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I

Bef ore the great ships whispered between the stars by neans of planoformn ng
people had to fly fromstar to star with i mense sails—huge filns assorted in
space on long, rigid, coldproof rigging. A small spaceboat provided roomfor a
sailor to handle the sails, check the course, and watch the passengers who
were sealed, like knots in imrense threads, in their little adiabatic pods
which trailed behind the ship. The passengers knew not hi ng, except for going
to sleep on Earth and waking up on a strange new world forty, fifty, or two
hundred years | ater.

This was a primtive way to do it. But it worked.

On such a ship Helen America had followed M. Gey-no-nore. On such ships, the
Scanners retained their ancient authority over space. Two hundred planets and
nore were settled in this fashion, including Ad North Australia, destined to
be the treasure house of themall

The Emigration Port was a series of |ow, square buildings—nothing Iike
Eart hport, which towers above the clouds like a frozen nucl ear expl osion

Emi gration Port is dour, drab, dreary, and efficient. The walls are bl ack-red
like old blood nerely because they are cheaper to heat that way. The rockets
are ugly and sinple; the rocket pits, as inglorious as machi ne shops. Earth
has a few showpl aces to tell visitors about. Emigration Port is not one of
them The people who work there get the privilege of real work and secure

pr of essi onal honors. The people who go there become unconsci ous very soon

What they remenber about Earth is a little roomlike a hospital room a little
bed, sone nusic, sone talk, the sleep, and (perhaps) the cold.

From Enmigration Port they go to their pods, sealed in. The pods go to the
rockets and these to the sailing ship. That's the old way of doing it.

The new way is better. Al a person does nowis visit a pleasant |ounge, or
play a ganme of cards, or eat a meal or two. Al he needs is half the wealth of
a planet, or a couple hundred years' seniority nmarked "excellent"” w thout a
singl e break.

The photonic sails were different. Everyone took chances.

A young man, bright of skin and hair, nerry at heart, set out for a new world.
An ol der man, his hair touched with gray, went with him So, too, did thirty
t housand others. And al so, the nost beautiful girl on Earth.

Earth coul d have kept her, but the new worl ds needed her.
She had to go.

She went by light-sail ship. And she had to cross space—space, where the
danger always waits.

Space sometines conmands strange tools to its uses—the screans of a beautiful
child, the lam nated brain of a | ong-dead nouse, the heartbroken weeping of a
conputer. Most space offers no respite, no relay, no rescue, no repair. Al
dangers must be antici pated; otherw se they beconme nortal. And the greatest of
all hazards is the risk of man hinself.



"She's beautiful,"” said the first technician

"She's just a child," said the second.

"She won't | ook like much of a child when they're two hundred years out," said

the first.

"But she is a child,"” said the second, smling, "a beautiful doll wth blue
eyes, just going tiptoe into the beginnings of grown-up life." He sighed.

"She'll be frozen," said the first.

"Not all the tine," said the second. "Sometines they wake up. They have to
wake up. The machi nes defreeze them You renenber the crines on the Add
Twenty-two. Nice people, but the wong conbinations. And everythi ng went
wrong, dirtily, brutally wong."

They both renmenbered A d Twenty-two. The hell-ship had drifted between the
stars for a long tinme before its beacon brought rescue. Rescue was much too
| at e.

The ship was in inmacul ate condition. The sails were set at a correct angle.
The t housands of frozen sleepers, strung out behind the ship in their one-body
adi abati c pods, would have been in excellent condition, but they had nerely
been left in open space too |long and nost of them had spoil ed. The inside of

t he ship—there was the trouble. The sailor had failed or died. The reserve
passengers had been awakened. They did not get on well with one another. O

el se they got on too horribly well, in the wong way. Qut between the stars,
encased only by a frail linmted cabin, they had i nvented new crinmes and
conmitted them upon each other—rines which a nmllion years of Earth's old

wi ckedness had never brought to the surface of man before.

The investigators of Ad Twenty-two had becone very sick, reconstructing the
events that followed the awakening of the reserve crew, two of them had asked
for blanking and had obviously retired from servi ce.

The two technicians knew all about Ad Twenty-two as they watched the
fifteen-year-old woman sl eeping on the table. Was she a woman? Was she a girl?
What woul d happen to her if she did wake up on the flight?

She breat hed delicately.

The two technicians | ooked across her figure at one another and then the first
one sai d:

"We'd better call the psychol ogical guard. It's a job for him™"

"He can try," said the second.

The psychol ogi cal guard, a man whose nunber-nane ended in the digits

Ti ga- bel as, cane cheerfully into the rooma half-hour later. He was a
dreany-1 ooking old man, sharp and alert, probably in his fourth rejuvenation
He | ooked at the beautiful girl on the table and inhal ed sharply,

"What's this for—a ship?”



"No," said the first technician, "it's a beauty contest."

"Don't be a fool," said the psychol ogi cal guard. "You mean they are really
sendi ng that beautiful child into the Up-and-Qut?"

"It's stock," said the second technician. "The people out on Wreld Schenering
are running dreadfully ugly, and they flashed a sign to the Big Blink that
they had to have better-1ooking people. The Instrunentality is doing right by
them Al the people on this ship are handsone or beautiful.”

"If she's that precious, why don't they freeze her and put her in a pod? That
way she woul d either get there or she would not. A face as pretty as that,"
said Tiga-belas, "could start trouble anywhere. Let alone a ship. Wat's her
name- nunber ?"

"On the board there," said the first technician. "It's all on the board there.
You'll want the others too. They're listed, too, and ready to go on the
board. "

"Veesey-koosey," read the psychol ogi cal guard, saying the words al oud, "or
five-six. That's a silly name, but it's rather cute.” Wth one | ast | ook back
at the sleeping girl, he bent to his work of reading the case histories of the
peopl e added to the reserve crew. Wthin ten lines, he saw why the girl was
bei ng kept ready for emergencies, instead of sleeping the whole trip through
She had a Daughter Potential of 999.999, meaning that any normal adult of

ei ther sex could and woul d accept her as a daughter after a few nmi nutes of

rel ati onship. She had no skill in herself, no |l earning, no trained capacities.
But she could renotivate al nost anyone ol der than herself, and she showed a
probability of making that renotivated person put up a gigantic fight for
life. For her sake. And secondarily the adopter's.

That was all, but it was special enough to put her in the cabin. She had
tested out into the literal truth of the ancient poetic scrap, "the fairest of
t he daughters of old, old Earth."

When Ti ga-belas finished taking his notes fromthe records, the working tine
was al nbost over. The technicians had not interrupted him He turned around to
| ook one last tinme at the lovely girl. She was gone. The second technician had
left and the first was cleaning his hands.

"You haven't frozen her?" cried Tiga-belas. "I'll have to fix her too, if the
safeguard is to work."

"OfF course you do," said the first technician. "W've left you two minutes for
it."

"You give ne two mnutes," said Tiga-belas, "to protect a trip of four hundred
and fifty years!"

