THE CRI ME AND THE GLORY OF COMVANDER SUZDAL

Do not read this story; turn the page quickly. The story nay upset you.
Anyhow, you probably know it already. It is a very disturbing story. Everyone
knows it. The glory and the crime of Commander Suzdal have been told in a

t housand different ways. Don't let yourself realize that the story really is
the truth.

It isn"t. Not at all. There's not a bit of truth to it. There is no such
pl anet as Arachosia, no such people as klopts, no such world as Catland. These
are all just imaginary, they didn't happen, forget about it, go away and read

somet hi ng el se.

The Begi nni ng

Conmmander Suzdal was sent forth in a shell-ship to explore the outernost
reaches of our galaxy. His ship was called a cruiser, but he was the only man
init. He was equi pped with hypnotics and cubes to provide himthe senbl ance
of company, a large crowd of friendly people who could be convoked out of his
own hal | uci nati ons.

The Instrumentality even offered himsome choice in his inaginary conpanions,
each of whom was enbodied in a small ceram ¢ cube containing the brain of a
small animal but inprinted with the personality of an actual human bei ng.
Suzdal, a short, stocky man with a jolly snile, was blunt about his needs:
"Gve me two good security officers. | can manage the ship, but if |I'm going
into the unknown, I'Il need help in nmeeting the strange problens which m ght
show up. "

The I oading official smled at him "I never heard of a cruiser comrander who
asked for security officers. Modst people regard themas an utter nuisance.”
"That's all right," said Suzdal. "I don't."

"Don't you want sone chess players?”

"I can play chess," said Suzdal, "all | want to, using the spare conputers.

Al | have to do is set the power down and they start losing. On full power,

t hey al ways beat ne."

The official then gave Suzdal an odd | ook. He did not exactly leer, but his
expression becane both intimate and a little unpl easant. "\Wat about other
conpani ons?" he asked, with a funny little edge to his voice.

"I'"ve got books," said Suzdal, "a couple of thousand. |I'm going to be gone
only a couple of years Earth tine."

"Local -subjective, it mght be several thousand years," said the official
"though the time will wi nd back up again as you re-approach Earth. And

wasn't tal king about books," he repeated, with the same funny, prying lilt to
hi s voi ce.

Suzdal shook his head with nmonentary worry, ran his hand through his sandy
hair. H s blue eyes were forthright and he | ooked straightforwardly into the
official's eyes. "Wat do you mean, then, if not books? Navigators? |'ve got
them not to nmention the turtle-men. They're good conpany, if you just talk to
them sl oWy enough and then give themplenty of time to answer. Don't forget,
|'ve been out before ... "

The official spat out his offer: "Dancing girls. WOMEN. Concubi nes. Don't you
want any of those? W could even cube your own wife for you and print her mnd
on a cube for you. That way she could be with you every week that you were
awake. "

Suzdal | ooked as though he would spit on the floor in sheer disgust. "Alice?
You nean, you want nme to travel around with a ghost of her? How would the rea
Alice feel when |I came back? Don't tell ne that you're going to put ny wife on
a nmousebrain. You're just offering me delirium 1've got to keep ny wits out
there with space and tinme rolling in big waves around ne. |1'mgoing to be
crazy enough, just as it is. Don't forget, |'ve been out there before. Getting
back to a real Alice is going to be one of ny biggest reality factors. It wll
help ne to get honme." At this point, Suzdal's own voice took on the note of
intimate inquiry, as he added, "Don't tell me that a |ot of cruiser commanders



ask to go flying around with imagi nary wi ves. That would be pretty nasty, in
nmy opinion. Do many of themdo it?"

"We're here to get you | oaded on board ship, not to discuss what ot her
officers do or do not do. Sonetimes we think it good to have a female
conpani on on the ship with the commander, even if she is inmaginary. |If you
ever found anything anmong the stars which took on female form you'd be mighty
vul nerable to it."

