THE DEAD LADY OF CLOMN TOWN
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You al ready know the end—the i mense drama of the Lord Jestocost, seventh of
his line, and how the cat-girl Cnell initiated the vast conspiracy. But you

do not know the beginning, howthe first Lord Jestocost got his nane, because
of the terror and inspiration which his nmother, the Lady CGoroke, obtained from
the fanous real-life drama of the dog-girl Djoan. It is even less likely that
you know the other story-the one behind D joan. This story is sonetines
nmentioned as the matter of the "nameless witch," which is absurd, because she
really had a nane. The nanme was "El aine," an ancient and forbi dden one.

El ai ne was a m stake. Her birth, her life, her career were all m stakes. The
ruby was wong. How could that have happened?

Go back to An-fang, the Peace Square at An-fang, the Begi nning Place at
An-fang, where all things start. Bright it was. Red square, dead square, clear
square, under a yell ow sun

This was Earth Original, Manhone itself, where Earthport thrusts its way up

t hrough hurricane clouds that are higher than the nountains.

An-fang was near a city, the only living city with a pre-atom c nanme. The

| ovel y neani ngl ess nane was Meeya Meefla, where the lines of ancient roadways,
unt ouched by a wheel for thousands of years, forever paralleled the warm
bright, clear beaches of the A d South East.

The headquarters of the People Programer was at An-fang, and there the

m st ake happened.

A ruby trenbled. Two tourmaline nets failed to rectify the | aser beam A

di anond noted the error. Both the error and the correction went into the
general conputer.

The error assigned, on the general account of births for Formal haut 111, the
profession of "lay therapist, female, intuitive capacity for correction of
human physiology with | ocal resources.” On sone of the early ships they used
to call these people wtch-wonmen, because they worked unaccountabl e cures. For
pi oneer parties, these lay therapists were invaluable; in settled

post - R esmanni an soci eties, they becane an awful nuisance. Sickness

di sappeared with good conditions, accidents dw ndl ed down to nothing, nedica
wor k becane institutional

Who wants a witch, even a good w tch, when a thousand-bed hospital is waiting
with its staff eager for clinical experience ... and only seven out of its

t housand beds filled with real people? (The renmaining beds were filled with
lifelike robots on which the staff could practice, lest they lose their
noral e. They could, of course, have worked on under-people—animals in the
shape of human beings, who did the heavy and the weary work which renmai ned as
the caput mortuum of a really perfected economy—but it was against the |aw for
ani mal s, even when they were underpeople, to go to a human hospital. Wen
under peopl e got sick, the Instrunentality took care of them—n

sl aught erhouses. It was easier to breed new underpeople for the jobs than it
was to repair sick ones. Furthernore, the tender, loving care of a hospita

m ght give themideas. Such as the idea that they were people. This would have
been bad, fromthe prevailing point of view Therefore the human hospitals
remai ned al nost enpty whil e an under person who sneezed four tinmes or who

vom ted once was taken away, never to be ill again. The enpty beds kept on
with the robot patients, who went through endl ess repetitions of the human
patterns of injury or disease.) This left no work for w tches, bred and

trai ned.

Yet the ruby had trenbl ed; the program had i ndeed nade a m stake; the
birth-nunber for a "lay therapist, general, female, inmediate use" had been
ordered for Fomal haut 111.

Mich | ater, when the story was all done down to its last historic detail,
there was an investigation into the origins of Elaine. Wen the |aser had
trenbl ed, both the original order and the correction were fed sinmultaneously
into the machine. The machi ne recogni zed the contradiction and pronptly



referred both papers to the human supervisor, an actual nman who had been

wor king on the job for seven years.

He was studying nusic, and he was bored. He was so close to the end of his
termthat he was already counting the days to his own rel ease. Meanwhil e he
was rearrangi ng two popul ar songs. One was The Big Banmboo, a primtive piece
which tried to evoke the original magic of nan. The ot her was about a girl

El ai ne, El aine, whomthe song asked, to refrain fromgiving pain to her |oving
swai n. Neither of the songs was inportant; but between themthey influenced
history, first a little bit and then very much.

The nusician had plenty of time to practice. He had not had to neet a rea
energency in all his seven years. Fromtime to time the machi ne made reports
to him but the nusician just told the machine to correct its own errors, and
it infallibly did so.

On the day that the accident of Elaine happened, he was trying to perfect his
finger work on the guitar, a very old instrunent believed to date fromthe
pre-space period. He was playing The Big Banboo for the hundredth tine.

The machi ne announced its mistake with an initial nusical chinme. The
supervi sor had | ong since forgotten all the instructions which he had so
worrisomely menorized seven |ong years ago. The alert did not really and truly
matter, because the machine invariably corrected its own m stakes whether the
supervi sor was on duty or not.

The machi ne, not having its chinme answered, noved into a second-stage alarm
From a | oudspeaker set in the wall of the room it shrieked in a high, clear
human voi ce, the voice of some enpl oyee who had di ed t housands of years
earlier:

"Alert, alert! Enmergency. Correction needed. Correction needed!"

The answer was one whi ch the machi ne had never heard before, old though it
was. The musician's fingers ran madly, gladly over the guitar strings and he
sang clearly, wildly back to the nachi ne a nmessage strange beyond any

machi ne' s belief:

Beat, beat the Bi g Bamboo!

Beat, beat, beat the Big Banboo for nel!

Hastily the machine set its menory banks and conputers to work, |ooking for
the code reference to "banboo," trying to make that word fit the present
context. There was no reference at all. The nmachi ne pestered the man sone

nor e.

"I nstructions unclear. Instructions unclear. Please correct."”

"Shut up," said the man.

"Cannot conply," stated the machine. "Please state and repeat, please state
and repeat, please state and repeat."

"Do shut up," said the nan, but he knew the machi ne woul d not obey this.

Wt hout thinking, he turned to his other tune and sang the first two |ines
twi ce over:

El ai ne, El ai ne,

go cure the pain!

El ai ne, El ai ne,

go cure the painl!

Repetition had been inserted as a safeguard into the machine, on the
assunption that no real man woul d repeat an error. The name "El ai ne" was not
correct nunber code, but the fourfold enphasis seened to confirmthe need for
a "lay therapist, female." The nachine itself noted that a genui ne man had
corrected the situation card presented as a matter of energency.

"Accepted," said the nachine.

This word, too late, jolted the supervisor away from his nusic.

"Accepted what ?" he asked.

There was no answering voice. There was no sound at all except for the whisper
of slightly-noistened warm air through the ventil ators.

The supervi sor | ooked out the wi ndow. He could see a little of the bl ood-black
red col or of the Peace Square of An-fang; beyond |lay the ocean, endlessly
beauti ful and endl essly tedious.



The supervi sor sighed hopefully. He was young. "Cuess it doesn't matter," he

t hought, picking up his guitar

(Thirty-seven years later, he found out that it did matter. The Lady Goroke
hersel f, one of the chiefs of the Instrunentality, sent a subchief of the
Instrunentality to find out who had caused D joan. Wen the man found that the
witch Elaine was the source of the trouble she sent himon to find out how

El ai ne had gotten into a well-ordered universe. The supervisor was found. He
was still a musician. He renenbered nothing of the story. He was hypnoti zed.
He still renenbered nothing. The subchi ef invoked an energency and Police Drug
Four ("clear nmenory") was administered to the nusician. He i medi ately
renenbered the whole silly scene, but insisted that it did not matter. The
case was referred to Lady Goroke, who instructed the authorities that the
nmusi ci an be told the whole horrible, beautiful story of D joan at

Fomal haut +he very story which you are now being tol d—and he wept. He was not
puni shed ot herw se, but the Lady Goroke commanded that those nenories be left
in his mind for so long as he nmight live.)

The man picked up his guitar, but the machi ne went on about its work.

It selected a fertilized hunan enbryo, tagged it with the freaki sh nane
"Elaine," irradiated the genetic code with strong aptitudes for witchcraft and
then marked the person's card for training in nedicine, transportation by
sail-ship to Fomal haut 111 and rel ease for service on the planet.

El ai ne was born wi thout being needed, w thout being wanted, w thout having a
skill which could help or hurt any existing human being. She went into life
dooned and usel ess.

It is not remarkable that she was m sbegotten. Errors do happen. Renarkabl e
was the fact that she managed to survive w thout being altered, corrected or
killed by the safety devices which mankind has installed in society for its
own protection

Unwant ed, unused, she wandered through the tedi ous nonths and usel ess years of
her own exi stence. She was well fed, richly clothed, variously housed. She had
machi nes and robots to serve her, underpeople to obey her, people to protect
her agai nst others or against herself, should the need arise. But she could
never find work; w thout work, she had no tinme for |ove; without work or |ove,
she had no hope at all

If she had only stunbled into the right experts or the right authorities, they
woul d have altered or re-trained her. This would have made her into an
accept abl e woman; but she did not find the police, nor did they find her. She
was hel pless to correct her own progranming, utterly helpless. It had been

i nposed on her at An-fang, way back at An-fang, where all things begin.

The ruby had trenbled, the tourmaline failed, the dianond passed unsupport ed.
Thus, a wonman was born dooned
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Mich | ater, when peopl e nade songs about the strange case of the dog-girl

D joan, the minstrels and singers had tried to i magi ne what El aine felt like,
and they had made up The Song of Elaine for her. It is not authentic, but it
shows how El ai ne | ooked at her own life before the strange case of D joan
began to flow from El ai ne's own actions:

O her wonen hate ne.

Men never touch ne.

| amtoo nuch ne

["I'l be a witch!

Marma never towel |l ed ne,
Daddy never grow ed ne.
Little kiddies grate ne.
"Il be a witch!

Peopl e never naned ne.
Dogs never shaned ne.



Ch, | am a such ne!
1"l be a wtch!

"1l make them shun ne.
They' Il never run ne.
Coul d they even stun ne?
["1'l be a witch!

Let themall attack ne.
They can only rack ne.
Me— can hack me
I'l'l be a witch!

O her worren hate ne.
Men never touch ne.
I amtoo rmuch e
I'l'l be a witch!

The song overstates the case. Winen did not hate Elaine; they did not |ook at
her. Men did not shun Elaine; they did not notice her either

There were no places on Fomal haut 111 where she could have met human chil dren
for the nurseries were far underground because of chancy radiation and fierce
weat her. The song pretends that El aine began with the thought that she was not
human, but underpeopl e, and had herself been born a dog. This did not happen
at the beginning of the case, but only at the very end, when the story of

D joan was already being carried between the stars and devel oping with all the
new twi sts of folklore and | egend. She never went mad.

("Madness" is a rare condition, consisting of a human m nd whi ch does not
engage its environnment correctly. El aine approached it before she net D joan
El ai ne was not the only case, but she was a rare and genui ne one. Her life,
thrust back fromall attenpts at growth, had turned back on itself and her

m nd had spiraled inward to the only safety she could really know, psychosis.
Madness is always better than X, and X to each patient is individual

personal , secret and overwhel mi ngly inportant. Elaine had gone normally nad,
her inprinted and destined career was the wong one. "Lay therapists, fenale"
were coded to work decisively, autonomously, on their own authority and with
great rapidity. These working conditions were needed on new planets. They were
not coded to consult other people; nobst places, there would be no one to
consult. Elaine did what was set for her at An-fang, all the way down to the

i ndi vi dual chemical conditions of her spinal fluid. She was herself the wong
and she never knew it. Madness was much kinder than the realization that she
was not herself, should not have lived, and ampbunted at the npbst to a m stake
conmitted between a trenbling ruby and a young, careless man with a guitar.)
She found D joan and the worlds reel ed.