"Do you need nore," said the technician, and it was not even a question
except in form

"Do | ?" said Tiga-belas. He broke into a snile. "No, | don't. That girl wll
be safe long after I am dead."

"When do you di e?" said the technician, socially.

"Seventy-three years, two nonths, four days," said Tiga-belas agreeably. "I'm
a fourth-and-last."



"I thought so," said the technician. "You' re smart. Nobody starts off that
way. We all learn. I"'msure you'll take care of that girl."

They left the | aboratory together and ascended to the surface and the cool
restful night of Earth.
I

Late the next day, Tiga-belas cane in, very cheerful indeed. In his left hand
he held a drama spool, full comrercial size. In his right hand there was a

bl ack plastic cube with shimrering silver contact-points gleaming on its
sides. The two technicians greeted himpolitely.

The psychol ogi cal guard could not hide his excitenent and his pl easure.

"I"ve got that beautiful child taken care of. The way she is going to be
fixed, she'll keep her Daughter Potential, but it's going to be a Iot closer
to one thousand point double zero than it was with all those nines. |'ve used
a nouse-brain."”

"If it's frozen," said the first technician, "we won't be able to put it in
the conputer. It will have to go forward with the emergency stores."

"This brain isn't frozen," said Tiga-belas indignantly. "It's been |am nated.
W stiffened it with celluprinme and then we veneered it down, about seven
t housand | ayers. Each one has plastic of at |east two nol ecul ar thicknesses.

This nmouse can't spoil. "As a matter of fact, this nmouse is going to go on
thinking forever. He won't think nuch, unless we put the voltage on him but
he'll think. And he can't spoil. This is ceramic plastic, and it would take a

maj or weapon to break it."

"The contacts ...? said the second technician

"They don't go through," said Tiga-belas. "This nmouse is tuned into that
girl's personality, up to a thousand meters. You can put himanywhere in the
ship. The case has been hardened. The contacts are just attached on the

out side. They feed to nickel-steel counterpart contacts on the inside. |I told
you, this nmouse is going to be thinking when the | ast hunman being on the | ast
known pl anet is dead. And it's going to be thinking about that girl. Forever."

"Forever is an awmfully long time," said the first technician, with a shiver.
"W only need a safety period of two thousand years. The girl herself would
spoil in less than a thousand years, if anything did go wong."

"Never you mind," said Tiga-belas, "that girl is going to be guarded whet her
she is spoiled or not." He spoke to the cube. "You're going along with Veesey,
fellow, and if she is an A d Twenty-two you'll turn the whole thing into a
toddl e-garden frolic conmplete with ice creamand hytmms to the West Wnd."

Ti ga- bel as | ooked up at the other men and said, quite unnecessarily, "He can't
hear ne."

"Of course not," said the first technician, very dryly.
They all |ooked at the cube. It was a beautiful piece of engineering. The
psychol ogi cal guard had reason to be proud of it.

"Do you need the nmouse any nore?" said the first technician
"Yes," said Tiga-belas. "One-third of a mllisecond at forty negadynes. | want
himto get her whole life printed on his left cortical |obe. Particularly her

screans. She screaned badly at ten nonths. Sonething she got in her nouth. She



screanmed at ten when she thought the air had stopped in her drop-shaft. It
hadn't, or she wouldn't be here. They're in her record. | want the nouse to
have those screanms. And she had a pair of red shoes for her fourth birthday.
Gve me the full two mnutes with her. I've printed the key on the conplete
series of Marcia and the Moon Men—that was the best box drama for teen-age
girls that they ran | ast year. Veesey sawit. This time she'll see it again,
but the nouse will be tied in. She won't have the chance of a snowball in hel
of forgetting it."

Said the first technician, "Wuat was that?"

"Huh?" said Tiga-bel as.

"What was that you just said, that, at the end?"

"Are you deaf ?"

"No," said the technician huffily. "I just didn't understand what you neant."

"I said that she would not have the chance of a snowball in hell of forgetting
it."

"That's what | thought you said," replied the technician. "Wat is a snowbal |l ?
What is hell? What sort of chances do they make?"

The second technician interrupted eagerly. "I know, " he expl ai ned. "Snowballs
are ice formations on Neptune. Hell is a planet out near Khufu VII. | don't
know how anybody woul d get them together."

Ti ga-bel as | ooked at themwi th the weary amazenent of the very old. He did not

feel like explaining, so he said gently:
"Let's leave the literature till another tinme. Al | nmeant was, Veesey will be
safe when she's cued into this mouse. The nouse will outlast her and everybody

el se, and no teen-age girl is going to forget Marcia and the Moon Men. Not
when she saw every single episode twice over. This girl did."

"She's not going to render the other passengers ineffectual? That woul dn't
hel p," said the first technician

"Not a bit," said Tiga-belas.

"Gve me those strengths again," said the first technician

"Mouse—ene-third mllisecond at forty megadynes.”

"They'l|l hear that way beyond the noon," said the technician. "You can't put
that sort of stuff into people's heads without a pernit. Do you want us to get
a special permt fromthe Instrunmentality?"

"For one-third of a mllisecond?"

The two nmen faced each other for a nmoment; then the technician began creasing
his forehead, his nouth began to smile, and they both | aughed. The second
technician did not understand it and Tiga-belas said to him

"I"'mputting the girl's whole lifetime into one-third of a mllisecond at top

power. It will drain over into the nmouse-brain inside this cube. Wiat is the
normal human reaction within one-third mllisecond?"



"Fifteen mlliseconds— The second technician started to speak and stopped
hi nmsel f.

"That's right," said Tiga-belas. "People don't get anything at all in |less
than fifteen milliseconds. This nmouse isn't only veneered and | am nated; he's
fast. The lanmination is faster than his own synapses ever were. Bring on the

girl.”
The first technician had al ready gone to get her
The second technician turned back for one nore question. "Is the nouse dead?"

"No. Yes. OF course not. \What do you mean? Who knows?" said Tiga-belas all in
one breath.

The younger man stared but the couch with the beautiful girl had al ready
rolled into the room Her skin had chilled down frompink to ivory and her
respiration was no longer visiBle to the naked eye, but she was stil
beautiful. The deep freezing had not yet begun

The first technician began to whistle. "Muse—forty negadynes, one-third of a
mllisecond. Grl, output maxi mum sane tine. Grl input, two mnutes, what
vol une?"

"Anyt hing," said Tiga-belas. "Anything. Watever you use for deep personality
engravi ng."

"Set," said the technician.
"Take the cube," said Tiga-bel as.

The technician took it and fitted it into the coffinlike box near the girl's
head.

"Good-bye, immortal nouse," said Tiga-belas. "Think about the beautiful girl
when | am dead and don't get too tired of Marcia and the Moon Men when you' ve
seen it for a mllion years . "

"Record," said the second technician. He took it from Tiga-belas and put it
into a standard drama-shower, but one with output cables heavier than any hone
had ever install ed.

"Do you have a code word?" said the first technician

"It's alittle poem" said Tiga-belas. He reached in his pocket. "Don't read
it aloud. If any of us m sspoke a word, there is a chance she mght hear it
and it would heterodyne the rel ationship between her and the | am nated nouse."