"Fermal es, anong the stars? Bosh!" said Suzdal

"Strange things have happened,"” said the official

"Not that," said Suzdal. "Pain, craziness, distortion, panic w thout end, a
craze for food—yes, those | can |look for and face. They will be there. But
femal es, no. There aren't any. | love ny wife. I won't make fenal es up out of
my own mind. After all, 1'll have the turtl e-people aboard, and they will be
bringing up their young. 1'Il have plenty of family life to watch and to take
part in. | can even give Christmas parties for the young ones."

"What kind of parties are those?" asked the official

"Just a funny little ancient ritual that | heard about froman outer pilot.
You give all the young things presents, once every |ocal-subjective year."
"It sounds nice," said the official, his voice growing tired and final. "You
still refuse to have a cube-wonman on board. You wouldn't have to activate her
unl ess you really needed her."

"You haven't flown, yourself, have you?" asked Suzdal

It was the official's turn to flush. "No," he said, flatly.

"Anything that's in that ship, I"'mgoing to think about. I'ma cheerful sort
of man, and very friendly. Let ne just get along with nmy turtl e-people.
They're not lively, but they are considerate and restful. Two thousand or nore
years, local-subjective, is alot of time. Don't give ne additional decisions
to make. It's work enough, running the ship. Just |eave nme alone with ny

turtle-people. 1've gotten along with them before.”

"You, Suzdal, are the commander,"” said the loading official. "W'Ill do as you
say."

"Fine," smled Suzdal. "You may get a |lot of queer types on this run, but I'm

not one of them"

The two men snil ed agreenment at one another and the | oading of the ship was
conpl et ed.

The ship itself was managed by turtle-nen, who aged very slowy, so that while
Suzdal coursed the outer rimof the galaxy and |l et the thousands of

years—tocal count—go past while he slept in his frozen bed, the turtle-nen
rose generation by generation, trained their young to work the ship, taught
the stories of the Earth that they would never see again, and read the
conputers correctly, to awaken Suzdal only when there was a need for hunman
intervention and for human intelligence. Suzdal awakened fromtine to tine,
did his work and then went back. He felt that he had been gone fromEarth only
a few nont hs.

Mont hs i ndeed! He had been gone nore than a subjective ten thousand years,
when he net the siren capsule.

It |ooked like an ordinary distress capsule. The kind of thing that was often
shot through space to indicate sone conplication of the destiny of man anong
the stars. This capsul e had apparently been flung across an i mense di st ance,
and fromthe capsul e Suzdal got the story of Arachosia.

The story was fal se. The brains of a whole planet—the wild genius of a

mal evol ent, unhappy race—had been dedicated to the problem of ensnaring and
attracting a normal pilot fromdd Earth. The story which the capsul e sang
conveyed the rich personality of a wonderful wonan with a contralto voice. The
story was true, in part. The appeals were real, in part. Suzdal listened to
the story and it sank, like a wonderfully orchestrated pi ece of grand opera,
right into the fibers of his brain. It would have been different if he had
known the real story.

Everybody now knows the real story of Arachosia, the bitter terrible story of
t he planet which was a paradise, which turned into a hell. The story of how



peopl e got to be sonmething different from people. The story of what happened
way out there in the nost dreadful place anmpbng the stars.

He woul d have fled if he knew the real story. He coul dn't understand what we
now know.

Manki nd could not neet the terrible people of Arachosia w thout the people of
Arachosia foll owi ng them hone and bringing to mankind a grief greater than
grief, a craziness worse than nmere insanity, a plague surpassing al

i magi nabl e pl agues. The Arachosi ans had become nonpeople, and yet, in their

i nnernost inmprinting of their personalities, they remai ned people. They sang
songs which exalted their own deformty and which praised thensel ves for what
they had so horribly becone, and yet, in their own songs, in their own
bal | ads, the organ tones of the refrain rang out,

And | nourn man!

They knew what they were and they hated thensel ves. Hating thensel ves they

pur sued manki nd.

