmand assune authority only over an energency conmittee of the
Confraternity, not over a neeting. |Is that agreed and understood by the

honor abl e scanner s?"

Hands rose in assent.

Chang murnmured in Martel's ear, "Lot of difference that makes! Wo can tel

the difference between a neeting and a conmittee?" Martel agreed with the
words, but was even nore inpressed with the way that Chang, while haberman,
could control his own voi ce.

Vomact resuned chai rmanshi p: "W now vote on the question of Adam Stone."
"First, we can assune that he has not succeeded, and that his clains are lies.
W know that from our practical experience as scanners. The pain of space is
only part of scanning," (But the essential part, the basis of it all, thought
Martel .) "and we can rest assured that Stone cannot solve the problem of space
di sci pline."

"That tripe again," whispered Chang, unheard save by Martel

"The space discipline of our confraternity has kept high space clean of war
and di spute. Sixty-eight disciplined nmen control all high space. W are
renoved by our oath and our haberman status fromall Earthly passions.
"Therefore, if Adam Stone has conquered the pain of space, so that Others can
wreck our confraternity and bring to space the trouble and ruin which afflicts

Earths, | say that Adam Stone is wong. |If Adam Stone succeeds, scanners |ive
in vain!
"Secondly, if Adam Stone has not conquered the pain of space, he will cause

great trouble in all the Earths. The Instrunmentality and the subchiefs may not
gi ve us as many habermans as we need to operate the ships of mankind. There
will be wild stories, and fewer recruits, and, worst of all, the discipline of
the Confraternity may relax if this kind of nonsensical heresy is spread
around.

"Therefore, if Adam Stone has succeeded, he threatens the ruin of the
Confratemty and should die."

"I nove the death of Adam Stone."

And Vomact nmade the sign, The honorable scanners are pleased to vote.

Martel grabbed wildly for his beltlight. Chang, guessing ahead, had his |ight
out and ready; its bright beam voting No, shone straight up at the ceiling.
Martel got his light out and threwits beamupward in di ssent. Then he | ooked
around. Qut of the forty-seven present, he could see only five or six
glittering.

Two nore |lights went on. Vomact stood as erect as a frozen corpse. Vomact's
eyes flashed as he stared back and forth over the group, |ooking for Iights.
Several more went on. Finally Vomact took the closing stance:

May it please the scanners to count the vote.

Three of the older nmen went up on the rostrumw th Vomact. They | ooked over
the room (Mrtel thought: These dammed ghosts are voting on the life of a
real man, a live man! They have no right to do it. I'll tell the
Instrunmentality! But he knew that he would not. He thought of Luci and what
she might gain by the triunmph of Adam Stone: the heart-breaking folly of the
vote was then al nost too nmuch for Martel to bear.)

Al three of the tellers held up their hands in unani mous agreenent on the
sign of the number: Fifteen against.

Vomact di smissed themwi th a bow of courtesy. He turned and again took the
stance: | amthe senior and take command.

Marveling at his own daring, Martel flashed his beltlight on. He knew that any
one of the bystanders m ght reach over and twi st his heartbox to Overload for
such an act. He felt Chang's hand reaching to catch himby the aircoat. But he



el uded Chang's grasp and ran, faster than a scanner should, to the platform
As he ran, he wondered what appeal to nake. It was no use tal king conmon
sense. Not now. It had to be |aw.

He junped up on the rostrum besi de Vomact, and took the stance:

Scanners, an Illegality!

He vi ol ated good custom whil e speaking, still in the stance: "A comittee has
no right to vote death by a majority vote. It takes two-thirds of a ful
nmeeting."

He felt Vomact's body | unge behind him felt hinself falling fromthe rostrum
hitting the floor, hurting his knees and his touch-aware hands. He was hel ped
to his feet. He was scanned. Sone scanner he scarcely knew took his

i nstruments and toned hi m down.