The two | ooked at a scrap of paper. In clear, archaic witing there appeared
the |ines:

Lady if a man

Tries to bother you, you can

Thi nk bl ue,

Count two,

And | ook for a red shoe.

The technicians |aughed warmy. "That'll do it," said the first technician



Ti ga- bel as gave them an enbarrassed smle of thanks.

"Turn them both on," he said. "Good-bye, girl," he murrmured to hinself.
"Good- bye, nouse. Maybe 1'll see you in seventy-four years."

The room flashed with a kind of invisible Iight inside their heads.
In noon orbit a navigator wondered about his nother's red shoes.

Two nmillion people on Earth started to count "one-two" and then wondered why
t hey had done so.

A bright young parakeet, in an orbital ship, began reciting the whol e verse
and baffled the crew as to what the meaning m ght be.

Apart fromthis, there were no side-effects.

The girl in the coffin arched her body with terrible strain. The el ectrodes
had scorched the skin at her tenples. The scars stood bright red against the
chilled fresh skin of the girl

The cube showed no sign fromthe dead-live |ive-dead nouse.

Whi |l e the second technician put ointnent on Veesey's scars, Tiga-belas put on
a headset and touched the term nals of the cube very gently wi thout noving it
fromthe snap-in position it held in the coffin-shaped box.

He nodded, satisfied. He stepped back.

"You're sure the girl got it?"

"We'|| read it back before she goes to deep-freeze."

"Marci a and the Moon Men, what ?"

"Can't miss it," said the first technician. "I'll let you knowif there's
anyt hi ng m ssing. There won't be."

Ti ga- bel as took one last ook at the lovely, lovely girl. Seventy-three years,
two nonths, three days, he thought to hinself. And she, beyond Earth rules,
may be awarded a thousand years. And the nouse-brain has got a million years.

Veesey never knew any of them-neither the first technician, nor the second
techni ci an, nor Tiga-belas, the psychol ogi cal guard.

To the day of her death, she knew that Marcia and the Mbon Men had incl uded
t he nost wonderful blue lights, the hypnotic count of "one-two, one-two" and
the prettiest red shoes that any girl had seen on or off Earth.

[1

Three hundred and twenty-six years later she had to wake up

Her box had opened.

Her body ached in every muscle and nerve.

The ship was scream ng enmergency and she had to get up



She wanted to sleep, to sleep, or to die.

The ship kept scream ng.

She had to get up

She lifted an armto the edge of her coffin-bed. She had practiced getting in
and out of the bed in the long training period before they sent her
underground to be hypnotized and frozen. She knew just what to reach for, just
what to expect. She pulled herself over on her side. She opened her eyes.

The lights were yellow and strong. She cl osed her eyes again.

This time a voice sounded from sonewhere near her. It seened to be saying,
"Take the straw in your nouth."

Veesey groaned.

The voi ce kept on saying things.

Sonet hi ng scratchy pressed agai nst her nouth.

She opened her eyes.

The outline of a human head had come between her and the |ight.

She squinted, trying to see if it might be one nore of the doctors. No, this
was the ship.

The face canme into focus.

It was the face of a very handsone and very young man. H s eyes | ooked into
hers. She had never seen anyone who was both handsonme and synpathetic, quite
the way that he was. She tried to see himclearly, and found herself begi nni ng
to smle.

The drinking-tube thrust past her lips and teeth. Automatically she sucked at
it. The fluid was sonething like soup, but it had a medicinal taste too.

The face had a voice. "Wake up," he said, "wake up. It doesn't do any good to
hol d back now. You need sone exerci se as soon as you can manage it."

She let the tube slip fromher nouth and gasped, "Wo are you?"

"Trece," he said, "and that's Tal atashar over there. W' ve been up for two
nmont hs, rescuing the robots. W need your help."

"Hel p," she murnured, "ny hel p?"

Trece's face winkled and crinkled in a delightful grin. "Well, we sort of
needed you. W really do need a third mind to watch the robots when we think
we' ve fixed them And besides, we're lonely. Talatashar and | aren't much
conpany to each other. W | ooked over the list of reserve crew and we deci ded
to wake you." He reached out a friendly hand to her

When she sat up she saw the other man, Tal atashar. She i medi ately recoil ed:
she had never seen anyone so ugly. His hair was gray and cropped. Piggy little
eyes peered out of eye-sockets which | ooked flooded with fat. H s cheeks hung
down in monstrous jow s on either side. On top of all that, his face was

| opsi ded. One side seenmed wi de awake but the other was twi sted in an endl ess



spasm whi ch | ooked |i ke agony. She could not help putting her hand to her
mouth. And it was with the back of her hand against her |ips that she spoke.

"I thought—+ thought everybody on this ship was supposed to be handsone."

One side of Talatashar's face sniled at her while the other half stayed with
its expression of frozen hurt.

"W were," his voice runbled, and it was not of itself an unpl easant voice,

"we all were. Some of us always get spoiled in the freezing. It will take you
a while to get used to ne." He laughed grinmy. "It took me a while to get used
to ne. In tw nonths, |'ve managed. Pleased to neet you. Maybe you'll be

pl eased to nmeet ne, after a while. Wat do you think of that, eh, Trece?"
"What ?" said Trece, who had watched them both with friendly worry.

"The girl. So tactful. The direct diplonmacy of the very young. Was | handsone,
she said. No, say |I. Wiat is she, anyhow?"

Trece turned to her. "Let me help you sit," he said.

She sat up on the edge of her box.

Wrdl essly he passed the skin of fluid to her with its drinking tube, and she
went back to sucking her broth. Her eyes peered up at the two nen like the
eyes of a small child. They were as innocent and troubled as the eyes of a
kitten which has met worry for the first tine.

"What are you?" said Trece
She took her lips away fromthe tube for a noment. "A girl," she said.

Hal f of Talatashar's face sniled a sophisticated smile. The other half noved a
little with rmuscul ar drag, but expressed nothing. "W see that," said he,
grimy.

"He neans," said Trece conciliatorily, "what have you been trained for?"

She took her mouth away again. "Nothing," said she.

The nmen | aughed—both of them First, Trece laughed with all the evil in the
world in his voice. Then Tal atashar |aughed, and he was too young to |l augh his
own way. His |aughter, too, was cruel. There was sonething masculine,
mysterious, threatening, and secret in it, as though he knew all about things
which girls could find out only at the cost of pain and humliation. He was as
alien, for the nonent, as nen have al ways been fromwonen: filled with secret
noti ves and conceal ed desires, driven by bright sharp thoughts whi ch wonen
neither had nor w shed to have. Perhaps nore than his body had spoil ed.

There was nothing in Veesey's own life to make her fear that |augh, but the
instinctive reaction of a mllion years of wonanhood behind her was to

di sregard the evil, go on the alert for nmore trouble, and hope for the best at
t he nmonent. She knew, from books and tapes, all about sex. This |laugh had
nothing to do with babies or with | ove. There was contenpt and power and
cruelty in it—the cruelty of nen who are cruel nerely because they are nen.
For an instant she hated both of them but she was not al arned enough to set
off the trigger of the protective devices which the psychol ogi cal guard had
built into her mind itself. Instead, she | ooked down the cabin, ten neters



long and four neters w de.