Per haps they are still pursuing mankind.

The Instrumentality has by now taken good pains that the Arachosians wl|l
never find us again, has flung networks of deception out along the edge of the
gal axy to make sure that those |ost ruined people cannot find us. The
Instrunental ity knows and guards our world and all the other worlds of mankind
agai nst the deformty which has becone Arachosia. W want nothing to do with
Arachosia. Let themhunt for us. They won't find us.

How coul d Suzdal know that ?

This was the first tinme someone had net the Arachosians, and he nmet themonly
with a message in which an elfin voice sang the elfin song of ruin, using
perfectly clear words in the old common tongue to tell a story so sad, so
abom nabl e, that mankind has not forgotten it yet. In its essence the story
was very sinple. This is what Suzdal heard, and what people have | earned ever
si nce then.

The Arachosians were settlers. Settlers could go out by sail-ship, trailing
behi nd them the pods. That was the first way.

O they could go out by planoform ship, ships piloted by skillful nen, who
went into space and cane out again and found man.

O for very long distances indeed, they could go out in the new conbi nati on.

I ndi vi dual pods packed into an enornous shell-ship, a gigantic version of
Suzdal 's own ship. The sleepers frozen, the nmachi nes waking, the ship fired to
and beyond the speed of light, flung bel ow space, com ng out at random and
hom ng on a suitable target. It was a ganble, but brave nen took it. If no
target was found, their machi nes m ght course space forever, while the bodies,
protected by freezing as they were, spoiled bit by bit, and while the dim
light of life went out in the individual frozen brains.

The shell-ships were the answers of mankind to an overpopul ati on, which
neither the old planet Earth nor its daughter planets could quite respond to.
The shell -ships took the bold, the reckless, the romantic, the willful,
sonmetines the crinminals out anong the stars. Mankind | ost track of these

shi ps, over and over again. The advance explorers, the organized
Instrunentality, would stunbl e upon human beings, cities and cultures, high or
low, tribes or famlies, where the shell-ships had gone on, far, far beyond
the outernost linmts of mankind, where the instrunments of search had found an
earthli ke planet, and the shell-ship, like sone great dying insect, had
dropped to the planet, awakened its people, broken open, and destroyed itself
with its delivery of newy re-born nen and wonen, to settle a world.

Arachosia | ooked Iike a good world to the nmen and wonen who cane to it.

Beauti ful beaches, with cliffs like endless rivieras rising above. Two bri ght
big moons in the sky, a sun not too far away. The machi nes had pretested the
at nosphere and sanpled the water, had already scattered the forns of Ad Earth
life into the atnosphere and in the seas so that as the peopl e awakened t hey
heard the singing of Earth birds and they knew that Earth fish had al ready
been adapted to the oceans and flung in, there to nultiply. It seened a good
life, arich life. Things went well.



Thi ngs went very, very well for the Arachosians.

This is the truth.

This was, thus far, the story told by the capsule.

But here they diverged.

The capsule did not tell the dreadful, pitiable truth about Arachosia. It

i nvented a set of plausible lies. The voice which canme tel epathically out of
the capsule was that of a mature, warm happy femal e—sone woman of early mddle
age with a superb speaki ng contralto.

Suzdal al nost fancied that he talked to it, so real was the personality. How
could he know that he was being beguil ed, trapped?

It sounded right, really right.

"And then," said the voice, "the Arachosi an sickness has been hitting us. Do
not land. Stand off. Talk to us. Tell us about medicine. Qur young die,

wi t hout reason. Qur farns are rich, and the wheat here is nore golden than it
was on Earth, the plunms nore purple, the flowers whiter. Everything does

wel | —except peopl e.

"Qur young die ... said the womanly voice, ending in a sob

"Are there any synptons?" thought Suzdal, and al nbost as though it had heard
hi s question, the capsule went on.