I mredi ately Martel felt nore calm nore detached, and hated hinself for
feeling so

He | ooked up at the rostrum Vomact maintai ned the stance signifying: O der
The scanners adjusted their ranks. The two scanners next to Martel took his
arms. He shouted at them but they |ooked away, and cut thenselves off from
conmuni cati on al t oget her

Vomact spoke again when he saw the roomwas quiet: "A scanner canme here
cranched. Honorabl e Scanners, | apologize for this. It is not the fault of our
great and worthy scanner and friend, Martel. He cane here under orders. | told
hi m not to de-cranch. | hoped to spare him an unnecessary haberman. W al
know how happily Martel is married, and we wi sh his brave experinent well. |
like Martel. | respect his judgrment. | wanted himhere. | knew you wanted him
here. But he is cranched. He is in no mood to share in the lofty business of
the scanners. | therefore propose a solution which will neet all the

requi renments of fairness. | propose that we rule Scanner Martel out of order
for his violation of rules. This violation would be inexcusable if Martel were
not cranched.

"But at the sanme tinme, in all fairness to Martel, | further propose that we
deal with the points raised so inmproperly by our worthy but disqualified

brot her."

Vomact gave the sign, The honorabl e scanners are pleased to vote. Martel tried
to reach his own beltlight; the dead strong hands held himtightly and he
struggled in vain. One lone lIight shone high: Chang's, no doubt.

Vomact thrust his face into the light again: "Having the approval of our

wort hy scanners and present conpany for the general proposal, | now nove that
this comrittee declare itself to have the full authority of a neeting, and
that this committee further nmake ne responsible for all msdeeds which this
conmittee may enact, to be held answerabl e before the next full meeting, but
not before any other authority beyond the cl osed and secret ranks of
scanners. "

Fl anboyantly this time, his triunph evident, Vomact assuned the vote stance.
Only a few lights shone: far less, patently, than a mnority of one-fourth.
Vomact spoke again. The light shone on his high cal mforehead, on his dead

rel axed cheekbones. Hi s | ean cheeks and chin were hal f-shadowed, save where
the Iower light picked up and spotlighted his nouth, cruel even in repose.
(Vomact was said to be a descendant of some ancient |ady who had traversed, in
an illegitimate and inexplicable fashion, sone hundreds of years of tinme in a
single night. Her name, the Lady Vomact, had passed into | egend; but her bl ood
and her archaic lust for mastery lived on in the mute masterful body of her
descendant. Martel could believe the old tales as he stared at the rostrum
wonderi ng what untraceable nutation had |eft the Vomact kin as predators anong
mankind.) Calling loudly with the noverment of his lips, but still without
sound, Vomact appeal ed:

"The honorable comrittee is now pleased to reaffirmthe sentence of death

i ssued agai nst the heretic and eneny, Adam Stone." Again the vote stance.
Again Chang's light shone lonely in its isolated protest.

Vomact then made his final nove

"I call for the designation of the senior scanner present as the manager of



the sentence. | call for authorization to himto appoi nt executioners, one or
many, who shall make evident the will and majesty of scanners. | ask that | be
accountabl e for the deed, and not for the neans. The deed is a noble deed, for
the protection of mankind and for the honor of the scanners; but of the nmeans
it must be said that they are to be the best at hand, and no nore. Who knows
the true way to kill an Ot her, here on a crowded and watchful Earth? This is
no mere matter of discharging a cylindered sleeper, no mere question of
upgradi ng the needl e of a haberman. When people die down here, it is not |ike
t he up-and-out. They die reluctantly. Killing within the Earth is not our

usual business, O Brothers and Scanners, as you know well. You rmust choose ne
to choose my agent as | see fit. Qtherw se the conmmon know edge will becone

t he conmmon betrayal whereas if | alone know the responsibility, | alone could
betray us, and you will not have far to look in case the Instrunentality cones
searching." (Wt about the killer you choose? thought Martel. He too will
know unl ess—dnl ess you silence himforever.)

Vomact went into the stance: The honorabl e scanners are pleased to vote.

One |light of protest shone; Chang's, again.

Martel imagined that he could see a cruel joyful smile on Vomact's dead
face—the smle of a man who knew hi nsel f righteous and who found his

ri ght eousness upheld and affirmed by mlitant authority.

Martel tried one last tinme to come free.

The dead hands held. They were | ocked like vises until their owners' eyes

unl ocked them how else could they hold the piloting nonth by nonth?

Martel then shouted: "Honorable Scanners, this is judicial nurder."

No ear heard him He was cranched, and al one.

Nonet hel ess, he shouted again: "You endanger the Confraternity."

Not hi ng happened.

The echo of his voice sounded fromone end of the roomto the other. No head
turned. No eyes met his.