Thi s was hone now, perhaps forever. There were sl eepers somewhere, but she did
not see their boxes. Al she had was this small space and the two nen—rece
with his warmsnile, his nice voice, his interesting gray-blue eyes; and

Tal atashar, with his ruined face. And their |aughter. That wetchedly

nmyst eri ous mascul i ne | aughter, hostile and | aughing-at in its undertones.

Life's life, she thought, and I rust live it. Here.

Tal at ashar, who had fini shed | aughi ng, now spoke in a very different voice.

"There will be time for the fun and ganes later. First, we have to get the
wor k done. The photonic sails aren't picking up enough starlight to get us
anywhere. The mainsail is ripped by a neteor. W can't repair it, not when

it's twenty mles across. So we have to jury-rig the ship—+that's the right old
word. "

"How does it work?" asked Veesey sadly, not nuch interested in her own
guestion. The aches and pains of the long freeze were begi nning to bedevil
her .

Tal at ashar said, "It's sinple. The sails are coated. W were put into orbit by
rockets. The pressure of light is bigger on one side than on the other. Wth
some pressure on one side and virtually no pressure on the other, the ship has
to go somewhere. Interstellar matter is very fine and does not give us enough
drag to slow us down. The sails pull away fromthe brightest source of |ight
at any tine. For the first eighty years it was the sun. Then we began trying
to get both the sun and some bright patches of light behind it. Now we have
nmore |ight com ng at us than we want, and we will be pulled away from our
destination if we do not point the blind side of the sails at the goal and the
pushi ng sides at the next best source. The sailor died, for sone reason we
can't figure out. The ship's automatic nechani smwoke us up and the navigation
board explained the situation to us. Here we are. W have to fix the robots."

"But what's the matter with then? Why don't they do it thensel ves? Wy did
they have to wake up people? They're supposed to be so smart." She

particul arly wondered, Wiy did they have to wake up nmel But she suspected the
answer —that the nmen had done it, not the robots—and she did not want to nake
themsay it. She still renenbered how their masculine | aughter had turned

ugly.

"The robots weren't progranmed to tear up sails—enly to fix them W've got to
condition themto accept the danage that we want to | eave, and to go ahead
with the new work which we are adding."

"Could | have sonmething to eat?" asked Veesey.

"Let me get it!" cried Trece.

"Why not?" said Tal at ashar

Whil e she ate, they went over the proposed work in detail, the three of them
talking it out calmy. Veesey felt nore relaxed. She had the sensation that
they were taking her in as a partner

By the time they conpleted their work schedul es, they were sure it would take
between thirty-five and forty-two nornal days to get the sails stiffened and

re-hung. The robots did the outside work, but the sails were seventy thousand
mles |long by twenty thousand niles w de.



Forty-two days!

The work was not forty-two days at all

It was one year and three days before they finished.

The rel ationships in the cabin had not changed much. Tal atashar |eft her al one
except to make ugly remarks. Nothing he had found in the nmedicine cabinet had
made hi m | ook any better, but sone of the things drugged himso that he sl ept
| ong and wel I .

Trece had | ong since becone her sweetheart, but it was such an innocent
romance that it night have been conducted on grass, under elns, at the edge of
an Earthside silky river.

Once she had found them fighting and had excl ai med:

"Stop it! Stop it! You can't!"

When they did stop hitting each other, she said wonderingly:

"I thought you couldn't. Those boxes. Those saf eguards. Those things they put
inwth us."

And Tal atashar said, in a voice of infinite ugliness and finality, "That's
what they thought. | threw those things out of the ship nonths ago. Don't want
t hem ar ound. "

The effect on Trece was dramatic, as bad as if he had wal ked into one of the
Anci ent Unsel fing Grounds unaware. He stood utterly still, his eyes w de and
his voice filled with fear when, at last, he did speak

" So—that' s—-why—ae—fought! "

"You mean the boxes? They're gone, all right."

"But," gasped Trece, "each was protected by each one's box. W were al
prot ect ed—rom oursel ves. God help us all!"

"What is God?" said Tal at ashar

"Never mind. It's an old word. | heard it froma robot. But what are we going
to do? What are you going to do?" said he accusingly to Tal at ashar

"Me," said Tal atashar, "I1'm doi ng nothing. Nothing has happened." The worKking
side of his face twisted in a hideous snile

Veesey wat ched both of them
She did not understand it, but she feared it, that unspecific danger

Tal at ashar gave them his ugly, masculine laugh, but this time- Trece did not
join him He stared open-nouthed at the other nan.

Tal at ashar put on a show of courage and indifference. "Shift's up," he said,
"and I'mturning in."



Veesey nodded and tried to say good night but no words cane. She was
frightened and inquisitive. O the twd, feeling inquisitive was worse. There
were thirty-odd thousand people all around her, but only these two were alive
and present. They knew somet hi ng whi ch she did not know

Tal at ashar made a brave show of it by bidding her, "M x up sonething speci al
for the big eating tomorrow. Mnd you do it, girl."

He clinbed into the wall.
When Veesey turned toward Trece, it was he who fell into her arns.

"I"'mfrightened," he said. "W can face anything in space, but we can't face
us. I'mbeginning to think that the sailor killed hinself. Hi s psychol ogica
guard broke down too. And now we're all alone with just us."

Veesey | ooked instinctively around the cabin. "It's all the same as before.
Just the three of us, and this little room and the Up-and-CQut outside."

"Don't you see it, darling?' He grabbed her by the shoulders. "The little
boxes protected us from ourselves. And now there aren't any. W are hel pl ess.
There isn't anything here to protect us fromus. Wat hurts man |ike man? \Wat
kills people |like people? What danger to us could be nore terrible than

our sel ves?"

She tried to pull away. "It's not that bad."

W thout answering he pulled her to him He began tearing at her clothes. The
jacket and shorts, like his own, were omi-textile and fitted tight. She
fought him off but she was not the least bit frightened. She was sorry for
him and at this noment the only thing that worried her was that Tal atashar
m ght wake up and try to help her. That would be too nuch.

Trece was not hard to stop

She got himto sit down and they drifted into the big chair together
Hi s face was as tear-stained as her own.

That night, they did not make |ove.

In whispers, in gasps, he told her the story of dd Twenty-two. He told her

t hat peopl e poured out anong the stars and that the ancient things inside
peopl e woke up, so that the deeps of their mnds were nore terrible than the
bl ackest depth of space. Space never committed crines. It just killed. Nature
could transnmit death, but only man could carry crine fromworld to world.

Wt hout the boxes, they |ooked into the bottom ess depths of their own unknown
sel ves.

She did not really understand, but she tried as well as she possibly coul d.