"They di e of nothing. Nothing which our nmedicine can test, nothing which our
sci ence can show. They die. Qur population is dropping.Pe ople, do not forget
us! ©Man, whoever you are, come quickly, cone now, bring help! But for your own
sake, do not land. Stand off-planet and view us through screens so that you
can take word back to the hone of man about the | ost children of mankind anong
the strange and outermnpst stars!" Strange, indeed!

The truth was far stranger, and very ugly indeed. Suzdal was convinced of the
truth of the nmessage. He had been selected for the trip because he was
good-natured, intelligent, and brave; this appeal touched all three of his
qualities.

Later, much |l ater, when he was arrested, Suzdal was asked, "Suzdal, you fool
why didn't you test the nessage? You've risked the safety of all the mankinds
for a foolish appeal!"”

"It wasn't foolish!" snapped Suzdal. "That distress capsule had a sad,
wonder ful womanly voice and the story checked out true."

"Wth whon?" said the investigator, flatly and dully.

Suzdal sounded weary and sad when he replied to the point. "It checked out
with nmy books. Wth ny know edge."

Rel uctantly he added, "And with ny own judgnent
"Was your judgnment good?" said the investigator
"No," said Suzdal, and let the single word hang on the air as though it m ght
be the last word he woul d ever speak

But it was Suzdal hinmself who broke the silence when he added, "Before | set
course and went to sleep, | activated ny security officers in cubes and had

t hem check the story. They got the real story of Arachosia, all right. They
cross-ciphered it out of patterns in the distress capsule and they told nme the
whol e real story very quickly, just as | was waking up."

"And what did you do?"

"I did what | did. | did that for which | expect to be punished. The
Arachosi ans were al ready wal ki ng around the outside of my hull by then. They
had caught my ship. They had caught me. How was | to know that the wonderful
sad story was true only for the first twenty full years that the worman told
about. And she wasn't even a wonan. Just a klopt. Only the first twenty years

Thi ngs had gone well for the Arachosians for the first twenty years.

Then came disaster, but it was not the tale told in the distress capsule.

They couldn't understand it. They didn't know why it had to happen to them
They didn't know why it waited twenty years, three nonths and four days. But
their time cane.

W think it nmust have been sonmething in the radiation of their sun. O perhaps
a conbi nation of that particular sun's radiation and the chem stry, which even



the wi se machines in the shell-ship had not fully analyzed, which reached out
and was spread fromw thin. The disaster hit. It was a sinple one and utterly
unst oppabl e.

They had doctors. They had hospitals. They even had a limted capacity for
resear ch.

But they could not research fast enough. Not enough to neet this disaster. It
was sinple, nonstrous, enornous.

Fem ni nity became carci nogeneti c.

Every wonman on the planet began devel opi ng cancer at the sane tine, on her
lips, in her breasts, in her groin, sometines along the edge of her jaw, the
edge of her lip, the tender portions of her body. The cancer had many forns,
and yet it was always the sane. There was sonethi ng about the radiation which
reached t hrough, which reached into the human body, and which nmade a
particul ar form of desoxycorticosterone turn into a subformunknown on

Eart h—ef pregnandiol, which infallibly caused cancer. The advance was rapid.
The little baby girls began to die first. The wonmen clung weeping to their
fathers, their husbands. The nothers tried to say goodbye to their sons.

One of the doctors, herself, was a wonman, a strong wonan.

Renor sel essly, she cut live tissue fromher |iving body, put it under the

m croscope, took samples of her own urine, her blood, her spit, and she cane
up with the answer: There is no answer. And yet there was sonething better and
wor se than an answer.

If the sun of Arachosia killed everything which was fenale, if the fermale fish
fl oated upsi de down on the surface of the sea, if the female birds sang a
shriller, wlder song as they died above the eggs which woul d never hatch, if
the female animals grunted and growed in the lairs where they hid away with
pai n, femal e human beings did not have to accept death so tanmely. The doctor's
name was Astarte Kraus.