Martel realized that as they paired for talk, the eyes of the scanners avoi ded
him He saw that no one desired to watch his speech. He knew that behind the
cold faces of his friends there |l ay conpassion or anmusenent. He knew that they
knew himto be cranched—absurd, normal, manlike, tenporarily no scanner. But
he knew that in this nmatter the wi sdom of scanners was nothing. He knew that
only a cranched scanner could feel with his very blood the outrage and anger
whi ch del i berate nmurder woul d provoke anmong the Ot hers. He knew that the
Confraternity endangered itself, and knew that the nost ancient prerogative of
| aw was t he nmonopoly of death. Even the ancient nations, in the tines of the
Wars, before the Beasts, before men went into the up-and-out-even the ancients
had known this. How did they say it? Only the state shall kill. The states
were gone but the Instrunentality remained, and the Instrumentality could not
pardon things which occurred within the Earths but beyond its authority. Death
in space was the business, the right of the scanners: how could the
Instrunentality enforce its laws in a place where all nen who wakened, wakened
only to die in the great pain? Wsely did the Instrunentality |eave space to
the scanners, wisely had the Confraternity not neddl ed inside the Earths. And
now the Confraternity itself was going to step forth as an outlaw band, as a
gang of rogues as stupid and reckless as the tribes of the Unforgiven!

Martel knew this because he was cranched. Had he been habernman, he woul d have
t hought only with his mnd, not with his heart and guts and bl ood. How coul d

t he ot her scanners know?

Vomact returned for the last tine to the rostrum The conmittee has net and
its will shall be done. Verbally he added: "Senior anong you, | ask your

| oyalty and your silence."

At that point, the two scanners let his arnms go. Martel rubbed his nunb hands,
shaking his fingers to get the circulation back into the cold fingertips. Wth
real freedom he began to think of what he might still do. He scanned hinself:
the cranching held. He m ght have a day. Well, he could go on even if

haber man, but it would be inconvenient, having to talk with finger and tablet.
He | ooked about for Chang. He saw his friend standing patient and immbile in



a quiet corner. Martel noved slowy, so as not to attract any nore attention
to hinmself than could be hel ped. He faced Chang, noved until his face was in
the Iight, and then articul ated:

"What are we going to do? You're not going to let themkill Adam Stone, are
you? Don't you realize what Stone's work will nean to us, if it succeeds? No
nore scanners. No nore habermans. No nore pain in the up-and-out. | tell you,

if the others were all cranched, as | am they would see it in a human way,
not with the narrow crazy |ogic which they used in the nmeeting. W've got to
stop them How can we do it? What are we going to do? What does Pari zi ansk

t hi nk? Who has been chosen?”

"Whi ch question do you want nme to answer?"

Martel laughed. (It felt good to | augh, even then; it felt |ike being a nan.)
"WIl you help nme?"

Chang's eyes flashed across Martel's face as Chang answered: "No. No. No."
"You won't hel p?"

"Why not, Chang? Wy not ?"

"I am a scanner. The vote has been taken. You would do the sane if you were
not in this unusual condition."

"I"'mnot in an unusual condition. |I'mcranched. That merely neans that | see
things the way that the thers would. | see the stupidity. The reckl essness.
The sel fishness. It is nmurder.”

"What is nurder? Have you not killed? You are not one of the Gthers. You are a

scanner. You will be sorry for what you are about to do, if you do not watch
out."

"But why did you vote agai nst Vomact then? Didn't you too see what Adam Stone
means to all of us? Scanners will live in vain. Thank God for that! Can't you
see it?"

"No. "

"But you talk to me, Chang. You are ny friend?"

"I talk to you. I amyour friend. Wiy not?"

"But what are you going to do?"
"Not hi ng, Martel. Nothing."
"WIl you help nme?"

"Not even to save Stone?"

"Then | will go to Parizianski for help."

"It will do you no good."

"Way not? He's nore human than you, right now. "

"He will not help you, because he has the job. Vomact designated himto kil
Adam St one. "

Mart el stopped speaking in m d-nmovenent. He suddenly took the stance: | thank

you, Brother, and | depart.
At the wi ndow he turned and faced the room He saw that Vomact's eyes were

upon him He gave the stance, | thank you, Brother, and | depart, and added
the flourish of respect which is shown when seniors are present. Vomact caught
the sign, and Martel could see the cruel |ips nove. He thought he saw the
words " take good care of yourself " but did not wait to inquire. He

st epped backward and dropped out the w ndow.