Their neeting occurred at a place nicknamed "the edge of the world," where the
undercity net daylight. This was itself unusual; but Formal haut 111 was an
unusual and unconfortable planet, where wild weat her and nmen's caprice drove
architects to furious design and grotesque execution

El ai ne wal ked through the city, secretly mad, |ooking for sick people whom she
could hel p. She had been stanped, inprinted, designed, born, bred and trained
for this task. There was no task.

She was an intelligent woman. Bright brains serve nadness as well as they

serve sanity—nanely, very well indeed. It never occurred to her to give up her
m ssi on.
The peopl e of Formal haut 111, like the people of Manhome Earth itself, are

al nrost uniformy handsone; it is only in the far-out, half-unreachable worlds
that the human stock, strained by the sheer effort to survive, becones ugly,
weary or varied. She did not |ook rmuch different fromthe other intelligent,
handsome peopl e who flocked the streets. Her hair was bl ack, and she was tall.
Her arnms and | egs were long, the trunk of her body short. She wore her hair



brushed straight back froma high, narrow, square forehead. Her eyes were an
odd, deep blue. Her nouth night have been pretty, but it never smled, so that
no one could really tell whether it was beautiful or not. She stood erect and
proud: but so did everyone else. Her nouth was strange in its very | ack of
conmuni cati veness and her eyes swept back and forth, back and forth |ike

anci ent radar, |ooking for the sick, the needy, and stricken, whom she had a
passion to serve.

How coul d she be unhappy? She had never had tine to be happy. It was easy for
her to think that happi ness was sonet hi ng whi ch di sappeared at the end of
chi | dhood. Now and then, here and there, perhaps when a fountain nurnured in
sunl i ght or when | eaves exploded in the startling Fomal hauti an spring, she
wonder ed that other peopl e—people as responsible as herself by the doom of

age, grade, sex, training and career nunber—shoul d be happy when she al one
seened to have no tinme for happi ness. But she al ways dism ssed the thought and
wal ked the ranps and streets until her arches ached, |ooking for work which
did not yet exist.

Human fl esh, ol der than history, nore dogged than culture, has its own w sdom
The bodi es of people are narked with the archaic ruses of survival, so that on
Formal haut 111, Elaine herself preserved the skills of ancestors she never even
t hought about —+hose ancestors who, in the incredible and renote past, had
mastered terrible Earth itself. Elaine was mad. But there was a part of her

whi ch suspected that she was nad.

Per haps this wi sdom sei zed her as she wal ked from WAt errocky Road toward the
bri ght espl anades of the Shopping Bar. She saw a forgotten door. The robots
could clean near it but, because of the old, odd architectural shape, they
could not sweep and polish right at the bottomline of the door. A thin hard
line of old dust and caked polish lay |ike a sealant at the base of the
doorline. It was obvious that no one had gone through for a long, long tine.
The civilized rule was that prohibited areas were marked both tel epathically
and with synbols. The nost dangerous of all had robot or underpeopl e guards.
But everything which was not prohibited, was permtted. Thus El aine had no
right to open the door, but she had no obligation not to do so. She opened it—
By sheer caprice.

O so she thought.

This was a far cry fromthe "I1'Il be a witch" notif attributed to her in the

| ater ballad. She was not yet frantic, not yet desperate, she was not yet even
nobl e.

That opening of a door changed her own world and changed |ife on thousands of
pl anets for generations to cone, but the opening was not itself strange. It
was the tired caprice of a thoroughly frustrated and mldly unhappy wonan.
Not hi ng nore. All the other descriptions of it have been inprovenents,
enbel |i shnents, falsifications.

She did get a shock when she opened the door, but not for the reasons
attributed backwards to her by balladists and historians.

She was shocked because the door opened on steps and the steps |led down to

| andscape and sunlight—truly an unexpected sight on any world. She was | ooking
fromthe New City to the Od City. The New City rose on its shell out over the
old city, and when she | ooked "indoors" she saw the sunset in the city bel ow
She gasped at the beauty and t he unexpectedness of it.

There, the open door—with another world beyond it. Here, the old famliar
street, clean, handsone, quiet, useless, where her own usel ess self had wal ked
a thousand ti nes.

Ther e—sonet hi ng. Here, the world she knew. She did not know t he words
"fairyland" or "magic place," but if she had known them she would have used

t hem

She glanced to the right, to the left.

The passersby noticed neither her nor the door. The sunset was just beginning
to show in the upper city. In the lower city it was already blood-red with
streanmers of gold |like enormous frozen flame. Elaine did not know that she
sniffed the air; she did not know that she trenbled on the edge of tears; she



did not know that a tender smle, the first smle in years, relaxed her nouth
and turned her tired tense face into a passing |loveliness. She was too intent
on | ooki ng around.

Peopl e wal ked about their business. Down the road, an underpeopl e type—fenale,
possi bly cat—detoured far around a true human who was wal ki ng at a sl ower

pace. Far away, a police ornithopter flapped slowy around one of the towers;
unl ess the robots used a tel escope on her or unless they had one of the rare
hawk- under men who wore sonetines used as police, they could not see her

She stepped through the doorway and pulled the door itself back into the

cl osed position

She did not know it, but therewith unborn futures reeled out of existence,
rebellion flanmed into conming centuries, people and underpeople died in strange
causes, nothers changed the names of unborn | ords and starshi ps whispered back
from pl aces which nmen had not even imagi ned before. Spaces which had al ways
been there, waiting for nen's notice, would come the sooner—because of her,
because of the door, because of her next few steps, what she would say and the
child she woul d nmeet. (The ballad-witers told the whole story |ater on, but
they told it backwards, fromtheir own know edge of D joan and what El ai ne had
done to set the worlds afire. The sinple truth is the fact that a | onely woman
went through a nysterious door. That is all. Everything el se happened later.)
At the top of the steps she stood; door closed behind her, the sunset gold of
t he unknown city streaming out in front of her. She could see where the great
shell of the New City of Kalma arched out toward the sky; she could see that

t he buil dings here were ol der, |ess harmoni ous than the ones she had left. She
did not know the concept "picturesque," or she would have called it that. She
knew no concept to describe the scene which |lay peacefully at her feet.

There was not a person in sight.

Far in the distance, a fire-detector throbbed back and forth on top of an old
tower. Qutside of that there was nothing but the yellowgold city beneath her
and a bird—was it a bird, or a large stormswept |eaf ?—n the m ddl e di stance
Filled with fear, hope, expectation and the surm sal of strange appetites, she
wal ked downward with quiet, unknown purpose.
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At the foot of the stairs, nine flights of themthere had been, a child
waited—a girl, about five. The child had a bright blue snock, wavy red-brown
hair, and the daintiest hands which El aine had ever seen

El ai ne's heart went out to her. The child | ooked up at her and shrank away.

El ai ne knew t he neani ng of those handsonme brown eyes, of that nuscul ar
supplication of trust, that recoil frompeople. It was not a child at all—ust
some animal in the shape of a person, a dog perhaps, which would | ater be
taught to speak, to work, to performuseful services.

The little girl rose, standing as though she were about to run. El aine had the
feeling that the little dog-girl had not decided whether to run toward her or
fromher. She did not wish to get involved with an under per son—what wonman

woul d?—but neither did she wish to frighten the little thing. After all, it
was small, very young.

The two confronted each other for a nonent, the little thing uncertain, Elaine
rel axed. Then the little animal-girl spoke.

"Ask her," she said, and it was a conmmand.

El ai ne was surprised. Since when did animals conmand?

"Ask her!" repeated the little thing. She pointed at a w ndow which had the
words TRAVELERS AID above it. Then the girl ran. A flash of blue from her
dress, a twinkle of white from her running sandals, and she was gone.

El ai ne stood quiet and puzzled in the forlorn and enpty city.

The wi ndow spoke to her, "You m ght as well conme on over. You will, you know. "
It was the wi se mature voi ce of an experienced wonan—a voice with a bubble of

| aught er underneath its phonic edge, with a hint of sympathy and enthusiasmin
its tone. The conmand was not merely a command. It was, even at its beginning,
a happy private joke between two w se wonen.



El ai ne was not surprised when a nmachi ne spoke to her. Recordi ngs had been
telling her things all her life. She was not sure of this situation, however.
"I's there sonebody there?" she said.

"Yes and no," said the voice. "I'm Travelers' Aid and | help everybody who
cones through this way. You're lost or you wouldn't be here. Put your hand in
nmy wi ndow. "

"What | mean is," said Elaine, "are you a person or are you a machi ne?"
"Depends, " said the voice. "I"'ma nmachine, but | used to be a person, |ong,

long ago. A lady, in fact, and one of the Instrunentality. But ny time cane
and they said to ne, "Wuld you mind if we nmade a machi ne print of your whole
personality? It would be very hel pful for the information booths.' So of
course | said yes, and they nade this copy, and | died, and they shot ny body
into space with all the usual honors, but here | was. It felt pretty odd
inside this contraption, nme |ooking at things and tal king to people and giving
good advi ce and staying busy, until they built the newcity. So what do you
say? Am| nme or aren't |?"

"I don't know, ma'am" El aine stood back

The warm voice lost its hunmor and becane commandi ng. "G ve me your hand, then
so | can identify you and tell you what to do."

"I think," said Elaine, "that |I'll just go back upstairs and go through the
door into the upper city."

"And cheat ne," said the voice in the window, "out of my first conversation
with a real person in four years?" There was demand in the voice, but there
was still the warnth and the hunmor; there was |oneliness too. The |oneliness
deci ded El ai ne. She stepped up to the wi ndow and put her hand flat on the

| edge.

"You're Elaine," cried the window. "You're Elaine! The worlds wait for you.
You're from An-fang, where all things begin, the Peace Square at An-fang, on
aOd Earth itself!"

"Yes," said Elaine.

The voi ce bubbl ed over with enthusiasm "He is waiting for you. Oh, he has
waited for you a long, long tine. And the little girl you nmet. That was D joan
herself. The story has begun. The world's great age begins anew.' And | can
die when it is over. So sorry, ny dear. | don't mean to confuse you. | amthe
Lady Pane Ashash. You're Elaine. Your nunber originally ended 783 and you
shoul dn't even be on this planet. Al the inmportant people here end with the
nunber 5 and 6. You're a lay therapist and you're in the wong place, but your
| over is already on his way, and you' ve never been in |love yet, and it's al
too exciting."

El ai ne | ooked qui ckly around her. The old |l ower town was turning nore red and
| ess gold as the sunset progressed. The steps behind her seenmed terribly high

as she | ooked back, the door at the top very small. Perhaps it had | ocked on
her when she closed it. Maybe she wouldn't ever be able to | eave the old | ower
city.

The wi ndow nust have been watching her in sone way, because the voice of the
Lady Pane Ashash becane tender

"Sit down ny dear," said the voice fromthe wi ndow "Wen | was ne, | used to
be much nore polite. | haven't been me for a long, long tine. |I'ma machi ne,
and still | feel like nyself. Do sit down, and do forgive ne."

El ai ne | ooked around. There was the roadsi de marbl e bench behind her. She sat
on it obediently. The happi ness which had been in her at the top of the steps
bubbled forth anew. If this wi se old nachi ne knew so nuch about her, perhaps
it could tell her what to do. What did the voice nmean by "wong planet"? By
"lover"? By "he is comng for you now," or was that what the voice had
actual ly said?

"Take a breath, mny dear,’

said the voice of the Lady Pane Ashash. She m ght

have been dead for hundreds or thousands of years, but she still spoke with
the authority and ki ndness of a great |ady.
El ai ne breat hed deep. She saw a huge red cloud, |like a pregnant whale, getting

ready to butt the rimof the upper city, far above her and far out over the



sea. She wondered if clouds could possibly have feelings.