The Magic of the Kl opts

The human feral e could do what the aninmal female could not. She could turn
male. Wth the help of equipnment fromthe ship, trenendous quantities of
testosterone were manufactured, and every single girl and wonman stil
surviving was turned into a nman. Massive injections were admnistered to al
of them Their faces grew heavy, they all returned to growing a little bit,
their chests flattened out, their muscles grew stronger, and in |less than
three nonths they were indeed nen.

Sone | ower forms of life had survived because they were not polarized dearly
enough to the forns of nale and femal e, which depended on that particular
organi c chemstry for survival. Wth the fish gone, plants dotted the oceans,
the birds were gone but the insects survived; dragonflies, butterflies,
mut at ed versions of grasshoppers, beetles, and other insects swarmed over the
pl anet. The men who had | ost wonen worked side by side with the nen who had
been made out of the bodies of wonen.

When they knew each other, it was unutterably sad for themto nmeet. Husband
and wi fe, both bearded, strong, quarrel some, desperate and busy. The little
boys sonehow realizing that they would never grow up to have sweethearts, to
have wi ves, to get married, to have daughters. But what was a mere world to
stop the driving brain and the burning intellect of Dr. Astarte Kraus? She
becarme the | eader of her people, the nen and the nmen-wonen. She drove them
forward, she made them survive, she used cold brains on all of them
(Perhaps, if she had been a sympathetic person, she would have let themdie.
But it was the nature of Dr. Kraus not to be sympathetic—ust brilliant,
renorsel ess, inplacabl e against the universe which had tried to destroy her.)
Before she died, Dr. Kraus had worked out a carefully programed genetic
system Little bits of the men's tissues could be inplanted by a surgica
routine in the abdomens, just inside the peritoneal wall, crowding a little
bit against the intestines, an artificial wonb and artificial chem stry and
artificial insem nation by radiation, by heat made it possible for nmen to bear
boy children



What was the use of having girl children if they all died? The people of
Arachosia went on. The first generation lived through the tragedy, half insane
with the grief and di sappoi ntnment. They sent out nessage capsul es and they
knew t hat their nmessages would reach earth in six mllion years.

As new expl orers, they had ganbl ed on going further than other ships went.
They had found a good world, but they were not quite sure where they were.
Were they still within the famliar galaxy, or had they junped beyond to one
of the nearby gal axi es? They couldn't quite tell

It was a part of the policy of Od Earth not to over-equip the exploring
parties for fear that sone of them taking violent cultural change or becom ng
aggressive enpires, mght turn back on Earth and destroy it. Earth al ways nade
sure that it had the advant ages.

The third and fourth and fifth generations of Arachosians were still people.
Al of themwere male. They had the human nenory, they had human books, they
knew the words "mamm," "sister," "sweetheart," but they no longer really
under st ood what these terns referred to.

The human body, which had taken four mllion years on earth to grow, has

i mense resources within it, resources greater than the brain, or the
personality, or the hopes of the individual. And the bodies of the Arachosians
decided things for them Since the chemistry of femninity meant instant

deat h, and since an occasional girl baby was born dead and buried casually,

t he bodi es made the adjustnment. The nen of Arachosia becane both nen and
worren. They gave thensel ves the ugly nicknane, "klopt." Since they did not
have the rewards of famly life, they becane strutting cockerels, who m xed
their love with rmurder, who blended their songs with duels, who sharpened

t heir weapons and who earned the right to reproduce within a strange fanily
system whi ch no decent Earth-man would find conprehensi bl e.

But they did survive.

And the nethod of their survival was so sharp, so fierce, that it was indeed a
difficult thing to understand.

In less than four hundred years the Arachosians had civilized into groups of
fighting clans. They still had just one planet, around just one sun. They
lived in just one place. They had a few spacecraft they had built thensel ves.
Their science, their art and their nusic noved forward with strange |urches of
i nspired neurotic genius, because they |acked the fundanentals in the human
personality itself, the balance of male and fermale, the famly, the operations
of love, of hope, of reproduction. They survived, but they thensel ves had
becone nonsters and did not know it.