Once bel ow the wi ndow and out of sight, he adjusted his aircoat to a maxi mum
speed. He swamlazily in the air, scanning hinmself thoroughly, and adjusting
hi s adrenal intake down. He then nade the novenent of release, and felt the
cold air rush past his face like run-fling water

Adam Stone had to be at Chief Downport.

Adam St one had to be there.

Woul dn't Adam Stone be surprised in the night? Surprised to neet the strangest
of beings, the first renegade anong scanners. (Martel suddenly appreciated
that it was of hinself he was thinking. Martel the Traitor to Scanners! That
sounded strange and bad. But what of Martel, the Loyal to Manki nd? Was t hat
not compensation? And if he won, he won Luci. If he lost, he |ost nothing—an
unconsi dered and expendabl e haberman. It happened to be hinmself. But in
contrast to the i mense reward, to mankind, to the Confraternity, to Luci



what did that matter?)

Martel thought to himself: "Adam Stone will have two visitors tonight. Two
scanners, who are the friends of one another." He hoped that Parizi anski was
still his friend.

"And the world," he added, "depends on which of us gets there first."
Multifaceted in their brightness, the lights of Chief Downport began to shine
t hrough the ni st ahead. Martel could see the outer towers of the city and

gl i npsed t he phosphorescent periphery which kept back the WIld, whether
Beasts, Machi nes, or the Unforgiven.

Once nmore Martel invoked the Iords of his chance: "Help me to pass for an

O her!™”

Wthin the Downport, Martel had | ess trouble than he thought. He draped his

ai rcoat over his shoulder so that it concealed the instruments. He took up his
scanning mrror, and rmade up his face fromthe inside, by adding tone and
animation to his blood and nerves until the nuscles of his face gl owed and the
skin gave out a healthy sweat. That way he | ooked |ike an ordi nary man who had
just conpleted a long night flight.

After straightening out his clothing, and hiding his tablet within his jacket,
he faced the problem of what to do about the talking finger. If he kept the
nail, it would show himto be a scanner. He woul d be respected, but he would
be identified. He m ght be stopped by the guards whomthe Instrunentality had
undoubt edly set around the person of Adam Stone. |If he broke the nail —But he

couldn't! No scanner in the history of the Confraternity had ever willingly
broken his nail. That would be resignation, and there was no such thing. The
only way out, was in the up-and-out! Martel put his finger to his nouth and
bit off the nail. He | ooked at the now queer finger, and sighed to hinself.

He stepped toward the city gate, slipping his hand into his jacket and runni ng
up his nuscular strength to four times nornmal. He started to scan, and then
realized that his instrunents were masked. M ght as well take all the chances
at once, he thought.

The wat cher stopped himwith a searching wire. The sphere thunmped suddenly
agai nst Martel's chest.

"Are you a man?" said the unseen voice. (Martel knew that as a scanner in
haberman condition, his own field-charge would have illum nated the sphere.)
"I ama man." Martel knew that the tinbre of his voice had been good; he hoped
that it would not be taken for that of a nmanshonyagger or a Beast or an

Unf orgi ven one, who with mimnmicry sought to enter the cities and ports of

manki nd.

"Name, nunber, rank, purpose, function, tine departed.™

"Martel ." He had to remenber his old nunber, not Scanner 34. "Sunward 4234,
782nd Year of Space. Rank, rising subchief." That was no lie, but his
substantive rank. "Purpose, personal and lawful within the limts of this
city. No function of the Instrunentality. Departed Chief Qutport 2019 hours."
Everyt hi ng now depended on whet her he was believed, or would be checked

agai nst Chief Qutport.

The voice was fiat and routine: "Time desired within the city." Martel used

t he standard phrase: "Your honorabl e sufferance is requested.”

He stood in the cool night air, waiting. Far above him through a gap in the
m st, he could see the poisonous glittering in the sky of scanners. The stars
are ny enenies, he thought: | have mastered the stars but they hate nme. Ho,

t hat sounds ancient! Like a book. Too much cranchi ng.