The voi ce was speaki ng again. What had it said?

Apparently the question was repeated. "Did you know you were com ng?" said the
voi ce fromthe w ndow

"OfF course not." Elaine shrugged. "There was just this door, and | didn't have
anyt hing special to do, so | opened it And here was a whole new world inside a
house. It | ooked strange and rather pretty, so | canme down. Wuldn't you have
done t he sane thing?"

"I don't know," said the voice candidly. "I'mreally a nmachine. | haven't been
me for a long, long tinme. Perhaps | would have, when | was alive. | don't know
that, but | know about things. Maybe | can see the future, or perhaps the
machi ne part of me conputes such good probabilities that it just seens |ike
it. I know who you are and what is going to happen to you. You had better
brush your hair."

"What ever for?" said Elaine.

"He is coming," said the happy old voice of the Lady Pane Ashash.

"Who i s conming?" said Elaine, alnost irritably.

"Do you have a mirror? | wi sh you would | ook at your hair. It could be
prettier, not that it isn't pretty right now You want to | ook your best. Your
| over, that's who is com ng, of course.”

"I haven't got a lover," said Elaine. "I haven't been authorized one, not till
I've done some of ny lifework, and | haven't even found ny lifework yet. I'm
not the kind of girl who would go ask a subchief for the dream es, not when
I"'mnot entitled to the real thing. I may not be much of a person, but | have

some self-respect."” Elaine got so mad that she shifted her position on the
bench and sat with her face turned away fromthe all-watchi ng wi ndow.

The next words gave her goosefl esh down her arms, they were uttered with such
real earnestness, such driving sincerity. "Elaine, Elaine, do you really have
no i dea of who you are?"

El ai ne pivoted back on the bench so that she | ooked toward the w ndow. Her
face was caught redly by the rays of the setting sun. She could only gasp.

"I don't know what you mean ... "

The i nexorabl e voice went on. "Think, Elaine, think. Does the nanme 'D joan'
mean not hing to you?"

"I suppose it's an underperson, a dog. That's what the Dis for, isn't it?"
"That was the little girl you met," said the Lady Pane Ashash, as though the
statenment were sonething trenmendous.

"Yes," said Elaine dutifully. She was a courteous wonan, and never quarrel ed
wi th strangers.

"Wait a minute," said the Lady Pane Ashash, "lI'mgoing to get ny body out. Cod
knows when | wore it last, but it'll nake you feel nore at easy terns with ne.

Forgive the clothes. They're old stuff, but | think the body will work al
right. This is the beginning of the story of Djoan, and | want that hair of
yours brushed even if | have to brush it nyself. Just wait right there, girl,
wait right there. 1'll just take a minute."

The clouds were turning fromdark red to liver-black. What could El ai ne do?
She stayed on the bench. She kicked her shoe agai nst the wal k. She junped a
little when the ol d-fashioned street lights of the lower city went on with
sharp geonetrical suddenness; they did not have the subtle shading of the
newer lights in the other city upstairs, where day phased into the bright
clear night with no sudden shift in color

The door beside the little wi ndow creaked open. Ancient plastic crunbled to
the wal k.

El ai ne was astoni shed.

El ai ne knew she nust have been unconsciously expecting a nonster, but this was
a charm ng woman of about her own height, wearing weird, ol d-fashioned

cl othes. The strange wonan had gl ossy bl ack hair, no evidence of recent or
current illness, no signs of severe lesions in the past, no inpairnent evident
of sight, gait, reach or eyesight. (There was no way she could check on snell
or taste right off, but this was the medi cal check-up she had had built into



her frombirth on—+the checklist which she had run through with every adult
person she had ever nmet. She had been designed as a "lay therapist, female"
and she was a good one, even when there was no one at all to treat.)

Truly, the body was a rich one. It nust have cost the | anding charges of forty
or fifty planetfalls. The human shape was perfectly rendered. The nouth noved
over genuine teeth; the words were formed by throat, palate, tongue, teeth and
lips, and not just by a nicrophone nounted in the head. The body was really a
museum pi ece. It was probably a copy of the Lady Pane Ashash herself in tine
of life. When the face sniled, the effect was undescribably w nning. The | ady
wore the costune of a bygone age—a stately frontal dress of heavy bl ue
material, enbroidered with a square pattern of gold at hem waist and bodi ce.
She had a matching cl oak of dark, faded gold, enbroidered in blue with the
same pattern of squares. Her hair was upswept and set with jewel ed conbs. It
seened perfectly natural, but there was dust on one side of it.

The robot smiled, "I'mout of date. It's been a long tinme since | was ne. But

| thought, ny dear, that you would find this old body easier to talk to than

t he wi ndow over there ... "

El ai ne nodded nutely.

"You know this is not nme?" said the body, sharply.

El ai ne shook her head. She didn't know, she felt that she didn't know anyt hi ng
at all.

The Lady Pane Ashash | ooked at her earnestly. "This is not ne. It's a robot
body. You | ooked at it as though it were a real person. And |'m not ne,

either. It hurts sonmetines. Did you know a machine could hurt? |I can. But—'m
not ne."

"Who are you?" said Elaine to the pretty old wonman.

"Before | died, | was the Lady Pane Ashash. Just as | told you. Now | ama
machi ne, and a part of your destiny. We will help each other to change the
destiny of worlds, perhaps even to bring mankind back to humanity."

El ai ne stared at her in bewildernment. This was no common robot. It seened |like
a real person and spoke with such warmauthority. And this thing, whatever it
was, this thing seened to know so rmuch about her. Nobody el se had ever cared.
The nurse-nothers at the Chil dhouse on earth had said, "Another wtch-child,
and pretty too, they're not nuch trouble,” and had let her life go by.

At | ast Elaine could face the face which was not really a face. The charm the
hunor, the expressiveness were still there.

"What —what , " stanmered El aine, "do | do now?"

"Not hi ng," said the | ong-dead Lady Pane Ashash, "except to nmeet your destiny.
"You nean ny | over?"

"So inmpatient!" |laughed the dead woman's record in a very human way. "Such a
hurry. Lover first and destiny later. | was like that myself when | was a
girl.”

"But what do | do?" persisted Elaine.

The ni ght was now conpl ete above them The street lights glared on the enpty
and unswept streets. A few doorways, not one of themless than a ful
street-crossing away, were illumnated with rectangles of |ight or
shadowlight if they were far fromthe street lights, so that their own
interior lights shone brightly, shadow if they were so close under the big
lights that they cut off the glare from overhead.

"Go through this door," said the old nice woman.

But she pointed at the undistinguished white of an uninterrupted wall. There
was no door at all in that place.

"But there's no door there," said Elaine.

"If there were a door," said the Lady Pane Ashash, "you wouldn't need nme to
tell you to go through it. And you do need ne."

"Why?" said El aine.

"Because |'ve waited for you hundreds of years, that's why."

"That's no answer!" snapped El ai ne.

"It is so an answer,"” smled the woman, and her lack of hostility was not
robotlike at all. It was the kindliness and conposure of a mature human bei ng.



She | ooked up into Elaine's eyes and spoke enphatically and softly. "I know
because | do know. Not because |'m a dead person—that doesn't matter any

nor e—but because | amnow a very old nachine. You will go into the Brown and
Yel l ow Corridor and you will think of your lover, and you will do your work,
and nen will hunt you. But you will come out happily in the end. Do you
under stand t hi s?"

"No," said Elaine, "no, | don't." But she reached out her hand to the sweet
ol d woman. The | ady took her hand. The touch was warm and very human.

"You don't have to understand it. Just do it. And I know you will. So since

you are goi ng, go."

Elaine tried to smle at her, but she was troubled, nore consciously worried
than ever before in her life. Something real was happening to her, to her own
i ndi vidual self, at a very long last. "How will | get through the door?"

"I"ll open it," smled the lady, releasing Elaine' s hand, "and you'll know
your | over when he sings you the poem"

"Whi ch poen®?" said Elaine, stalling for tine and frightened by a door which
did not even exist.

"It starts, 'l knew you and | oved you, and won you, in Kalma ... ' You'll know
it. G onin. It'lIl be bothersome at first, but when you nmeet the Hunter, it
will all seemdifferent."”

"Have you ever been in there, yourself?"

"OfF course not," said the dear old lady. "I'ma machine. That whole place is
t hought proof . Nobody can see, hear, think or talk in or out of it. It's a
shelter left over fromthe ancient wars, when the slightest sign of a thought
woul d have brought destruction on the whole place. That's why the Lord Engl ok
built it, long before my tinme. But you can go in. And you will. Here's the
door. "

The old robot | ady waited no |l onger. She gave El aine a strange friendly
crooked smile, half proud and half apol ogetic. She took Elaine with firm
fingertips holding Elaine's left el bow. They wal ked a few steps down toward
the wal |

"Here, now," said the Lady Pane Ashash, and pushed. Elaine flinched as she was
thrust toward the wall. Before she knew it, she was through. Snells hit her
like a roar of battle. The air was hot. The light was dim 1t |ooked like a
picture of the Pain Planet, hidden sonewhere in space. Poets later tried to
describe Elaine at the door with a verse which begins,

There were brown ones and bl ue ones

And white ones and whiter,

In the hidden and forbi dden

Downt own of C own Town.

There were horrid ones and horrider

In the brown and yel |l ow corri dor

The truth was rmuch sinpler

Trained witch, born witch that she was, she perceived the truth i mediately.
Al'l these people, all she could see, at |east, were sick. They needed hel p.
They needed hersel f.

But the joke was on her, for she could not help a single one of them Not one
of themwas a real person. They were just animals, things in the shape of nan.
Under people. Dirt.

And she was conditioned to the bone never to help them

She did not know why the nuscles of her |egs made her wal k forward, but they
di d.

There are many pictures of that scene.

The Lady Pane Ashash, only a few nonments in her past, seened very renote. And
the city of Kalma itself, the newcity, ten stories above her, alnost seened
as though it had never existed at all. This, this was real

She stared at the underpeopl e.

And this tine, for the first time in her life, they stared right back at her
She had never seen anything like this before.

They did not frighten her; they surprised her. The fright, Elaine felt, was to



cone | ater. Soon, perhaps, but not here, not now.

4

Sonet hi ng whi ch | ooked |ike a m ddl e-aged woman wal ked right up to her and
snhapped at her.

"Are you deat h?"

El ai ne stared. "Death? What do you nmean? |I'm El ai ne."

"Be damed to that!" said the woman-thing. "Are you deat h?"

El ai ne did not know the word "damed" but she was pretty sure that "death,"
even to these things, meant sinply "term nation of life."

"OfF course not," said Elaine. "I"'mjust a person. A witch woman, ordinary
peopl e would call ne. W don't have anything to do with you underpeopl e.
Not hing at all." Elaine could see that the woman-thing had an enor nous

coi ffure of soft brown sloppy hair, a sweat-reddened face and crooked teeth
whi ch showed when she grinned.

"They all say that. They never know that they're death. How do you think we
die, if you people don't send contaminated robots in with diseases? W all die
of f when you do that, and then some nore underpeople find this place again

| ater on and nake a shelter of it and live in it for a few generations unti

t he death machines, things |like you, cone sweeping through the city and kil

us off again. This is Cown Town, the underpeople place. Haven't you heard of
it?"

Elaine tried to wal k past the wonan-thing, but she found her arm grabbed. This
couldn't have happened before, not in the history of the world—an underperson
sei zing a real person

"Let go!" she yelled.