Qut of their menory of old mankind they created a | egend of A d Earth. Wnen
in that menory were deformities, who should be killed. M sshapen beings, who
shoul d be erased. The family, as they recalled it, was filth and abom nati on
whi ch they were resolved to wipe out if they should ever neet it.

They, thensel ves, were bearded honpsexuals, with rouged lips, ornate earrings,
fine heads of hair, and very few old nen anong them

They killed off their nen before they becanme old; the things they could not
get fromlove or relaxation or confort, they purchased with battle and deat h.
They made up songs procl aimng thenmselves to be the last of the old nen and
the first of the new, and they sang their hate to manki nd when they shoul d
nmeet, and they sang "Whe is Earth that we should find it," and yet sonething

i nside them made them add to al nost every song a refrain which troubled even

t hem

And | nourn man!

They nourned mankind and yet they plotted to attack all of humanity.

The Trap

Suzdal had been decei ved by the message capsule. He put hinself back in the
sl eeping conpartment and he directed the turtle-men to take the cruiser to
Arachosia, wherever it mght be. He did not do this crazily or wantonly. He
did it as a matter of deliberate judgnent. A judgment for which he was |ater
heard, tried, judged fairly and then put to sonethi ng worse than deat h.



He deserved it.

He sought for Arachosia wi thout stopping to think of the npbst fundanental

rul e: How could he keep the Arachosians, singing nonsters that they were, from
foll owi ng himhome to the eventual ruin of Earth? Mght not their condition be
a di sease which could be contagious, or mght not their fierce society destroy
the other societies of nen and |eave Earth and all of other nen's worlds in
ruin? He did not think of this, so he was heard, and tried and puni shed nuch
later. W will cone to that.

The Arrival

Suzdal awakened in orbit off Arachosia. And he awakened know ng he had nade a
nm st ake. Strange ships clung to his shell-ship like evil barnacles from an
unknown ocean, attached to a famliar water craft.

He called to his turtle-nen to press the controls and the controls did not

wor k.

The out si ders, whoever they were, man or worman or beast or god, had enough
technol ogy to immobilize his ship. Suzdal imediately realized his m stake.
Natural ly, he thought of destroying hinself and the ship, but he was afraid
that if he destroyed hinself and m ssed destroying the ship conpletely there
was a chance that his cruiser, a late nodel with recent weapons, would fal
into the hands of whoever it was wal king on the outer done of his own cruiser.
He could not afford the risk of mere individual suicide. He had to take a nore
drastic step. This was not time for obeying Earth rules.

H's security officer—a cube ghost wakened to human fornmwhi spered the whol e
story to himin quick intelligent gasps:

"They are people, sir."

"More people than | am"

"I"ma ghost, an echo working out of a dead brain."

"These are real people, Conmander Suzdal, but they are the worst people ever
to get | oose anong the'stars. You nmust destroy them sir!"

"I can't," said Suzdal, still trying to cone fully awake. "They're people.”
"Then you' ve got to beat themoff. By any neans, sir. By any neans whatever.
Save Earth. Stop them Warn Earth."

"And 1 ?" asked Suzdal, and was i medi ately sorry that he had asked the

sel fish, personal question

"You will die or you will be punished," said the security officer
synmpat hetically, "and I do not know which one will be worse."

" Now?"

"Right now There is no tine left for you. No time at all."

"But the rules ... ?"

"You have already strayed far outside of rules."

There were rules, but Suzdal left themall behind.

Rules, rules for ordinary times, for ordinary places, for understandable
dangers.

This was a ni ghtmare cooked up by the flesh of man, notivated by the brains of
man. Already his nonitors were bringing himnews of who these people were,

t hese seeni ng nani acs, these nmen who had never known wonen, these boys who had
grown to lust and battle, who had a family structure which the normal hunman
brain could not accept, could not believe, could not tolerate. The things on

t he outside were people, and they weren't. The things on the outside had the
human brain, the human i magi nati on, and the human capacity for revenge, and
yet Suzdal, a brave officer, was so frightened by the nere nature of themthat
he did not respond to their efforts to communicate.