He went to sleep—+t was long after his shift should have ended—nmurnuring over
and over again:

"Veesey, Veesey, protect me fromme! What can | do now, now, now, so that |
won't do sonething terrible later on? What can | do? Now |I'm afraid of ne,
Veesey, and afraid of Add Twenty-two. Veesey, Veesey, you' ve got to save ne
fromnme. What can | do now, now, now ... ?"

She had no answer and after he slept, she slept. The yellow lights burned



brightly on them both. The robot-board, reading that no human being was in the
"on" position, assunmed conplete control of the ship and sails.

Tal at ashar woke themin the norning.

No one that day, nor any of the succeedi ng days, said anything about the
boxes. There was nothing to say.

But the two men watched each other |ike unrel ated beasts and Veesey herself
began wat ching themin turn. Sonmething wong and vital had cone into the room
sone exuberance of |ife which she had never known existed. It did not snell;
she could not see it; she could not reach it with her fingers. It was

somet hing real, neverthel ess. Perhaps it was what people once call ed danger

She tried to be particularly friendly to both the nen. It nade the feeling
dimnish within her. But Trece becane surly and jeal ous and Tal atashar sniled
his untruthful |opsided snile.

IV

Danger cane to them by surprise
Tal at ashar's hands were on her, pulling her out of her own sl eeping-box.
She tried to fight but he was as renorsel ess as an engi ne.

He pulled her free, turned her around, and let her float in the air. She would
not touch the floor for a mnute or twd, and he obviously counted on getting
control of her again. As she twisted in the air, wondering what had happened,
she saw Trece's eyes rolling as they foll owed her nmovenent. Only a fraction of
a second later did she realize that she saw Trece too. He was tied up with
energency wire, and the wire which bound himwas tied to one of the stanchions
inthe wall. He was nore hel pl ess than she.

A col d deep fear came upon her.

"I's this a crinme?" she whispered to the enpty air. "Is this what crinme is,
what you are doing to ne?"

Tal at ashar did not answer her, but his hands took a firmterrible grip on her
shoul ders. He turned her around. She slapped at him He sl apped her back
hitting so hard that her jaw felt |ike a wound.

She had hurt herself accidentally a few tines; the doctor-robots had al ways
hurried to her aid. But no other human bei ng had ever hurt her. Hurting

peopl e—why, that wasn't done, except for the games of nmen! It wasn't done. It
couldn't happen. It did.

Al in a rush she remenbered what Trece had told her about O d Twenty-two, and
about what happened to people when they |lost their own outsides in space and

began making up evil fromthe peopl e-insides which, after a mllion and nore
years of becom ng human, still followed them everywhere—even into space
itself.

This was crime cone back to man.

She nmanaged to say it to Talatashar. "You are going to commt crimes? On this
ship? Wth me?"

H s expression was hard to read, with half of his face frozen in a perpetua
rictus of unfulfilled |aughter. They were facing each other now. Her face was



feverish fromthe pain of his slap, but the good side of his face showed no
corresponding inprint of pain from having been struck by her. It showed
not hi ng but strength, alertness, and a kind of attunenent which was utterly
and uni magi nably wrong.

At | ast he answered her, and it was as if he wandered anong the wonders of his
own soul

"I"mgoing to do what | please. Wat | please. Do you understand?"

"Why don't you just ask us?" she managed to say. "Trece and | will do anything
you want. W're all alone in this little ship, mllions of mles from nowhere.
Why shoul dn't we do what you want? Let himgo. And talk to nme. We'll do what
you want. Anything. You have rights too."

H s |laugh was close to a crazy scream

He put his face close to her and hissed at her so sharply that droplets of his
spittle sprayed agai nst her cheek and ear

"I don't want rights!" he shouted at her. "I don't want what's mne. | don't
want to do right. Do you think | haven't heard the two of you, night after
ni ght, making soft | oving sounds when the cabin has gone dark? Wiy do you
think I threw the cubes out of the ship? Wiy do you think |I needed power?"

"I don't know," she said, sadly and neekly. She had not given up hope. As long
as he was tal king he mght talk hinself out and becone reasonabl e agai n. She

had heard of robots blowing their circuits, so that they had to be hunted down
by ot her robots. But she had never thought that it night happen to people too.

Tal at ashar groaned. The history of man was in his groan—the anger at life,
whi ch prom ses so much and gives so little, and despair about tine, which
tricks man while it shapes him He sat back on the air and let hinself drift
toward the floor of the cabin, where the nagnetic carpeting drew the silky
iron filaments in their clothing.

"You're thinking he'll get over this, aren't you?" said he, speaking of

hi nmsel f.

She nodded.

"You're thinking he'll get reasonable and | et both of us alone, aren't you?"

She nodded agai n.

"You' re thinking—Fal atashar, he'll get well when we arrive at Wreld
Schenering, and the doctors will fix his face, and then we'll all be happy
again. That's what you're thinking, isn't it?"

She still nodded. Behind her she heard Trece give a | oud groan against his
gag, but she did not dare take her eyes off Tal atashar and his spoil ed,
horri bl e face.

"Well, it won't be that way, Veesey,"
al nost cal m

he said. The finality in his voice was

"Veesey, you're not going to get there. 1'mgoing to do what | have to do. |'m
going to do things to you that no one ever did in space before, and then I'm
going to throw your body out the disposal door. But I'Il let Trece watch it

all before | kill himtoo. And then, do you know what 1'll do?"



Sone strange enotion—+t was probably fear—began tightening the nuscles in her
throat. Her mouth had become dry. She barely managed to croak, "No, | don't
know what you'll do then . "

Tal at ashar | ooked as though he were staring inward.
"I don't either," said he, "except that it's not something | want to do. |
don't want to do it at all. It's cruel and nmessy and when | get through I
won't have you and himto talk to. But this is sonething | have to do. It's
justice, in a strange way. You've got to die because you're bad. And |I'm bad
too; but if you die, I won't be so bad."

He | ooked up at her brightly, alnost as though he were normal. "Do you know
what |'mtal ki ng about? Do you understand any of it?"

"No. No. No," Veesey stammered, but she could not help it.

Tal at ashar stared not at her but at the invisible face of his crine-to-cone
and said, alnost cheerfully:

"You mght as well .understand. It's you who will die for it, and then him
Long ago you did me a wong, a dirty, intolerable wong. It wasn't the you
who's sitting here. You' re not big enough or smart enough to do anything as
awful as the things that were done to nme. It wasn't this you who did it, it
was the real, true you instead. And now you are going to be cut and burned and
choked and brought back w th medici nes and cut and choked and hurt again, as

| ong as your body can stand it. And when your body stops, |'mgoing to put on
an energency suit and shove your dead body out into space with him He can go
out alive, for all | care. Wthout a suit, he'll last two gasps. And then part
of my justice will be done. That's what people have called crinme,. It's just
justice, private justice that cones out of the deep insides of man. Do you
under st and, Veesey?"

She nodded. She shook her head. She nodded again. She didn't know how to
r espond.

"And then there are nore things which I'll have to do," he went on, with a
sort of purr. "Do you know what there is outside this ship, waiting for ny
crinme?"