The wonman-thing let her armgo and faced toward the others. Her voice had
changed. It was no longer shrill and excited, but [ow and puzzled instead. "I
can't tell. Maybe it is a real person. Isn't that a joke? Lost, in here with
us. O maybe she is death. | can't tell. Wat do you think

Charl ey-i s-my-darling?"

The man she spoke to stepped forward. El aine thought, in another tine, in sone
ot her place, that underperson mght pass for an attractive human being. H's
face was illuminated by intelligence and al ertness. He | ooked directly at

El ai ne as though he had never seen her before, which indeed he had not, but he
continued | ooking with so sharp, so strange a stare that she becane uneasy.

H s voice, when he spoke, was brisk, high, clear, friendly; set in this tragic
place, it was the caricature of a voice, as though the animal had been
programred for speech fromthe habits of a human, persuader by profession
whom one saw in the storyboxes telling peopl e nessages which were neither good
nor inportant, but nerely clever. The handsoneness was itself defornity.

El ai ne wondered if he had come from goat stock

"Wl come, young |l ady," said Charley-is-ny-darling. "Now that you are here, how
are you going to get out? If we turned her head around, Mabel," said he to the
underwoman who had first greeted Elaine, "turned it around eight or ten tines,
it would come off. Then we could live a few weeks or nonths |onger before our
lords and creators found us and put us all to death. Wat do you say, young

[ ady? Should we kill you?"

"Kill? You nmean, terminate life? You cannot. It is against the |aw. Even the
Instrunental ity does not have the right to do that without trial. You can't.
You' re just underpeople.”

"But we will die," said Charley-is-ny-darling, flashing his quick intelligent

smle, "if you go back out of that door. The police will read about the Brown
and Yellow Corridor in your mnd and they will flush us out with poison or
they will spray disease in here so that we and our children will die."

El ai ne stared at him

The passionate anger did not disturb his smile or his persuasive tones, but
the nmuscl es of his eye-sockets and forehead showed the terrible strain. The
result was an expression which El ai ne had never seen before, a sort of

sel f-control reaching out beyond the Iimts of insanity.



He stared back at her.

She was not really afraid of him Underpeople could not tw st the heads of
real persons; it was contrary to all regul ations.

A thought struck her. Perhaps regulations did not apply in a place like this,
where illegal animals waited perpetually for sudden death. The bei ng which
faced her was strong enough to turn her head around ten times clockw se or
count ercl ockwi se. From her anatomy | essons, she was pretty sure that the head
woul d cone off somewhere during that process. She | ooked at himwith interest.
Ani mal -type fear had been conditioned out of her, but she had, she found, an
extrenme distaste for the termination of life under random circunstances.

Per haps her "witch" training would help. She tried to pretend that he was in
fact a man. The diagnosis "hypertension: chronic aggression, now frustrated,

| eading to overstinulation and neurosis: poor nutritional record: hornone

di sorder probable" leapt into her m nd

She tried to speak in a new voice

"I amsnaller than you," she said, "and you can kill nme just as well later as
now. W& nmight as well get acquainted. |'m El ai ne, assigned here from Manhone
Earth."

The effect was spectacul ar.

Charl ey-is-ny-darling stepped back. Mbel's nouth dropped open. The others
gaped at her. One or two, nore quick-witted than the rest, began whispering to
t hei r nei ghbors.

At | ast Charley-is-ny-darling spoke to her. "Wl conme, ny Lady. Can | call you
nmy Lady? | guess not. Welcome, Elaine. W are your people. W will do whatever
you say. O course you got in. The Lady Pane Ashash sent you. She has been
telling us for a hundred years that sonebody would come from Earth, a rea
person with an ani mal nane, not a nunber, and that we should have a child
naned D joan ready to take up the threads of destiny. Please, please sit down.
W1l you have a drink of water? W have no clean vessel here. W are al

under peopl e here and we have used everything in the place, so that it is
contam nated for a real person." A thought struck him "Baby-baby, do you have
a new cup in the kiln?" Apparently he saw soneone nod, because he went right
on talking. "Get it out then, for our guest, with tongs. New tongs. Do not
touch it. Fill it with water fromthe top of the little waterfall. That way
our guest can have an uncontam nated drink. A clean drink." He beaned with a
hospitality which was as ridiculous as it was genui ne.

El ai ne did not have the heart to say she did not want a drink of water.

She waited. They wait ed.

By now, her eyes had becone accustoned to the darkness. She could see that the
mai n corridor was painted a yellow, faded and stained, and a contrasting |ight
brown. She wondered what possible human nind coul d have sel ected so ugly a
conbi nati on. Cross-corridors seemed to open into it; at any rate, she saw
illum nated archways further down and peopl e wal ki ng out of them briskly. No
one can wal k briskly and naturally out of a shallow al cove, so she was pretty
sure that the archways | ed to something.

The under peopl e, too, she could see. They | ooked very much |ike people. Here
and there, individuals reverted to the ani mal type—a horseman whose nuzzl e had
regrown to its ancestral size, a rat-woman w th normal human features except
for nylon-1ike white whiskers, twelve or fourteen on each side of her face,
reaching twenty centineters to either side. One |ooked very much |like a person
i ndeed—a beautiful young woman seated on a bench sone eight or ten neters down
the corridor, and paying no attention to the crowd, to Mabel, to

Charl ey-is-nmy-darling or to herself.

"Who is that?" said Elaine, pointing with a nod at the beautiful young woman.
Mabel , relieved fromthe tension which had seized her when she had asked if

El ai ne were "death," babbled with a sociability which was outré in this
environnent. "That's Crawlie."

"What does she do?" asked El ai ne.

"She has her pride," said Mabel, her grotesque red face now jolly and eager
her sl ack nouth spraying spittle as she spoke.



"But doesn't she do anything?" said El aine.
Charl ey-is-ny-darling intervened. "Nobody has to do anything here, Lady
El ai ne—=

"It"'s illegal to call me 'Lady,' " said Elaine.
"I"msorry, human bei ng El ai ne. Nobody has to do anything at all here. The
whol e bunch of us are conpletely illegal. This corridor is a thought-shelter

so that no thoughts can escape or enter it. Wait a bit! Watch the ceiling ..
Now! "

A red gl ow noved across the ceiling and was gone. "The ceiling glows," said
Charl ey-is-ny-darling, "whenever anything thinks against it. The whol e tunne
regi sters 'sewage tank: organic waste' to the outside, so that di mperceptions
of life which may escape here are not considered too unaccountable. People
built it for their own use, a mllion years ago."

"They weren't here on Fomal haut 111 a million years ago,"” snapped El ai ne. Wy,
she wondered, did she snap at hin? He wasn't a person, just a tal king anina
who had m ssed bei ng dropped down the nearest incinerator

"I"'msorry, Elaine," said Charley-is-my-darling. "I should have said, a |ong
time ago. We underpeople don't get much chance to study real history. But we
use this corridor. Sonebody with a norbid sense of hunor naned this place
Cown Town. W live along for ten or twenty or a hundred years, and then
people or robots find us and kill us all. That's why Mibel was upset. She

t hought you were death for this time. But you're not. You' re Elaine. That's
wonder ful, wonderful." H's sly, too-clever face beaned with transparent
sincerity. It nust have been quite a shock to himto be honest.

"You were going to tell me what the undergirl is for," said Elaine.

"That's Crawie," said he. "She doesn't do anything. None of us really have
to. We're all dooned anyhow. She's a little nore honest than the rest of us.
She has her pride. She scorns the rest of us. She puts us in our place. She
makes everybody feel inferior. W think she is a val uabl e nenber of the group
W all have our pride, which is hopel ess anyway, but Crawlie has her pride all
by hersel f, without doi ng anythi ng whatever about it. She sort of rem nds us.
If we | eave her alone, she |eaves us alone."

El ai ne thought, You're funny things, so nuch |ike people, but so inexpert
about it, as though you all had to "die" before you really |l earned what it is
to be alive. Al oud, she could only say, "I never net anybody like that."

Craw i e must have sensed that they were tal ki ng about her, because she | ooked
at Elaine with a short quick stare of blazing hatred. Crawmie's pretty face

| ocked itself into a glare of concentrated hostility and scorn; then her eyes
wandered and El aine felt that she, El aine, no |longer existed in the thing s

m nd, except as a rebuke which had been adm nistered and forgotten. She had
never seen privacy as inpenetrable as Crawie's. And yet the being, whatever
she mi ght have been nade from was very lovely in human ternmns.

A fierce old hag, covered with nmouse-gray fur, rushed up to El aine. The
nmouse-wonman was t he Baby-baby who had been sent on the errand. She held a
ceramic cup in a pair of long tongs. Water was in it.

El ai ne took the cup.

Sixty to seventy underpeople, including the little girl in the blue dress whom
she had seen outside, watched her as she sipped. The water was good. She drank
it all. There was a universal exhal ation, as though everyone in the corridor
had waited for this noment El aine started to put the cup down but the old
nmouse-wonman was too quick for her. She took the cup from El ai ne, stopping her
in md-gesture and using the tongs, so that the cup woul d not be contam nated
by the touch of an underperson

"That's right, Baby-baby," said Charley-is-ny-darling, "we can talk. It is our
customnot to talk with a newconer until we have offered our hospitality. Let
me be frank. W may have to kill you, if this whole business turns out to be a
m stake, but let me assure you that if | do kill you, I will do it nicely and
wi thout the least bit of malice. Right?"

El ai ne did not know what was so right about it, and said so. She visualized
her head being twisted off. Apart fromthe pain and the degradation, it seened



so terribly nmessy—to terminate life in a sewer with things which did not even
have a right to exist.

He gave her no chance to argue, but went on explaining, "Suppose things turn
out just right. Suppose that you are the Esther-El ai ne-or-El eanor that we have

all been waiting for—the person who will do sonething to D joan and bring us
all help and deliverance—give us life, in short, real life—then what do we
do?"

"I don't know where you get all these ideas about ne. Wiy am |

Est her - El ai ne-or - El eanor? What do | do to D joan? Wiy ne?"

Charl ey-is-ny-darling stared at her as though he could not believe her
guestion. Mabel frowned as though she could not think of the right words to
put forth her opinions. Baby-baby, who had glided back to the group with swift
nmousel i ke suddenness, | ooked around as though she expected soneone fromthe
rear to speak. She was right. Crawie turned her face toward El ai ne and sai d,
with infinite condescension:

"I did not know that real people were ill-inforned or stupid. You seemto be
both. We have all our information fromthe Lady Pane Ashash. Since she is
dead, she has no prejudices against us underpeople. Since she has not had nuch
of anything to do, she has run through billions and billions of probabilities
for us. Al of us know what nost probabilities cone to—sudden death by di sease
or gas, or maybe being hauled off to the slaughterhouses in big police
ornithopters. But Lady Pane Ashash found that perhaps a person with a nane
like yours would conme, a human being with an ol d nanme and not a nunber nane,
that that person would neet the Hunter, that she and the Hunter would teach
the underchild D joan a message and that the nessage woul d change the worlds.
W have kept one child after another named D joan, waiting for a hundred
years. Now you show up. Maybe you are the one. You don't | ook very conpetent
to me. What are you good for?"

"I"'ma witch," said Elaine.

Craw i e could not keep the surprise fromshowing in her face. "A witch?
Real | y?"

"Yes," said Elaine, rather hunbly.

"I wouldn't be one," said Crawie. "I have ny pride." She turned her face away
and | ocked her features in their expression of perennial hurt and disdain.
Charl ey-is-ny-darling whispered to the group nearby, not caring whether Elaine
heard his words or not, "That's wonderful, wonderful. She is a witch. A human
wi tch. Perhaps the great day is here! Elaine," said he hunbly, "will you

pl ease | ook at us?"