The voice returned: "Sunward 4234 dash 782 rising subchief Martel, enter the
| awful gates of the city. Welcome. Do you desire food, raiment, noney, or
conpani onshi p?" The voice had no hospitality in it, just business. This was
certainly different fromentering a city in a scanner's role!l Then the petty
of ficers came out, and threw their belt-lights on their fretful faces, and
nmout hed their words with preposterous deference, shouting against the stone
deaf ness of scanner's ears. So that was the way that a subchief was treated:
matter of fact, but not bad. Not bad.



Martel replied: "I have that which |I need, but beg of the city a favor. My
friend Adam Stone is here. | desire to see him on urgent and personal | awful
affairs.”

The voice replied: "Did you have an appoi ntment with Adam St one?"

"The city will find him What is his nunber?"

"I have forgotten it."

"You have forgotten it? Is not Adam Stone a magnate of the Instrunmentality?
Are you truly his friend?"

"Truly." Martel let a little annoyance creep into his voice. "Wtcher, doubt
me and call your subchief."

"No doubt inplied. Wiy do you not know the nunber? This must go into the
record," added the vaoice.

"W were friends in childhood. He has crossed the—= Martel started to say "the
up-and-out" and renenbered that the phrase was current only anbng scanners.

"He has leapt fromEarth to Earth, and has just now returned. | knew himwell
and | seek himout. |I have word of his kith. May the Instrumentality protect
us!"

"Heard and believed. Adam Stone will be searched.”

At a risk, though a slight one, of having the sphere sound an al arm for

non- human, Martel cut in on his scanner speaker within his jacket. He saw the
trenbling needle of Iight await his words and he started to wite on it with
his blunt finger. That won't work, he thought, and had a nmonent's panic unti
he found his conb, which had a sharp enough tooth to wite. He wote:

"Ener gency none. Martel Scanner calling Parizianski Scanner."

The needl e quivered and the reply gl owed and faded out: "Parizianski Scanner
on duty and D.C. Calls taken by Scanner Relay."

Martel cut off his speaker.

Pari zi anski was somewhere around. Coul d he have crossed the direct way, right
over the city wall, setting off the alert, and invoking official business when
the petty officers overtook himin md-air? Scarcely. That meant that a nunber
of other scanners nust have come in with Panzianski, all of thempretending to
be in search of a few of the tenuous pl easures which could be enjoyed by a
haber man, such as the sight of the newspictures or the view ng of beautiful
worren in the Pleasure Gallery. Parizianski was around, but he could not have
nmoved privately, because Scanner Central registered himon duty and recorded
his nmovenents city by city.

The voice returned. Puzzlement was expressed in it. "Adam Stone is found and
awakened. He has asked pardon of the Honorable, and says he knows no Martel

W1l you see Adam Stone in the norning? The city will bid you wel cone."

Mantel ran out of resources. It was hard enough m micking a man without having
to tell lies in the guise of one. Martel could only repeat:

"Tell himl am Martel. The husband of Luci."

"It will be done."

Again the silence, and the hostile stars, and the sense that Parizianski was
somewhere near and getting nearer; Martel felt his heart beating faster. He
stole a glinpse at his chestbox and set his heart down a point. He felt

cal mer, even though he had not been able to scan with care.

The voice this tine was cheerful, as though an annoyance had been settl ed:
"Adam St one consents to see you. Enter Chief Downport, and wel cone.™

The little sphere dropped noiselessly to the ground and the wi re whi spered
away into the darkness. A bright arc of narrow |ight rose fromthe ground in
front of Martel and swept through the city to one of the higher

tower s-apparently a hostel, which Martel had never entered. Martel plucked his
aircoat to his chest for ballast, stepped heel-and-toe on the beam and felt
hi nsel f whistle through the air to an entrance w ndow which sprang up before
hi m as suddenly as a devouring nout h.

A tower guard stood in the doorway. "You are awaited, sir. Do you bear
weapons, sir?"

"None," said Mantel, grateful that he was relying on his own strength.

The guard | ed him past the check-screen. Mantel noticed the quick flight of a



war ni ng across the screen as his instrunments registered and identified him as
a scanner. But the guard had not noticed it.

The guard stopped at a door. "Adam Stone is arned. He is lawfully arned by
authority of the Instrunentality and by the liberty of this city. Al those
who enter are given warning."

Mant el nodded in understanding at the nan and went in.