She shook her head, and so he answered hinself.

"There are thirty thousand people following in their pods behind this ship.

["I'l pull themin by two and two and | will get young girls. The others I|']
throw | oose in space. And with the girls I'll find out what it is—what it is
I've al ways had to do, and never knew. Never knew, Veesey, till | found nyself

out in space with you."

H s voice al nost went dreany as he lost hinself in his own thoughts. The

twi sted side of his face showed its endless |augh, but the nobile side | ooked
t hought ful and mel ancholy, so that she felt there was sonething inside him
whi ch might be understood, if only she had the qui ckness and the inmagi nation
to think of it.

Her throat still dry, she managed to hal f-whisper at him

"Do you hate me? Why do you want to hurt me? Do you hate girls?"

"I don't hate girls,"” he blazed, "I hate me. Qut here in space | found it out.



You're not a person. Grls aren't people. They are soft and pretty and cute
and cuddly and warm but they have no feelings. | was handsone before ny face
spoil ed, but that didn't nmatter. | always knew that girls weren't people.
They' re something |ike robots. They have all the power in the world and none
of the worry. Men have to obey, men have to beg, nen have to suffer, because
they are built to suffer and to be sorry and to obey. Al a girl has to do is
to smle her pretty smile or to cross her pretty |legs, and the man gives up
everything he has ever wanted and fought for, just to be her slave. And then
the girl"—and at this point he got to scream ng again, in a high shril

shout —and then the girl gets to be a woman and she has children, nore girls
to pester men, nmore nmen to be the victinms of girls, nore cruelty and nore
slaves. You're so cruel to nme, Veesey! You're so cruel that you don't even

know you're cruel. If you'd known how | wanted you, you' d have suffered like a
person. But you didn't suffer. You're a girl. Well, you're going to find out
now. You will suffer and then you will die. But you won't die until you know

how men feel about wonen."

"Tala," she said, using the nicknane they had so rarely used to him "Tala,
that's not so. | never neant you to suffer.”

"OfF course you didn't," he snapped. "Grls don't know what they do. That's
what makes themgirls. They're worse than snakes, worse than machines." He was
mad, crazy-mad, in the outer deep of space. He stood up so suddenly that he
shot through the air and had to catch hinself on the ceiling.

A noise in the side of the cabin made them both turn for a nonment. Trece was
trying to break | oose fromhis bonds. It did no good. Veesey flung herself
toward Trece, but Tal atashar caught her by the shoulder. He tw sted her
around. H s eyes blazed at her out of his poor, msshapen face.

Veesey had sonetine wondered what death would be |ike. She thought:
This is it.

Her body still fought Tal atashar, there in the spaceboat cabin. Trece groaned
behi nd his shackles and his gag. She tried to scratch at Tal atashar's eyes,
but the thought of death nmade her seem far away. Far away, inside herself.

I nsi de herself, where other people could not reach, ever—no matter what
happened.

Qut of that deep nearby renoteness, words came into her head:
Lady if a man

Tries to bother you, you can

Thi nk bl ue,

Count two,

And | ook for a red shoe.

Thi nki ng bl ue was not hard. She just imagined the yellow cabin lights turning
bl ue. Counting "one-tw" was the sinmplest thing in the world. And even with
Tal at ashar straining to catch her free hand, she nanaged to renenber the
beautiful, beautiful red shoes which she had seen in Mrcia and the Mon Men.

The lights di med nmonentarily and a huge voice roared at themfromthe contro
boar d.

"Ener gency, top energency! People! People out of repair!”

Tal at ashar was so astonished that he | et her go.



The board whined at themlike a siren. It sounded as though the conputer had
beconme flooded with weeping.

In an utterly different voice fromhis inpassioned tal kative rage, Tal atashar
| ooked directly at her and asked, very soberly, "Your cube. Didn't | get your
cube too?"

There was a knocking on the wall. A knocking fromthe mllions of mles of
enptiness outside. A knocking out of nowhere.

A person they had never seen before stepped into the ship, wal king through the
doubl e wall as though it had been nothing nore than a streamer of nist.

It was a man. A m ddl e-aged man, sharp of face, strong in torso and |inbs,
clad in very old-style clothes. In his belt he had a whole collection of
weapons, and in his hand a whip.

"You there," said the stranger to Tal atashar, "untie that man."

He gestured with the whip-butt toward Trece, still bound and gagged.
Tal at ashar got over his surprise.

"You're a cube-ghost. You're not real!™

The whip hissed in the air and a long red welt appeared on Tal atashar's wi st.
The drops of blood began to float beside himin the air before he could speak
agai n.

Veesey coul d say nothing; her mnd and body seened to be bl anki ng out.

As she sank to the floor, she saw Tal at ashar shake hinsel f, wal k over to
Trece, and begin untying the knots.

When Tal at ashar got the gag out of Trece's nmouth, Trece spoke—not to him but
to the stranger:

"Who are you?"

"I do not exist," said the stranger, "but |I can kill you, any of you, if I
wi sh. You had better do as | say. Listen carefully. You too," he added,
turni ng hal fway around and | ooki ng at Veesey. "You listen too, because it's
you who called ne."

Al three listened. The fight was gone out of them Trece rubbed his wists
and shook his hands to get the circulation going in them again.

The stranger turned, in courtly and el egant fashion, so that he spoke nost
directly to Tal atashar.

"I derive fromthe young lady's cube. Did you notice the lights dinP
Tiga-belas left a false cube in her freeze-box but he hid me in the ship. Wen
she thought the key notions at nme, there was a fraction of a mcrovolt which

called for nore power at ny terminals. | amnmade fromthe brain of sonme smal
animal, but | bear the personality and the strength of Tiga-belas. | shal

last a billion years. Wen the current canme on full power, | became operative
as a distortion in your minds. | do not exist," said he, specifically

addressing hinmself to Tal atashar, "but if | needed to take out ny imagi nary
pistol and to shoot you in the head with it, ny control is so strong that your
bone would conply with ny command. The hol e woul d appear in your head and your



bl ood and your brains would pour out, just as much as blood is pouring from
your hand just now. Look at your hand and believe me, if you wish."

Tal at ashar refused to | ook

Th|; stranger went on in a very deliberate tone. "No bullet would conme from ny

pistol, no ray, no blast, nothing. Nothing at all. But your flesh would
believe ne, even if your thoughts did not. Your bone structure would believe
me, whet her you thought so or not. | am conmmunicating to every separate single
cell in your body, to everything which | feel to be alive. If | think bullet
at you, your bone will pull aside for the imagi nary wound. Your skin will

part, your blood will pour out, your brains will splash. They will not do it

by physical force but by communi cation fromme. Conmuni cation direct, you
fool. That may not be real violence, but it serves ny purpose just as well.
Now do you understand ne? Look at your wrist."

Tal at ashar did not avert his eyes fromthe stranger. In an odd cold voice he
said, "l believe you. |I guess | amcrazy. Are you going to kill me?"

"I don't know," said the stranger
Trece said, "Please, are you a person or machi ne?"
"I don't know," said the stranger to himtoo.