El ai ne | ooked. Wien she stopped to think about where she was, it was
incredible that the enpty old lower city of Kalma should be just outside, just
beyond the wall, and the busy new city a mere thirty-five meters higher. This
corridor was a world to itself. It felt like a world, with the ugly yell ows
and browns, the dimold lights, the stenches of man and ani mal m xed under
intolerably bad ventil ation. Baby-baby, Crawlie, Mbel and

Charl ey-is-ny-darling were part of this world. They were real; but they were
outsi de, outside, so far as El aine herself was concerned.

"Let me go," she said. "I'll come back some day."

Charl ey-is-ny-darling, who was so plainly the | eader, spoke as if in a trance:
"You don't understand, Elaine. The only 'going' you are going to go is death.
There is no other direction. W can't let the old you go out of this door, not
when the Lady Pane Ashash has thrust you in to us. Either you go forward to
your destiny, to our destiny too, either you do that, and all works out al
right, so that you |l ove us, and we | ove you," he added dreanily, "or else

kill you with my own hands. Right here. Right now | could give you another
clean drink of water first. But that is all. There isn't much choice for you,
human bei ng El ai ne. What do you think would happen if you went outside?"
"Not hi ng, | hope,"” said El aine.

"Not hi ng!" snorted Mabel, her face regaining its original indignation. "The
police would conme flapping by in their ornithopter—=

"And they'd pick your brains," said Baby-baby.



"And they'd know about us," said a tall pale nman who had not spoken before.
"And we," said Cawie fromher chair, "would all of us die within an hour or
two at the longest. Wuld that matter to you, Ma' am and El ai ne?"

"And, " added Charley-is-my-darling, "they would di sconnect the Lady Pane
Ashash, so that even the recording of that dear dead | ady woul d be gone at

| ast, and there would be no nmercy at all left upon this world."

"What is 'nercy' ?" asked El aine.

"I't's obvious you never heard of it," said Crawie.

The ol d nmouse- hag Baby-baby cane cl ose to El aine. She | ooked up at her and
whi spered through yellow teeth. "Don't let themfrighten you, girl. Death
doesn't matter all that much, not even to you true humans with your four
hundred years or to us animals with the sl aughterhouse around the corner
Death is a—when, not a what. It's the same for all of us. Don't be scared. CGo
strai ght ahead and you may find mercy and | ove. They're much richer than
death, if you can only find them Once you do find them death won't be very
i mportant."

"I still don't know nercy" said Elaine, "but | thought | knew what |ove was,
and | don't expect to find my lover in a dirty old corridor full of

under peopl e. "

"I don't nean that kind of |ove," |aughed Baby-baby, brushing aside Mbel's
attenpted interruption with a wave of her hand-paw. The ol d nouse face was on
fire with sheer expressiveness. El aine could suddenly inagi ne what Baby-baby
had | ooked |ike to a nouse-underman when she was young and sl eek and gray.

Ent husi asm flushed the old features with youth as Baby-baby went on, "I don't
mean |ove for a lover, girl. | mean love for yourself. Love for life. Love for
all things living. Love even for ne. Your love for nme. Can you imagi ne that?"
El ai ne swam t hrough fatigue but she tried to answer the question. She | ooked
inthe dimlight at the winkled old nouse-hag with her filthy clothes and her
little red eyes. The fleeting i mage of the beautiful young npbuse-wonan had
faded away; there was only this cheap, useless old thing, with her inhuman
demands and her sensel ess pl eadi ng. Peopl e never |oved underpeopl e. They used

them I|ike chairs or doorhandl es. Since when did a doorhandl e denand the
Charter of Ancient Rights?

"No," said Elaine calmy and evenly, "I can't inagine ever |oving you."
"I knewit," said Crawlie fromher chair. There was triunph in the voice.

Charl ey-is-ny-darling shook his head as if to clear his sight. "Don't you even
know who controls Foral haut 111?"

"The Instrunmentality,"” said Elaine. "But do we have to go on tal king? Let ne
go or kill me or sonmething. This doesn't make sense. | was tired when | got
here, and I'ma nillion years tireder now"

Mabel said, "Take her along.”

"Al'l right," said Charley-is-ny-darling. "Is the Hunter there?"

The child D joan spoke. She had stood at the back of the group. "He canme in

t he ot her way when she cane in the front."

El aine said to Charley-is nmy-darling, "You lied to ne. You said there was only
one way."

"I did not lie," said he. "There is only one way for you or me or for the
friends of the Lady Pane Ashash. The way you cane. The other way is death."
"What do you nean?"

"I mean," he said, "that it |leads straight into the slaughterhouses of the nen
you do not know. The lords of the Instrunentality who are here on Fomal haut
I1l. There is the Lord Fentiosex, who is just and without pity. There is the
Lord Limaono, who thinks that underpeople are a potential danger and shoul d
not have been started in the first place. There is the Lady CGoroke, who does
not know how to pray, but who tries to ponder the nystery of life and who has
shown ki ndnesses to underpeople, as long as the kindnesses were | awful ones.
And there is the Lady Arabella Underwood, whose justice no man can under st and.
Nor underpeople either,"” he added with a chuckl e.

"Who is she? | nean, where did she get the funny name? It doesn't have a
nunber init. It's as bad as your nanes. O ny own," said El aine.



"She's fromdd North Australia, the stroon world, on loan to the
Instrunmentality, and she follows the | ans she was born to. The Hunter can go
t hrough the roonms and the sl aughterhouses of the Instrunentality, but could
you? Could | ?"

"No, " said El aine.

"Then forward," said Charley-is-my-darling, "to your death or to great
wonders. May | |ead the way, Elaine?"

El ai ne nodded wordl essly.

The npuse-hag Baby-baby patted El aine's sleeve, her eyes alive with strange
hope. As El aine passed Crawlie's chair, the proud, beautiful girl |ooked
straight at her, expressionless, deadly and severe. The dog-girl D joan
followed the little procession as if she had been invited.

They wal ked down and down and down. Actually, it could not have been a ful
hal f-kilometer. But with the endl ess browns and yell ows, the strange shapes of
the | awl ess and unt ended under peopl e, the stenches and the thick heavy air,
Elaine felt as if she were |eaving all known worl ds behi nd.

In fact, she was doing precisely that, but it did not occur to her that her
own suspi cion mght be true.

5

At the end of the corridor there was a round gate with a door of gold or

br ass.

Charl ey-is-my-darling stopped.

"I can't go further," he said. "You and D joan will have to go on. This is the
forgotten antechanber between the tunnel and the upper pal ace. The Hunter is
there. Go on. You're a person. It is safe. Underpeople usually die in there.
Go on." He nudged her el bow and pulled the sliding door apart.

"But the little girl," said Elaine.

"She's not a girl," said Charley-is-ny-darling. "She's just a dog—as |I'mnot a
man, just a goat brightened and cut and trimred to |l ook Iike a man. |If you
cone back, Elaine, | will love you like god or I will kill you. It depends."
"Depends on what ?" asked El aine. "And what is 'god ?"

Charley-is-ny-darling snmled the quick tricky smle which was whol Iy insincere
and conmpletely friendly, both at the sane tine. It was probably the trademark

of his personality in ordinary times. "You'll find out about god somewhere
else, if you do. Not fromus. And the depending is sonething you'll know for
yourself. You won't have to wait for me to tell you. Go al ong now. The whol e
thing will be over in the next few mnutes."

"But D joan?" persisted El aine.

"If it doesn't work," said Charley-is-ny-darling, "we can always rai se anot her
D joan and wait for another you. The Lady Pane Ashash had promi sed us that. Go
on in!"

He pushed her roughly, so that she stunbled through. Bright |ight dazzled her
and the clean air tasted as good as fresh water on her first day out of the
space-shi p pod.

The little dog-girl had trotted in beside her

The door, gold or brass, clanged to behind them

El ai ne and D joan stood still, side by side, |ooking forward and upward.

There are many fanous paintings of that scene. Mst of the paintings show
Elaine in rags with the distorted, suffering face of a witch. This is strictly
unhi storical. She was wearing her everyday culottes, blouse and tw n

over -t he-shoul der purses when she went in the other end of Cown Town. This

was the usual dress on Fomal haut 111 at that tinme. She had done nothing at al
to spoil her clothes, so she nmust have | ooked the sane when she cane out. And
D joan-wel |, everyone knows what D joan |ooked I|iKke.

The Hunter net them

The Hunter met them and new worl ds began

He was a shortish man, with black curly hair, black eyes that danced with

| aught er, broad shoulders and long | egs. He wal ked with a quick sure step. He
kept his hands quiet at his side, but the hands did not |ook tough and



cal | oused, as though they had been terminating lives, even the lives of
ani nal s.

"Come up and sit down," he greeted them "I've been waiting for you both."

El ai ne stunbl ed upward and forward. "Witing?" she gasped.

"Not hi ng nysterious,” he said. "I had the viewscreen on. The one into the
tunnel. Its connections are shielded, so the police could not have peeped it."
El ai ne stopped dead still. The little dog-girl, one step behind her, stopped

too. She tried to draw herself up to her full height. She was about the sane
tallness that he was. It was difficult, since he stood four or five steps
above them She managed to keep her voice even when she said:

"You know, then?"

"What ?"

"Al'l those things they said."

"Sure | know them" he sniled. "Wy not?"

"But," stammered El ai ne, "about you and ne being | overs? That too?"

"That too," he smiled again. "lI've been hearing it half my life. Come on up
sit down and have sonething to eat W have a lot of things to do tonight, if
history is to be fulfilled through us. What do you eat, little girl?" said he

kindly to D joan. "Raw neat or people food?"

"I"'ma finished girl," said Djoan, "so | prefer chocolate cake with vanilla
ice cream"”

"That you shall have," said the Hunter. "Come, both of you, and sit down."
They had topped the steps. A luxurious table, already set, was waiting for
them There were three couches around it. Elaine |ooked for the third person
who would join them Only as she sat down did she realize that he nmeant to
invite the dog-child.

He saw her surprise, but did not coment on it directly.

I nstead, he spoke to D joan

"You know ne, girl, don't you?"

The child smiled and relaxed for the first tinme since Elaine had seen her. The
dog-girl was really strikingly beautiful when the tension went out of her. The
war i ness, the quietness, the potential disquiet—+these were dog qualities. Now
the child seemed wholly human and mature far beyond her years. Her white face
had dark, dark brown eyes.

"I"ve seen you lots of tinmes, Hunter. And you've told me what woul d happen if
| turned out to be the D joan. How | would spread the word and neet great
trials. How |l mght die and nmight not, but people and underpeopl e woul d
renmenber ny name for thousands of years. You' ve told ne al nost everything
know-except the things that | can't talk to you about. You know them too, but
you won't talk, will you?" said the little girl inploringly.

"I know you' ve been to Earth," said the Hunter

"Don't say it! Please don't say it!" pleaded the girl.

"Earth! Manhome itsel f?" cried Elaine. "How, by the stars, did you get there?"
The Hunter intervened. "Don't press her, Elaine. It's a big secret, and she
wants to keep it. You'll find out nore tonight than nortal worman was ever told
before. "

"What does 'nortal' nean?" asked El ai ne, who disliked antique words.

"It just means having a termination of life."

"That's foolish," said Elaine. "Everything termi nates. Look at those poor
nmessy peopl e who went on beyond the legal four hundred years."

She | ooked around. Rich bl ack-and-red curtains hung fromceiling to floor. On
one side of the roomthere was a piece of furniture she had never seen before.
It was like a table, but it had little broad flat doors on the front, reaching
fromside to side; it was richly ornamented with unfamliar woods and netals.
Nevert hel ess, she had nore inmportant things to tal k about than furniture.