Adam St one was a short man, stout and benign. His gray hair rose stiffly from
a low forehead. Hi s whole face was red and nerry-1ooking. He | ooked like a
jolly guide fromthe Pleasure Gallery, not Iike a man who had been at the edge
of the up-and-out, fighting the great pain w thout haberman protection

He stared at Martel. His | ook was puzzled, perhaps a little annoyed, but not
hosti | e.

Martel came to the point. "You do not knowne. | lied. My name is Martel, and
| mean you no harm But | lied. | beg the honorable gift of your hospitality.
Rermai n armed. Direct your weapon agai nst nme—-

Stone snmiled: "I amdoing so," and Mantel noticed the small wire-point in
Stone' s capabl e, plunmp hand.

"Good. Keep on guard against me. It will give you confidence in what | shal
say. But do, | beg you, give us a screen of privacy. | want no casual | ookers.

This is a matter of life and death."

"First: whose |life and death?" Stone's face remained calm his voice even.
"Yours, and mine, and the worlds'."

"You are cryptic but | agree." Stone called through the doorway:

"Privacy please." There was a sudden hum and all the little noises of the

ni ght quickly vani shed fromthe air of the room

Sai d Adam Stone: "Sir, who are you? What brings you here?"

"I am Scanner 34."

"You a scanner? | don't believe it."

For answer, Mantel pulled his jacket open, showi ng his chestbox. Stone | ooked
up at him amazed. Martel explained:

"I am cranched. Have you never seen it before?"

"Not with nmen. On animals. Amazing! But-what do you want?"

"The truth. Do you fear ne?"

"Not with this," said Stone, grasping the wirepoint. "But | shall tell you the
truth.”

"Is it true that you have conquered the great pain?"

Stone hesitated, seeking words for an answer.

"Quick, can you tell me how you have done it, so that | may believe you?"

"I have | oaded the ships with life."

"Life?"

"Life. | don't know what the great painis, but | did find that in the
experiments, when | sent out masses of aninmals or plants, the life in the
center of the mass lived longest. | built ships—small ones, of course—and sent
themout with rabbits, w th nmonkeys—

"Those are Beasts?"

"Yes. Wth snmall Beasts. And the Beasts cane back unhurt. They canme back
because the walls of the ships were filled with [ife. | tried many ki nds, and
finally found a sort of life which lives in the waters. Oysters. Oyster-beds.
The outernost oysters died in the great pain. The inner ones lived. The
passengers were unhurt."

"But they were Beasts?"

"Not only Beasts. Myself."

"You!"

"I came through space al one. Through what you call the up-and-out, alone.
Awake and sleeping. | amunhurt. If you do not believe me, ask your brother
scanners. Cone and see ny ship in the norning. | will be glad to see you then
along with your brother scanners. | amgoing to denonstrate before the chiefs
of the Instrunentality."

Mant el repeated his question: "You came here al one?"

Adam St one grew testy: "Yes, alone. Go back and check your scanner's register



if you do not believe nme. You never put ne in a bottle to cross Space."
Mantel's face was radiant. "l believe you now. It is true. No nore scanners.
No nore habermans. No nore cranching.”

Stone | ooked significantly toward the door

Martel did not take the hint. "I nust tell you that—=
"Sir, tell me in the norning. Go enjoy your cranch. Isn't it supposed to be
pl easure? Medically | know it well. But not in practice.”

"It is pleasure. It's normality—for a while. But listen. The scanners have
sworn to destroy you, and your work."

n \N]at ! n
"They have met and have voted and sworn. You will nmake scanners unnecessary,
they say. You will bring the ancient wars back to the world, if scanning is

| ost and the scanners live in vain!"
Adam St one was nervous but kept his wits about him "You' re a scanner. Are you

going to kill me—er try?"
"No, you fool. |I have betrayed the Confraternity. Call guards the nonment |
escape. Keep guards around you. | will try to intercept the killer."

Mantel saw a blur in the window Before Stone could turn, the w repoint was
whi pped out of his hand. The blur solidified and took form as Pari zi anski
Martel recogni zed what Parizi anski was doi ng: H gh speed. Wthout thinking of
his cranch, he thrust his hand to his chest, set hinself up to Hi gh speed too.
Waves of fire, like the great pain, but hotter, flooded over him He fought to
keep his face readable as he stepped in front of Parizianski and gave the

si gn,

Top energency.