"What's your nane?" asked Veesey. "Did you get a nane when they made you and
sent you with us?"

"My nane," said the stranger, with a bowto her, "is Sh'san."
"dad to neet you, Sh'san," said Trece, holding out his own hand
They shook hands.

"I felt your hand," said Trece. He | ooked at the other two in amazenment. "I
felt his hand, | really did. Wiat were you doing out in space all this tine?"

The stranger smled. "I have work to do, not talk to make."

"What do you want us to do," said Tal atashar, "now that you've taken over?"
"I haven't taken over," said Sh'san, "and you will do what you have to do.
Isn't that the nature of people?"

"But, please— said Veesey.

The stranger had vani shed and the three of themwere alone in the spaceboat
cabin again. Trece's gag and bindings had finally drifted down to the carpet
but Tala's blood hung gently in the air beside him

Very heavily, Tal atashar spoke. "Well, we're through that. Wuld you say | was
crazy?"

"Crazy?" said Veesey. "I don't know the word."

"Damaged in the "thinking," explained Trece to her. Turning to Tal atashar he
began to speak seriously. "I think that— He was interrupted by the contro
board. Little bells rang and a sign lighted up. They all sawit. Visitors
expected, said the glow ng sign



The storage door opened and a beautiful woman cane into the cabin with them
She | ooked at them as though she knew themall. Veesey and Trece were
inquisitive and startled, but Tal atashar turned white, dead white.

\Y

Veesey saw that the woman wore a dress of the style which had vani shed a
generation ago—a style now seen only in the story-boxes. There was no back to
it. The lady had a bold cosnetic design fanning out from her spinal colum. In
front, the dress hung fromthe usual magnet tabs which had been inserted into
the shallow fatty area of the chest, but in her case the tabs were above the
clavicles, so that the dress rose high, with an air of ol d-fashioned

prudi shness. Magnet tabs were at the usual place just below the ribcage,

hol ding the half-skirt, which was very full, in a w de sweep of unpressed

pl eats. The |l ady wore a neckl ace and matching bracelet of off-world coral. The
| ady did not even | ook at Veesey. She went straight to Tal atashar and spoke to
himw th perenptory | ove.

"Tal, be a good boy. You've been bad."
"Mame, " gasped Tal atashar. "Mama, you're dead!"

"Don't argue with ne," she snapped. "Be a good boy. Take care of the little
girl. Wiere is the little girl?" She | ooked around and saw Veesey. "That
little girl," she added, "be a good boy to that little girl. If you don't, you
wi Il break your nother's heart, you will ruin your nother's life, you will
break your mother's heart, just |like your father did. Don't rmake me tell you
twce."

She | eaned over and ki ssed himon the forehead, and it seened to Veesey that
both sides of the man's face were equally tw sted, for that nonent.

She stood up, |ooked around, nodded politely at Trece and Veesey, and wal ked
back into the storage room closing the door after her

Tal at ashar plunged after her, opening the door with a bang and shutting it
with a slam Trece called after him

"Don't stay in there too long. You'll freeze."

Trece added, speaking to Veesey, "This is sonething your cube is doing. That
Sh' san, he's the nost powerful warden | ever saw. Your psychol ogi cal guard
must have been a genius. And you know what's the matter with hin?" He nodded
at the closed door. "He told me once, just in general. H's own nother raised
him He was born in the asteroid belt and she didn't turn himin."

"You mean, his very own nother?" said Veesey.

"Yes, his geneal ogical nother," said Trece.
"How dirty\" said Veesey. "I never heard of anything like it."
Tal at ashar canme back into the roomand said nothing to either of them

The nother did not reappear

But Sh'san, the eidetic man inprinted in the cube, continued to assert his
authority over all three of them

* k%



Three days later Marcia herself appeared, tal ked to Veesey for half an hour
about her adventures with the Moon Men, and then di sappeared again. Mrcia
never pretended that she was real. She was too pretty to be real. A thick
cascade of yellow hair crowned a well-formed head; dark eyebrows arched over
vivid brown eyes; and an enchantingly m schievous smle pleased Veesey, Trece,
and Tal atashar. Marcia admitted that she was the inaginary heroine of a
dramatic series fromthe story-boxes. Tal atashar had cal nred down conpletely
after the apparition of Sh'san followed by that of his nother. He seened
anxious to get to the bottom of the phenonena. He tried to do it by asking
Mar ci a.

She answered his questions willingly.

"What are you?" he demanded. The friendly smle on the good side of his face
was nmore frightening than a scom woul d have been

"I'ma little girl, silly," said Marcia

"But you're not real," he insisted.
"No," she adm tted, "but are you?" She | aughed a happy girlish | augh—the
teen-ager tying up the bew ldered adult in his own paradox.

"Look," he persisted, "you know what | nean. You're just something that Veesey
saw in the story-boxes and you' ve cone to give her imaginary red shoes."

"You can feel the shoes after |'ve left," said Marcia.

"That means the cube has made them out of sonething on this ship," said
Tal at ashar, very triunphantly.

"Why not?" said Marcia. "I don't know about ships. | guess he does."

"But even if the shoes are real, you're not,’
go when you 'l eave' us?"

sai d Tal atashar. "Were do you
"I don't know," said Marcia. "l cane here to visit Veesey. Wen | go away |
suppose that | will be where | was before |I cane."

"And where was that?"

"Nowhere," said Marcia, |ooking solid and real

"Nowhere? So you admit you're nothing?"

"I will if you want ne to," said Marcia, "but this conversation doesn't make
much sense to' me. \Were were you before you were here?"

"Here? You nmean in this boat? | was on Earth," said Tal at ashar
"Before you were in this universe, where were you?"

"I wasn't born, so | didn't exist."

"Well," said Marcia, "it's the same with me, only a little bit different.
Before | existed |I didn't exist. Wien | exist, I'mhere. I'man echo out of
Veesey's personality and |I'm hel ping her to renenber that she is a pretty
young girl. | feel as real as you feel. So there!"

Marci a went back to tal king about her adventures with the Mbon Men and Veesey



was fascinated to hear all the things they had had to | eave out of the
story-box version. \Wen Marcia was through, she shook hands with the two nen,
gave Veesey a little peck of a kiss on her left cheek, and wal ked t hrough the
hull into the gnawi ng enpti ness of space, marked only by the starless
rhomboi ds of the sails which cut off part of the heavens from vi ew

Tal at ashar pounded his fist in his other, open hand. "Science has gone too
far. They will kill us with their precautions."

Trece said, deadly calm "And what might you have done?"
Tal atashar fell into a gl oony silence.

And on the tenth day after the apparitions began, they ended. The power of the
cube drew itself into a whole thunderbolt of decision. Apparently the cube and
the ship's conputers had sonmehow filled in each other's data.

The person who cane in this tine was a space captain, gray, winkled, erect,
tanned by the radiation of a thousand worl ds.

"You know who | am" he said.

"Yes, sir, a captain," said Veesey.