She | ooked directly at the Hunter (no organic disease; wounded in left arm at
an earlier period; somewhat excessive exposure to sunlight; mght need
correction for near vision) and demanded of him

"Am | captured by you, too?"

" Capt ur ed?"



"You're a Hunter. You hunt things. To kill them | suppose. That un-dernman
back there, the goat who calls hinself Charley-is-ny-darling-"

"He never does!" cried the dog-girl, D joan, interrupting.

"Never does what?" said Elaine, cross at being interrupted.

"He never calls hinmself that. O her people, underpeople | nean, call himthat.
H s nane is Balthasar, but nobody uses it."

"What does it matter, little girl?" said Elaine. "I'mtalking about ny life.
Your friend said he would take ny life fromnme if something did not happen.™
Neither D joan nor the Hunter said anything.

El ai ne heard a frantic edge go into her voice, "You heard it!" She turned to
the Hunter, "You saw it on the viewscreen."

The Hunter's voice was serenity and assurance: "W three have things to do
before this night is out. W won't get themdone if you are frightened or
worried. | know the underpeople, but | know the lords of the Instrunentality
as well—-all four of them right here. The Lords Linmaono and Fenti osex and the
Lady Goroke. And the Norstrilian, too. They will protect you.

Charl ey-is-ny-darling mght want to take your life fromyou because he is
worried, afraid that the tunnel of Engl ok, where you just were, will be

di scovered. | have ways of protecting himand yourself as well. Have
confidence in me for a while. That's not so hard, is it?"

"But," protested Elaine, "the man—er the goat—er whatever he was,

Charl ey-is-ny-darling, he said it would all happen right away, as soon as |
cane up here with you."

"How can anythi ng happen,” said little Djoan, "if you keep talking all the
time?"

The Hunter smiled.

"That's right," he said. "W've tal ked enough. Now we nust becone |overs."

El ai ne junmped to her feet, "Not with me, you don't. Not with her here. Not

when | haven't found ny work to do. I'ma witch. |I'm supposed to do sonet hi ng,
but 1've never really found out what it was."
"Look at this," said the Hunter calmy, walking over to the wall, and pointing

with his finger at an intricate circular design.

El ai ne and D joan both | ooked at it.

The Hunter spoke again, his voice urgent. "Do you see it, D joan? Do you
really see it? The ages turn, waiting for this monment, little child. Do you
see it? Do you see yourself in it?"

El ai ne 1 ooked at the little dog-girl. D joan had al nost stopped breathing. She
stared at the curious symetrical pattern as though it were a wi ndow into
enchanti ng worl ds.

The Hunter roared, at the top of his voice, "D joan! Joan! Joanie!"

The child made no response.

The Hunter stepped over to the child, slapped her gently on the cheek, shouted
again. Djoan continued to stare at the intricate design

"Now, " said the Hunter, "you and | make love. The child is absent in a world
of happy dreams. That design is a mandal a, sonething left over fromthe

uni magi nabl e past. It |ocks the human consciousness in place. Djoan will not
see us or hear us. W cannot help her go toward her destiny unless you and
make love first."

El ai ne, her hands to her mouth, tried to inventory synptons as a neans of
keeping her familiar thoughts in balance. It did not work. A relaxation spread
over her, a happiness and qui et that she had not once felt since her

chi | dhood.

"Did you think," said the Hunter, "that | hunted with nmy body and killed with
nmy hands? Didn't anyone ever tell you that the ganme comes to ne rejoicing,

that the animals die while they screamw th pleasure? I'ma telepath, and

wor k under license. And I have ny license now fromthe dead Lady Pane Ashash."
El ai ne knew that they had come to the end of the tal king. Trenbling, happy,
frightened, she fell into his arms and et himlead her over to the couch at
the side of the black-and-gold room

A thousand years |l ater, she was kissing his ear and murmuring | oving words at



him words that she did not even realize she knew. She must, she thought, have
pi cked up nore fromthe storyboxes than she ever realized.

"You're my love," she said, "my only one, ny darling. Never, never |eave ne;
never throw nme away. Ch, Hunter, | |ove you so!"

"W part," he said, "before tonorrow is gone, but shall neet again. Do you
realize that all this has only been a little nore than an hour?"

El ai ne blushed. "And I," she stamered, "I—+'m hungry."

"Nat ural enough,"” said Hunter. "Pretty soon we can waken the little girl and
eat together. And then history will happen, unless sonebody wal ks in and stops
us."

"But, darling," said Elaine, "can't we go on-at |least for a while? A year? A
nmont h? A day? Put the little girl back in the tunnel for a while."

"Not really," said the Hunter, "but I'll sing you the song that cane into ny
m nd about you and nme. |'ve been thinking bits of it for a long tine, but now
it has really happened. Listen."

He held her two hands in his two hands, |ooked easily and frankly into her
eyes. There was no hint in himof telepathic power.

He sang to her the song which we know as | Loved You and Lost You

| knew you, and | oved you

and won you, in Kalma. | |oved you, and won you

and | ost you, ny darling! The dark skies of Waterrock

swept down agai nst us. Lightning-lit only

Toy our own |ove, ny |ovely!

Qur time was a short tine,

a sharp hour of glory-We tasted delight
and we suffer denial. The tale of us two
is a bittersweet story, Short as a shot
But as | ong as death.

W met and we | oved,

and vainly we plotted To rescue beauty

froma snothering war. Tine had no time for us,
the m nutes, no nercy. W have | oved and | ost,
and the world goes on

W have | ost and have ki ssed,

and have parted, mnmy darling! Al that we have,

we nust save in our hearts, |ove. The nenory of beauty
and the beauty of nenory ... |'ve loved you and won you
and | ost you, in Kal na.

Hs fingers, noving in the air, produced a soft organ-like nusic in the room
She had noticed mnusic-beans before, but she had never had one pl ayed for
hersel f.

By the time he was through singing, she was sobbing. It was all so true, so
wonder ful , so heart breaki ng.

He had kept her right hand in his left hand. Now he rel eased her suddenly. He

st ood up.
"Let's work first. Eat |ater. Someone is near us."
He wal ked briskly over to the little dog-girl, who was still seated on the

chair | ooking at the mandal a with open, sleeping eyes. He took her head firmy
and gently between his two hands and turned her eyes away fromthe design. She
struggl ed monentarily against his hands and then seened to wake up fully.

She smled. "That was nice. | rested. How | ong was it—five m nutes?"

"More than that," said the Hunter gently. "I want you to take El aine's hand."
A few hours ago, and El ai ne woul d have protested at the grotesquerie of
hol di ng hands with an underperson. This tine, she said nothing, but obeyed:
she | ooked with much | ove toward the Hunter

"You two don't have to know nuch," said the Hunter. "You, D joan, are going to



get everything that is in our minds and in our nenories. You will becone us,

both of us. Forevernore. You will meet your glorious fate."

The little girl shivered. "lIs this really the day?"

"It is," said the Hunter. "Future ages will remenber this night."

"And you, Elaine," said he to her, "have nothing to do but to love ne and to
stand very still. Do you understand? You will see tremendous things, sone of

them frightening. But they won't be real. Just stand still."

El ai ne nodded wordl essly.

"I'n the name," said the Hunter, "of the First Forgotten One, in the name of
the Second Forgotten One, in the nane of the Third Forgotten One. For the |ove
of people, that will give themlife. For the love that will give thema clean
death and true ... " H's words were clear but Elaine could not understand
them The day of days was here. She knew it.

She did not know how she knew it, but she did. The Lady Pane Ashash crawl ed up
t hrough the solid floor, wearing her friendly robot body. She cane near to

El ai ne and nurnured: "Have no fear, no fear."

Fear? thought Elaine. This no tinme for fear. It is nuch too interesting. As if
to answer Elaine, a clear, strong, masculine voice spoke out of nowhere:

This is the time for the daring sharing.

When these words were spoken, it was as if a bubble had been pricked. El aine
felt her personality and Djoan mngling. Wth ordinary telepathy, it would
have been frightening. But this was not conmunication. It was being.

She had becone Joan. She felt the clean little body in its tidy clothes. She
became aware of the girl-shape again. It was oddly pleasant and fam liar, in
terribly faraway kinds of feeling, to renmenber that she had had that shape
once—the snmooth, innocent flat chest; the unconplicated groin; the fingers

which still felt as though they were separate and alive in extending fromthe
pal m of the hand. But the m nd—that child's mnd! It was |ike an enornous
museum il lum nated by rich stained-glass wi ndows, cluttered with vari egated

heaps of beauty and treasure, scented by strange i ncense which noved slowy in
unpropel l ed air.

D joan had a m nd which reached all the way back to the color and glory of
man's antiquity. D joan had been a lord of the Instrunentality, a nonkey-nman
riding the ships of space, a friend of the dear dead Lady Pane Ashash, and
Pane Ashash herself.

No wonder the child was rich and strange: she had been made the heir of al

t he ages.

This is the tine for the glaring top of the truth at the wearing/sharing, said
t he nanel ess, clear, loud voice in her mnd. This is the time for you and him
El ai ne realized that she was responding to hypnotic suggestions which the Lady
Pane Ashash had put into the mind of the little dog-girl—suggesti ons which
were triggered into full potency the nmonment that the three of themcanme into
tel epat hi c contact.

For a fraction of a second, she perceived nothing but astonishnment within
hersel f. She saw not hing but hersel f—every detail, every secrecy, every

t hought and feeling and contour of flesh. She was curiously aware of how her
breasts hung from her chest, the tension of her belly-nuscles hol ding her
femal e backbone straight and erect—+emal e backbone?

Why had she thought that she had a femal e backbone?

And then she knew

She was following the Hunter's mnd as his awareness rushed through her body,
drank it up, enjoyed it, loved it all over again, this time fromthe inside
out .

She knew sonmehow that the little dog-girl watched everything quietly,

wordl essly, drinking in fromthemboth the full nuance of being truly human.
Even with the delirium she sensed enbarrassnment. It might be a dream but it

was still too much. She began to close her mnd and the thought had cone to
her that she should take her hands away from the hands of Hunter and the
dog- chi | d.

But then fire came ..
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Fire came up fromthe floor, burning about themintangibly. Elaine felt
nothing ... but she could sense the touch of the little girl's hand.

Fl anes around t he dames, ganes, said an idiot voice fromnowhere. Fire around
the pyre, sire, said another. Hot is what we got, tot, said a third.

Suddenl y El ai ne renmenbered Earth, but it was not the Earth she knew. She was
herself D joan, and not D joan. She was a tall, strong nonkey-nan,

i ndi stinguishable froma true human bei ng. She/he had tremendous al ertness in
her/his heart as she/ he wal ked across the Peace Square at An-fang, the Ad
Square at An-fang, where all things begin. She/he noticed a discrepancy. Somne
of the buildings were not there.

The real Elaine thought to herself, "So that's what they did with the
child—printed her with the menories of other underpeople. Gher ones, who
dared things and went places." The fire stopped.

El ai ne saw t he bl ack-and-gol d room cl ean and untroubl ed for a nonent before
the green white-topped ocean rushed in. The water poured over the three of
them wi thout getting themwet in the |east. The greenness washed around them
wi t hout pressure, wthout suffocation.

El ai ne was the Hunter. Enornous dragons floated in the sky above Fonal haut
I11. She felt herself wandering across a hill, singing with | ove and yearni ng.
She had the Hunter's own mnd, his own nenory. The dragon sensed him and flew
down. The enornous reptilian wings were nore beautiful than a sunset, nore
delicate than orchids. Their beat in the air was as gentle as the breath of a
baby. She was not only Hunter but dragon too; she felt the mnds neeting and
the dragon dying in bliss, in joy.