He could feel the turtle-wonen anong his crew aching with fright itself, as
they realized who was pounding on their ship and who it was that sang through
| oud announci ng nmachi nes that they wanted in, in, in.

Suzdal committed a crime. It is the pride of the Instrunentality that the
Instrunmentality allows its officers to commit crines or mstakes or suicide.
The Instrumentality does the things for mankind that a conputer cannot do. The
Instrunentality | eaves the human brain, the human choice in action



The Instrumentality passes dark know edge to its staff, things not usually
understood in the inhabited world, things prohibited to ordinary men and wonen
because the officers of the Instrunentality, the captains and the subchiefs
and the chiefs, must know their jobs. If they do not, all nankind m ght

peri sh.

Suzdal reached into his arsenal. He knew what he was doing. The | arger noon of
Arachosi a was habitable. He could see that there were Earth plants already on
it, and Earth insects. H s nonitors showed himthat the Arachosian nmen-wonen
had not bothered to settle on the planet. He threw an agonized inquiry at his
conputers and cried out:

"Read nme the age it's inl"

The machi ne sang back, "Mre than thirty mllion years."

Suzdal had strange resources. He had twi ns or quadruplets of al nost every
Earth animal. The Earth aninmals were carried in tiny capsules no larger than a
medi ci ne capsul e and they consisted of the spermand the ovum of the higher
animals, ready to be matched for sowing, ready to be inprinted; he al so had
smal | |ife-bonbs which could surround any formof life with at | east a chance
of survival

He went to the bank and he got cats, eight pairs, sixteen Earth cats, Fells
donesticus, the kind of cat that you and I know, the kind of cat which is
bred, sonetimes for tel epathic uses, sonetinmes to go al ong on the ships and
serve as auxiliary weapons when the ninds of the pin-lighters direct the cats
to fight off dangers.

He coded these cats. He coded themw th nessages just as nonstrous as the
nmessages whi ch had nmade t he nmen-wonen of Arachosia into nonsters. This is what
he coded:

Do not breed true.

I nvent new chemi stry.

You will serve man

Becone civilized

Learn speech

You will serve man

When man calls you will serve man.

Go back, and cone forth.

Serve man

These instructions were no nere verbal instructions. They were inprints on the
actual nol ecul ar structure of the animals. They were charges in the genetic
and bi ol ogi cal coding which went with these cats. And then Suzdal committed
his of fense agai nst the | aws of mankind. He had a chronopathic device on board
the ship. Atine distorter, usually to be used for a noment or a second or two
to bring the ship away fromutter destruction

The nmen-women of Arachosia were already cutting through the hull

He coul d hear their high, hooting voices screaning delirious pleasure at one
anot her as they regarded himas the first of their prom sed enem es that they
had ever nmet, the first of the nonsters fromdd Earth who had finally
overtaken them The true, evil people on whomthey, the nmen-wonmen of Arachosia
woul d be revenged.

Suzdal remained calm He coded the genetic cats. He | oaded theminto

life-bonbs. He adjusted the controls of his chronopathic machine illegally, so
that instead of reaching one second for a ship of eighty thousand tons, they
reached two million years for a load of less than four kilos. He flung the

cats into the nanel ess noon of Arachosi a.
And he flung them back in tine.

And he knew he did not have to wait.

He didn't.

The Gotland Suzdal Made

The cats cane. Their ships glittered in the naked sky above Arachosia. Their
little conbat craft attacked. The cats who had not existed a nonment before,

but who had then had two million years in which to follow a destiny printed



right into their brains, printed down their spinal cords, etched into the
chem stry of their bodies and personalities. The cats had turned into people
of a kind, with speech, intelligence, hope, and a nission. Their m ssion was
to attach Suzdal, to rescue him to obey him and to danage Arachosi a.