"I don't know you," said Tal atashar, "and |I'mnot sure | believe in you."
"Has your hand heal ed?" asked the captain, grimy.

Tal atashar fell silent.

The captain called themto attention. "Listen. You are not going to live |ong
enough to get to the stars on your present course. | want Trece to set the
macr o- chr onography for intervals of ninety-five years, and then | want to

wat ch while he gives two of you at a time five years on watch. That will do to
set the sails, check the tangling of the pod |lines, and send out report
beacons. This ship should have a sailor, but there is not enough equi pment to
turn one of you into a sailor, so we'll have to take a chance on the robot
controls while all three of you sleep in your freeze-beds. Your sailor died of
a bl ood clot and the robots pushed himout of the cabin before they wke you—=

Trece winced. "I thought he had conmitted suicide."

"Not a bit," said the captain. "Now |listen. You'll get through in about three
sleeps if you obey orders. If you don't, you'll never get there."

"It doesn't matter about ne," said Talatashar, "but this little girl has got
to get to Wereld Schenering while she still has some life. One of your blasted
apparitions told ne to take care of her, but the idea is a good one, anyhow "

"Me too," said Trece. "I didn't realize that she was just a kid until | saw
her talking to that other kid Marcia. Maybe |I'll have a daughter |ike her sone
day."

The captain said nothing to these comments but gave themthe full, happy snile

of an old, w se man

An hour |ater they were through with the checkup of the boat. The three were
ready to go to their separate freeze-beds. The captain was getting ready to



make his farewel .
Tal at ashar spoke up. "Sir, | can't help asking it, but who are you?"

"A captain," said the captain pronptly.

"You know what | mean," said Tala wearily.

The captain seenmed to be |ooking inside hinmself. "I ama tenporary, artificial
personality created out of your mnds by the personality which you cal

Sh' san. Sh'san is on the ship, but hidden fromyou, so that you will do himno

harm Sh'san was inprinted with the personality of a nman, a real man, by the
nane of Tiga-belas. Sh'san was also inprinted with the personalities of five
or six good space officers, just in case those skills m ght be needed. A snall
amount of static electricity keeps Sh'san on the alert, and when he is in the
right position, he has a triggering mechani smwhich can call for nore current
fromthe ship's supply.”

"But what is he? What are you?" Tal atashar kept on, alnost pleading. "I was
about to commt a terrible crime and you ghosts cane in and saved ne. Are you
i magi nary? Are you real ?"

"That's phil osophy. I'm nmade by science. | wouldn't know," said the captain.

"Pl ease,"” said Veesey, "could you tell us what it seens |like to you? Not what
it is. Wat it seens |ike."

The captain sagged, as though the discipline had gone out of hinmas though he
suddenly felt terribly old. "Wen |I'mtal king and doi ng things, | suppose that
| feel about |ike any other space captain. If | stop to think about it, I find
nmysel f pretty upsetting. | know that |I'mjust an echo in your mnds, conbined
wi th the experience and wi sdom whi ch has gone into the cube. So | guess that |
do what real people do. | just don't think about it very much. | mnd ny

busi ness." He stiffened and straightened and was hinself again. "My own

busi ness, " he repeated.

"And Sh'san," said Trece, "how do you feel about hin®"

A |l ook of awe—al nost a | ook of terror—eane upon the captain's face. "He? Ch,
him" The tone of wonder enriched his voice and made it echo in the small
cabin of the spaceboat. "Sh'san. He is the thinker of all thinking, the 'to
be' of being, the doer of doings. He is powerful beyond your strongest

i magi nati on. He makes me come living out of your living mnds. In fact,"
the captain with a final snarl, "he is a dead nouse-brain |l aninated with
plastic and | have no idea at all of who | am Good night to you all!"

said

The captain set his cap on his head and wal ked straight through the hull.
Veesey ran to a viewpoint but there was nothing outside the ship. Nothing.
Certainly no captain.

"What can we do," said Tal atashar, "but obey?"
They obeyed. They clinbed into their freeze-beds. Tal atashar attached the
correct electrodes to Veesey and to Trece before he went to his bed and

attached his own. They called to each other pleasantly as the |lids canme down.

They sl ept.
Y/

At destination, the people of Wreld Schenering did the ingathering of pods,



sails, and ship thensel ves. They did not wake the sleepers till they had them
all assured of safety on the ground.

They woke the three cabi nmates together. Veesey, Trece, and Tal atashar were so
busy answering questions about the dead sailor, about the repaired sails, and
about their problenms on the trip that they did not have tine to talk to each
ot her. Veesey saw that Tal atashar seened to be very handsone. The port doctors
had done something to restore his face, so that he seemed a strangely

di gnified young-old man. At |ast Trece had a chance to talk to her

"Good-bye, kid," he said. "Go to school for a while here and then find
yourself a good man. |I'msorry."

"Sorry for what?" she said, a terrible fear rising within her

"For smooching around with you before that trouble cane. You're just a kid.
But you're a good kid." He ran his fingers through her hair, turned on his
heel, and was gone.

She stood, utterly forlorn, in the mddle of the room She w shed that she
could weep. What use had she been on the trip?

Tal at ashar had cone up to her unnoticed.
He held out his hand. She took it.
"Gve it time, child," said he.

Is it child again? she thought to herself. To himshe said, politely, "Maybe
we'll see each other again. This is a pretty small world."

Hs face Iit up in an oddly agreeable snmle. It made such a wonderful
difference for the paralysis to be gone fromone side. He did not |ook old at
all, not really old.

H s voice took on urgency. "Veesey, renenber that | renmenber. | renmenber what
al nrost happened. | remenber what we thought we saw. Maybe we did see all those
things. W won't see themon the ground. But | want you to renmenber this. You
saved us all. Me too. And Trece, and the thirty thousand out behind."

"Me?" she said. "What did | do?"

"You tuned in help. You let Sh'san work. It all cane through you. If you
hadn't been honest and kind and friendly, if you hadn't been terribly
intelligent, no cube could have worked. That wasn't any dead nouse working
mracles on us. It was your mnd and your own goodness that saved us. The cube

just added the sound effects. | tell you, if you hadn't been al ong, two dead
men woul d be sailing off into the Big Nothing with thirty thousand spoiling
bodi es trailing along behind. You saved us all. You may not know how you did

it, but you did."

An official tapped himon the arm Tala said, firmy but politely, to him
"Just a nonent."

"That's it, | guess," he said to her

A contrary spirit seized her; she had to speak, though she risked un-happi ness
by tal king. "And what you said about girls . . . then . . . that tine?"

"I remenber it." His face twi sted al nost back to its old ugliness for a



monent. "l renenber it. But I was wong. Wong."

She | ooked at himand she thought in her own mnd about the blue sky, about
the two doors behind them and about the red shoes in her |uggage. Nothing
m racul ous happened. No Sh'san, no voices, no magic cubes.

Except that he turned around, cane back to her, and said, "Look. Let's make
sure that we see each other next week. These people at the desk can tell us
where we are going to be, so that we'll find each other. Let's pester them"

Toget her they went to the inm gration desk