Sonehow t he water was gone. So too were D joan and the Hunter. She was not in
the room She was taut, tired, worried El aine, |ooking down a nanel ess street
for hopel ess destinations. She had to do things which could never be done. The
wrong ne, the wong tine, the wong place—and |I'm alone, |1'malone, |I'm al one,
her m nd screamed. The room was back again; so too were the hands of the
Hunter and the little girl—M st began rising—

Anot her dreanf? thought Elaine. Aren't we done? But there was another voice
somewhere, a voice which grated like the rasp of a saw cutting through bone,
like the grind of a broken machine still working at ruinous top speed. It was
an evil voice, aterror-filling voice.

Perhaps this really was the "death" which the tunnel underpeopl e had m staken
her for.

The Hunter's hand rel eased hers. She let go of D joan

There was a strange wonan in the room She wore the baldric of authority and
the leotards of a traveler.

El ai ne stared at her.

"You'll be punished,"” said the terrible voice, which now was com ng out of the
worran.

"Wh—wh—what ?" stammered El ai ne.

"You're conditioning an underperson w thout authority. | don't know who you
are, but the Hunter should know better. The animal wll have to die, of

course," said the woman, looking at little D joan

Hunter muttered, half in greeting to the stranger, half in explanation to
El ai ne, as though he did not know what else to say:

"Lady Arabella Underwood. "

El ai ne could not bow to her, though she wanted to.

The surprise canme fromthe little dog-girl

I am your sister Joan, she said, and no animal to you.

The Lady Arabella seened to have trouble hearing. (Elaine herself could not
tell whether she was hearing spoken words or taking the nmessage with her
m nd.)

| am Joan and | |ove you

The Lady Arabella shook herself as though water had splashed on her. "Of
course you're Joan. You love ne. And | |ove you."



Peopl e and under peopl e meet on the terns of |ove.

"Love. Love, of course. You're a good little girl. And so right." You will
forget me, said Joan, until we neet and | ove again.

"Yes, darling. Good-by for now"

At last D joan did use words. She spoke to the Hunter and El ai ne, saying, "It
is finished. I know who I am and what | nust do. Elaine had better cone with
me. W will see you soon, Hunter—f we live."

El ai ne | ooked at the Lady Arabella who stood stock still, staring like a blind

woman. The Hunter nodded at Elaine with his wise, kind, rueful snmile

The little girl led El aine down, down, down to the door which |l ed back to the
tunnel of Engl ok. Just as they went through the brass door, El aine heard the
voi ce of the Lady Arabella say to the Hunter

"What are you doing here all by yourself? The roomsnells funny. Have you had
ani mal s here? Have you kill ed sonet hi ng?"

"Yes, Ma'am" said the Hunter as D joan and El ai ne stepped through the door
"What ?" cried the Lady Arabell a.

Hunt er nmust have raised his voice to a point of penetrating enphasis because
he wanted the other two to hear him too:

"I have killed, Ma'am" he said, "as always—with love. This tinme it was a

system"”
They slipped through the door while the Lady Arabella's protesting voice,
heavy with authority and inquiry, was still sweeping against the Hunter

Joan |l ed. Her body was the body of a pretty child, but her personality was the
full awakening of all the underpeopl e who had been inprinted on her. Elaine

could not understand it, because Joan was still the little dog-girl, but Joan
was now al so El aine, also Hunter. There was no doubt, about their novenent;
the child, no | onger an undergirl, led the way and El ai ne, human or not,
fol | owned.

The door cl osed behind them They were back in the Brown and Yell ow Corri dor
Most of the underpeople were awaiting them Dozens stared at them The heavy
ani mal - human snells of the old tunnel rolled against themlike thick, slow
waves. Elaine felt the beginning of a headache at her tenples, but she was
much too alert to care

For a nonent, D joan and El ai ne confronted the underpeopl e.

Most of you have seen paintings or theatricals based upon this scene. The nost
famous of all is, beyond doubt, the fantastic "one-line draw ng" of San

Shi gonanda—the board of the background al nost uniformly gray, with a hint of
brown and yellow on the left, a hint of black and red on the right, and in the
center the strange white line, alnmost a smear of paint, which sonmehow suggests
the bewi |l dered girl Elaine and the doom bl essed child Joan

Charl ey-is-ny-darling was, of course, the first to find his voice. (Elaine did
not notice himas a goat-man any nore. He seened an earnest, friendly man of

m ddl e age, fighting poor health and an uncertain life with great courage. She
now found his smle persuasive and charm ng. Wy, thought Elaine, didn't | see
hi mthat way before? Have | changed?)

Charl ey-is-ny-darling had spoken before Elaine found her wits. "He did it. Are
you D joan?"

"Am | D joan?" said the child, asking the crowd of deformed, weird people in
the tunnel. "Do you think I am D joan?"

"No! No! You are the | ady who was proni sed—you are the bridge—+to man," cried a
tall yellow haired old wonan, whom El ai ne coul d not renmenber seeing before.
The wonman flung herself to her knees in front of the child, and tried to get
D joan's hand. The child held her hands away, quietly, but firmy, so the
worman buried her face in the child s skirt and wept.

"I am Joan," said the child, "and I am dog no nore. You are peopl e now,

people, and if you die with me, you will die nen. Isn't that better than it
has ever been before? And you, Ruthie," said she to the wonan at her feet,
"stand up and stop crying. Be glad. These are the days that | shall be with
you. | know your children were all taken away and killed, Ruthie, and | am
sorry. | cannot bring them back. But | give you womanhood. | have even nade a



person out of Elaine."

"Who are you?" said Charley-is-ny-darling. "Who are you?"

"I"'mthe little girl you put out to live or die an hour ago. But now | am
Joan, not D joan, and | bring you a weapon. You are womren. You are nen. You
are people. You can use the weapon."

"What weapon?" The voice was Crawie's, from about the third row of
spectators.

"Life and life-with," said the child Joan

"Don't be a fool," said Crawmie. "Wat's the weapon? Don't give us words.

W' ve had words and death ever since the world of underpeopl e began. That's
what peopl e gi ve us—good words, fine principles and cold nurder, year after
year, generation after generation. Don't tell me I'ma person4+'mnot. |I'ma
bi son and I know it. An animal fixed up to ook Iike a person. Gve ne a
something to kill with. Let ne die fighting."

Littl e Joan | ooked incongruous in her young body and short stature, stil
wearing the little blue snmock in which Elaine had first seen her. She
commanded the room She lifted her hand and the buzz of |ow voices, which had
started while Crawlie was yelling, dropped off to silence again.

"Crawlie," she said, in a voice that carried all the way down the hall, "peace
be with you in the everlasting now "

Craw i e scow ed. She did have the grace to | ook puzzled at Joan's nessage to
her, but she did not speak

"Don't talk to ne, dear people," said little Joan. "Get used to nme first. |
bring you life-with. It's nore than |love. Love's a hard, sad, dirty word, a
cold word, an old word. It says too nuch and it promises too little. | bring
you sonet hi ng much bigger than love. If you're alive, you're alive.

If you're alive-with, then you know the other life is there too—both of you,
any of you, all of you. Don't do anything. Don't grab, don't clench, don't
possess. Just be. That's the weapon. There's not a flame or a gun or a poison
that can stop it."

"I want to believe you," said Mabel, "but I don't know how to."

"Don't believe ne," said little Joan. "Just wait and | et things happen. Let ne
t hr ough, good people. |I have to sleep for a while. Elaine will watch nme while

| sleep and when | get up, | will tell you why you are underpeople no | onger."

Joan started to nove forward—

A wild ululating screech split the corridor.

Everyone | ooked around to see where it cane from

It was alnmost like the shriek of a fighting bird, but the sound cane from
anong t hem

Elaine saw it first.

Craw ie had a knife and just as the cry ended, she flung herself on Joan.
Child and woman fell on the floor, their dresses a tangle. The | arge hand rose
up twice with the knife, and the second time it came up red.

From the hot shocking burn in her side, Elaine knew that she rust herself have

taken one of the stabs. She could not tell whether Joan was still Iiving.

The undernen pulled Crawlie off the child.

Crawmie was white with rage, "Wrds, words, words. She'll kill us all with her
wor ds. "

A large, fat man with the nmuzzle of a bear on the front of an otherw se
human- 1 ooki ng head and body, stepped around the nman who held Crawlie. He gave
her one tremendous slap. She dropped to the floor unconscious. The knife,
stained with blood, fell on the old worn carpet. (Elaine thought
automatically: restorative for her later; check neck vertebrae; no probl em of
bl eedi ng.)

For the first tine in her life, Elaine functioned as a wholly efficient wtch.
She hel ped the people pull the clothing fromlittle Joan. The tiny body, with
t he heavy purpl e-dark bl ood punping out fromjust below the rib-cage, |ooked
hurt and fragile. Elaine reached in her left handbag. She had a surgical radar
pen. She held it to her eye and | ooked through the flesh, up and down the
wound. The peritoneum was punctured, the liver cut, the upper folds of the



large intestine were perforated in two places. When she saw this, she knew
what to do. She brushed the bystanders aside and got to work.

First she glued up the cuts fromthe inside out, starting with the damage to
the liver. Each touch of the organi c adhesive was preceded by a tiny spray of
re-codi ng powder, designed to reinforce the capacity of the injured organ to
restore itself. The probing, pressing, squeezing, took el even m nutes. Before
it was finished, Joan had awakened, and was rmurmruri ng:

"Am | dyi ng?"

"Not at all," said Elaine, "unless these human nedi ci nes poi son your dog
bl ood. "

"Who did it?"

"Crawlie."

"Why?" said the child. "Wiy? Is she hurt too? Wiere is she?"

"Not as hurt as she is going to be," said the goat-man, Charley-is-ny-darling.
"If she lives, we'll fix her up and try her and put her to death."

"No, you won't," said Joan. "You're going to | ove her. You nust."

The goat-nman | ooked bewi | der ed.

He turned in his perplexity to Elaine. "Better have a look at Crawie," said
he. "Maybe Orson killed her with that slap. He's a bear, you know. "

"So | saw," said Elaine, drily. What did the man think that thing | ooked like,
a humm ngbi rd?

She wal ked over to the body of Crawie. As soon as she touched the shoul ders,
she knew that she was in for trouble. The outer appearances were human, but

t he muscul ature beneath was not. She suspected that the | aboratories had |eft
Crawie terribly strong, keeping the buffalo strength and obstinacy for sone
renote industrial reason of their own. She took out a brainlink, a close-range
t el epat hi ¢ hookup which worked only briefly and slightly, to see if the mind
still functioned. As she reached for Crawlie's head to attach it, the
unconsci ous girl sprang suddenly to life, junped to her feet and said:

"No, you don't! you don't peep ne, you dirty human!"

"Crawie, stand still."

"Don't boss me, you nonster!"

"Crawlie, that's a bad thing to say." It was eerie to hear such a conmmandi ng
voi ce comng fromthe throat and mouth of a small child. Small she m ght have
been, but Joan conmanded the scene.

"I don't care what | say. You all hate ne."

"That's not true, Cramie."

"You're a dog and now you're a person. You're born a traitor. Dogs have al ways
sided with people. You hated nme even before you went into that room and

changed into sonething el se. Now you are going to kill us all."
"W may die, Crawie, but I won't do it."
"Well, you hate me, anyhow. You've always hated ne."

"You may not believe it," said Joan, "but |'ve always |oved you. You were the
prettiest worman in our whole corridor."”