The cat ships screamed their battle warnings.

"This is the day of the year of the prom sed age. And now cone cats!"

The Arachosi ans had waited for battle for four thousand years and now t hey got
it. The cats attacked them Two of the cat craft recogni zed Suzdal, and the
cats reported,

"Ch Lord, oh God, oh Maker of all things, oh Conmander of Tine, oh Begi nner of
Life, we have waited since Everything began to serve You, to serve Your Nane,
to obey Your Gory! May we live for You, nmay we die for You. We are Your
peopl e. "

Suzdal cried and threw his nmessage to all the cats.

"Harry the klopts but don't kill themall!"

He repeated, "Harry themand stop themuntil | escape." He flung his cruiser

i nto nonspace and escaped.

Nei t her cat nor Arachosian followed him

And that's the story, but the tragedy is that Suzdal got back. And the

Arachosians are still there and the cats are still there. Perhaps the
Instrunentality knows where they are, perhaps the Instrunentality does not.
Manki nd does not really want to find out. It is against all lawto bring up a

formof life superior to nman. Perhaps the cats are. Perhaps sonebody knows
whet her the Arachosians won and killed the cats and added the cat science to
their own and are now | ooki ng for us somewhere, probing like blind nen through
the stars for us true human beings to neet, to hate, to kill. O perhaps the
cats won.

Perhaps the cats are inprinted by a strange m ssion, by weird hopes of serving
men they don't recognize. Perhaps they think we are all Arachosi ans and shoul d
be saved only for some particul ar cruiser commander, whomthey will never see
again. They won't see Suzdal, because we know what happened to him

The Trial of Suzdal

Suzdal was brought to trial on a great stage in the open world. His trial was
recorded. He had gone in when he should not have gone in. He had searched for
t he Arachosi ans without waiting and asking for advice and reinforcements. Wat
business was it of his to relieve a distress ages ol d? What busi ness indeed?
And then the cats. W had the records of the ship to show that sonething cane
out of that noon. Spacecraft, things with voices, things that could

conmuni cate with the human brain. We're not even sure, since they transnitted
directly into the receiver conputers, that they spoke an Earth | anguage.
Perhaps they did it with sone sort of direct telepathy. But the crine was,
Suzdal had succeeded.

By throwing the cats back two nmillion years, by coding themto survive, coding
themto develop civilization, coding themto come to his rescue, he had
created a whole new world in I ess than one second of objective tine.

H s chronopat hic device had flung the little life-bonbs back to the wet Earth
of the big nmoon over Arachosia and in less tinme than it takes to record this,
t he bonbs cane back in the formof a fleet built by a race, an Earth race,

t hough of cat origin, two mllion years old.

The court stripped Suzdal of his name and said, "You will not be named Suzda
any | onger."

The court stripped Suzdal of his rank

"You will not be a commander of this or of any other navy, neither inperial
nor of the Instrumentality.”
The court stripped Suzdal of his life. "You will not live |onger, fornmer

comander, and forner Suzdal."

And then the court stripped Suzdal of death.

"You will go to the planet Shayol, the place of utternpst shane from which no
one ever returns. You will go there with the contenpt and hatred of nanki nd.



W will not punish you. W do not wi sh to know about you any nore. You will
live on, but for us you will have ceased to exist."

That's the story. It's a sad, wonderful story. The Instrunentality tries to
cheer up all the different kinds of mankind by telling themit isn't true,
it's just a ball ad.

Per haps the records do exist. Perhaps sonewhere the crazy klopts of Arachosia
breed their boyi sh young, deliver their babies, always by Caesarean, feed them
al ways by bottle, generations of men who have known fathers and who have no

i dea of what the word nother m ght be. And perhaps the Arachosi ans spend their
crazy lives in endless battle with intelligent cats who are serving a manki nd
that may never cone back

That's the story.

Furthernore, it isn't true.