Pari zi anski spoke, while the normally noving body of Stone stepped away from
themas slowy as a drifting cloud: "Get out of nmy way. | amon a mssion."

"I knowit. |I stop you here and now. Stop. Stop. Stop. Stone is right."

Pari zianski's lips were barely readable in the haze of pain which flooded
Martel . (He thought: God, God, God of the ancients! Let ne hold on! Let ne
live under Overload just |ong enough!) Parizianski was saying: "Get out of ny
way. By order of the Confraternity, get out of nmy way!" And Parizi anski gave
the sign, Help | demand in the name of ny duty!

Martel choked for breath in the syruplike air. He tried one last tine:
"Parizianski, friend, friend, ny friend. Stop. Stop." (No scanner had ever

nmur der ed scanner before.)

Pari zi anski made the sign: You are unfit for duty, and I will take over.
Mant el thought, For the first tinme in the world! as he reached over and

twi sted Parizianski's brainbox up to Overload. Parizianski's eyes glittered in
terror and understanding. H's body began to drift down toward the fl oor

Mantel had just strength to reach his own chestbox. As he faded into haberman
or death, he knew not which, he felt his fingers turning on the control of
speed, turning down. He tried to speak, to say, "Get a scanner, | need help,
get a scanner "

But the darkness rose about him and the nunb silence clasped him

Martel awakened to see the face of Luci near his own.

He opened his eyes wider, and found that he was heari ng—hearing the sound of
her happy weepi ng, the sound of her chest as she caught the air back into her
t hr oat .

He spoke weakly: "Still cranched? Alive?"

Anot her face swaminto the blur beside Luci's. It was Adam Stone. Hi s deep
voi ce rang across inmensities of space before comng to Mantel's hearing.
Martel tried to read Stone's lips, but could not make them out. He went back
to listening to the voice: "—not cranched. Do you understand ne? Not
cranched! "

Mantel tried to say: "But | can hear! | can feel!" The others got his sense if
not his words.

Adam St one spoke agai n:

"You have gone back through the haberman. | put you back first. | didn't know



how it would work in practice, but I had the theory all worked out. You don't
think the Instrumentality would waste the scanners, do you? You go back to
normality. We are letting the habermans die as fast as the ships cone in. They
don't need to live any nore. But we are restoring the scanners. You are the
first. Do you understand? You are the first. Take it easy, now "

Adam Stone smiled. DimMy behind Stone, Mantel thought that he saw the face of
one of the chiefs of the Instrunentality. That face, too, smiled at him and
then both faces di sappeared upward and away.

Mantel tried to lift his head, to scan hinself. He could not. Luci stared at
him calnmng herself, but with an expression of loving perplexity. She said,
"My darling husband! You're back again, to stay!"

Still, Mantel tried to see his box. Finally he swept his hand across his chest
with a clumsy notion. There was nothing there. The instrunents were gone. He
was back to normality but still alive.

In the deep weak peaceful ness of his mnd, another troubling thought took
shape. He tried to wite with his finger, the way that Luci wanted himto, but
he had neither pointed fingernail nor scanner's tablet. He had to use his

voi ce. He summoned up his strength and whi spered:

"Scanner s?"

"Yes, darling? What is it?"

"Scanner s?"

"Scanners. Oh, yes, darling, they're all right. They had to arrest sone of
them for going into H gh speed and running away. But the Instrunentality
caught themall—-all those on the ground—and they're happy now. Do you know,
darling," she laughed, "sone of themdidn't want to be restored to normality.
But Stone and the chiefs persuaded them"

"Vomact ?"

"He's fine, too. He's staying cranched until he can be restored. Do you know,
he has arranged for scanners to take new jobs. You're all to be deputy chiefs
for Space. Isn't that nice? But he got hinself nmade chief for Space. You're
all going to be pilots, so that your fraternity and guild can go on. And

Chang's getting changed right now You'll see himsoon."
Her face turned sad. She | ooked at himearnestly and said: "I mght as well
tell you now. You'll worry otherw se. There has been one accident. Only one.

When you and your friend called on Adam Stone, your friend was so happy that
he forgot to scan, and he let hinself die of Overload."

"Call ed on Stone?"

"Yes. Don't you renenber? Your friend."

He still | ooked surprised, so she said:

"Pari zi anski . "