Crawl i e | aughed. The sound gave El ai ne goosefl esh. "Suppose | believed it: How
could I live if | thought that people loved me? If | believed you, | would
have to tear nyself to pieces, to break ny brains on the wall, to do— The

| aught er changed to sobs, but Crawlie managed to resune tal king: "You things
are so stupid that you don't even know that you're monsters. You're not

peopl e. You never will be people. I'mone of you nyself. |I'm honest enough to
admt what | am W're dirt, we're nothing, we're things that are | ess than
machi nes. W hide in the earth like dirt and when people kill us they do not
weep. At | east we were hiding. Now you conme al ong, you and your tanme human
woman— Crawlie glared briefly at El aine—~and you try to change even that.

["I'l kill you again if | can, you dirt, you slut, you dog! Wat are you doing
with that child s body? W don't even know who you are now. Can you tell us?"
The bear-nman had noved up close to Crawlie, unnoticed by her, and was ready to
slap her down again if she noved against little Joan

Joan | ooked straight at himand with a mere novenment of her eyes she commanded

himnot to strike.



"I"'mtired," she said, "I'mtired, Crawie. I'ma thousand years old when |I am
not even five. And | am El aine now, and | am Hunter too, and | amthe Lady
Pane Ashash, and | know a great many nore things than | thought | would ever
know. I have work to do, Crawie, because |I love you, and I think I will die
soon. But pl ease, good people, first let me rest."

The bear-man was on Crawie's right. On her left, there had noved up a
snake-worman. The face was pretty and human, except for the thin forked tongue
which ran in and out of the nmouth like a dying flame. She had good shoul ders
and hips but no breasts at all. She wore enpty gol den brassi ere cups which
swung agai nst her chest. Her hands | ooked as though they m ght be stronger
than steel. Crawlie started to nove toward Joan, and the snake-woman hi ssed.
It was the snake hiss of AOd Earth.

For a second, every aninmal-person in the corridor stopped breathing. They al
stared at the snake-wonman. She hissed again, |ooking straight at Ctawlie. The
sound was an abomination in that narrow space. Elaine saw that Joan ti ghtened
up like a little dog, Charley-is-ny-darling |ooked as though he was ready to
leap twenty meters in one junp, and El aine herself felt an inmpulse to strike,
to kill, to destroy. The hiss was a challenge to themall

The snake-woman | ooked around calmy, fully aware of the attention she had
obt ai ned.

"Don't worry, dear people. See, I'musing Joan's nanme for all of us. |I'mnot
going to hurt Crawie, not unless she hurts Joan. But if she hurts Joan, if
anybody hurts Joan, they will have me to deal with. You have a good idea who
am W S-people have great strength, high intelligence and no fear at all. You
know we cannot breed. People have to nake us one by one, out of ordinary
snakes. Do not cross ne, dear people. | want to |learn about this new | ove

whi ch Joan is bringing, and nobody is going to hurt Joan while | am here. Do
you hear me, people? Nobody. Try it, and you die. | think I could kill al nost
all of you before | died, even if you all attacked nme at once. Do you hear ne,
peopl e? Leave Joan al one. That goes for you, too, you soft human woman. | am
not afraid of you either. You there," said she to the bear-man, "pick little
Joan up and carry her to a quiet bed. She must rest. She nust be quiet for a
while. You be quiet too, all you people, or you will meet nme. Me." Her black
eyes roved across their faces. The snake-worman noved forward and they parted
in front of her, as though she were the only solid being in a throng of
ghost s.

Her eyes rested a noment on El aine. Elaine net the gaze, but it was an
unconfortable thing to do. The black eyes with neither eyebrows nor |ashes
seened full of intelligence and devoid of enotion. Orson, the bear-man,

foll omed obediently behind. He carried little Joan

As the child passed El aine she tried to stay awake. She nurnured, "Mke ne

bi gger. Pl ease make nme bigger. R ght away."

"l don't know how ... " said Elaine.

The child struggled to full awakening. "I'll have work to do. Wrk ... and
maybe my death to die. It will all be wasted if | amthis little. Make ne
bi gger. "

"But — protested El ai ne again.
"I'f you don't know, ask the lady."

"What | ady?"

The S-worman had paused, listening to the conversation. She cut in.

"The Lady Pane Ashash, of course. The dead one. Do you think that a living
| ady of the Instrunentality would do anything but kill us all?"

As the snake-worman and Orson carried Joan away, Charley-is-ny-darling cane up
to Elaine and said, "Do you want to go?"

"Wher e?"

"To the Lady Pane Ashash, of course."

"Me?" said Elaine. "Now?" said Elaine, even nore enphatically. "OF course
not," said Elaine, pronouncing each word as though it were a | aw. "Wat do you
think I an? A few hours ago | did not even know that you existed. | wasn't
sure about the word 'death.' | just assumed that everything term nated at four



hundred years, the way it should. It's been hours of danger, and everybody has
been threatening everybody else for all that tinme. I'mtired and |I' m sl eepy
and I'mdirty, and |'ve got to take care of nyself, and besi des—

She stopped suddenly and bit her lip. She had started to say, and besides, ny
body is all worn out with that dreanli ke |ove-maki ng which the Hunter and

had toget her. That was not the business of Charley-is-my-darling: he was goat
enough as he was. His mind was goatish and would not see the dignity of it
all.

The goat-nman said, very gently, "You are naking history, Elaine, and when you
make hi story you cannot always take care of all the little things too. Are you
happi er and nore inportant than you ever were before? Yes? Aren't you a
different you fromthe person who net Baltha-sar just a few hours ago?"

El ai ne was taken aback by the seriousness. She nodded.

"Stay hungry and tired. Stay dirty. Just a little longer. Time nust not be
wasted. You can talk to the Lady Pane Ashash. Find out what we must do about
little Joan. When you cone back with further instructions, | will take care of
you nysel f. This tunnel is not as bad a town as it |ooks. W will have
everything you could need, in the Room of Englok. Englok himself built it,
long ago. Work just a little longer, and then you can eat and rest. W have
everything here. 'I amthe citizen of no nean city.' But first you rnust help
Joan. You |l ove Joan, don't you?"

"Ch, yes, | do," she said.

"Then help us just a little bit nore.”

Wth death? she thought. Wth nurder? Wth violation of |aw? But—but it was
all for Joan.

It was thus that Elaine went to the canouflaged door, went out under the open
sky again, saw the great saucer of Upper Kalna reaching out over the A d Lower
City. She talked to the voice of the Lady Pane Ashash, and obtained certain

i nstructions, together with other nessages. Later, she was able to repeat
them but she was too tired to nake out their real sense.

She staggered back to the place in the wall where she thought the door to be,
| eaned agai nst it, and nothi ng happened.

"Further down, Elaine, further down. Hurry! Wien | used to be nme, | too got
tired," came the strong whi sper of the Lady Pane Ashash, "but do hurry!"
El ai ne stepped away fromthe wall, looking at it.

A beam of light struck her.

The Instrumentality had found her

She rushed wildly at the wall.

The door gaped briefly. The strong wel come hand of Charley-is-ny-darling

hel ped her in.

"The light! The light!" cried Elaine. "I've killed us all. They saw ne."

"Not yet," smled the goat-man, with his quick crooked intelligent smle. "I
may not be educated, but | ampretty smart."

He reached toward the inner gate, glanced back at El ai ne appraisingly, and

t hen shoved a nman-sized robot through the door

"There it goes, a sweeper about your size. No menory bank. A worn-out brain.
Just sinmple notivations. If they come down to see what they thought they saw,
they will see this instead. W keep a bunch of these at the door. W don't go
out nuch, but when we do, it's handy to have these to cover up with."

He took her by the arm "Wile you eat, you can tell me. Can we make her

bi gger ... ?"

"Who?"

"Joan, of course. Qur Joan. That's what you went to find out for us."

El ai ne had to inventory her own mnd to see what the Lady Pane Ashash had said
on that subject. In a nonment she renenbered.

"You need a pod. And a jelly bath. And narcotics, because it will hurt. Four
hours."

"Wonderful ," said Charley-is-ny-darling, |eading her deeper and deeper into
the tunnel.



"But what's the use of it," said Elaine, "if |I've ruined us all? The
Instrunentality saw me conming in. They will follow They will kill all of you,
even Joan. Were is the Hunter? Shouldn't | sleep first?" She felt her lips go
thick with fatigue; she had not rested or eaten since she took that chance on
the strange little door between WAterrocky Road and the Shoppi ng Bar

"You're safe, Elaine, you' re safe," said Charley-is-ny-darling, his sly smle
very warm and his snooth voice carrying the ring of sincere conviction. For

hi nsel f, he did not believe a word of it. He thought they were all in danger
hut there was no point in terrifying El aine. Elaine was the only real person
on their side, except for the Hunter, who was a strange one, alnost like an
ani mal hinself, and for the Lady Pane Ashash, who was very benign, but who
was, after all, a dead person. He was frightened hinself, but he was afraid of
fear. Perhaps they were all dooned.

In a way, he was right.

7
The Lady Arabella Underwood had called the Lady Goroke.

"Somet hing has tanpered with ny nmind."

The Lady Goroke felt very shocked. She threw back the inquiry. Put a probe on
it.

"l did. Nothing."

Not hi ng?

More shock for the Lady Goroke. Sound the alert, then.

"Ch, no. Ch, no, no. It was a friendly, nice tanpering." The Lady Arabella
Underwood, being an Ad North Australian, was rather formal: she al ways

t hought full words at her friends, even in telepathic contact. She never sent
nere raw i deas.

But that's utterly unlawful. You're part of the Instrunentality. It's a crine!
t hought the Lady Coroke.

She got a giggle for reply.

You | augh ... ? she inquired.

"I just thought a new lord mght be here. Fromthe Instrunmentality. Having a
| ook at me."

The Lady Goroke was very proper and easily shocked. W woul dn't do that!

The Lady Arabella thought to herself but did not transmt, "Not to you, ny
dear. You're a bloom ng prude." To the other she transmitted, "Forget it
then. ™

Puzzl ed and worried, the Lady Goroke thought: Well, all right. Break?
"Ri ght - ho. Break."

The Lady Goroke frowned to herself. She slapped her wall. Planet Central, she
t hought at it.

A mere man sat at a desk.

"I amthe Lady CGoroke," she said.

"Of course, ny Lady," he replied.

"Police fever, one degree. One degree only. Till rescinded. dear?"

"Clear, nmy lady. The entire planet?"

"Yes," she said.

"Do you wish to give a reason?" his voice was respectful and routine.

“"Mist | ?"

"Of course not, ny Lady."

"None given, then. C ose."

He saluted and his inmage faded fromthe wall.

She raised her mind to the level of a light clear call. Instrunmentality
Only—+nstrunmentality Only. | have raised the police fever |evel one degree by
conmand. Reason, personal disquiet. You know ny voice. You know ne. Coroke.
Far across the city—a police ornithopter flapped slowy down the street.

The police robot was photographi ng a sweeper, the nost el aborately

mal f uncti oni ng sweeper he had ever seen

The sweeper raced down the road at unl awful speeds, approaching three hundred
kil ometers an hour, stopped with a sizzle of plastic on stone, and began



pi cki ng dust-notes off the pavenent.

When the ornithopter reached it, the sweeper took off again, rounded two or
three corners at trenendous speed and then settled down to its idiot job.

The third time this happened, the robot in the ornithopter put a disabling
slug through it, flew down and picked it up with the claws of his machine.

He saw it in close view

"Birdbrain. dd nodel. Birdbrain. Good they don't use those any nore. The
thing could have hurt a Man. Now, I'mprinted froma nmouse, a real nouse with
lots and lots of brains."”

He flew toward the central junkyard with the worn-out sweeper. The sweeper,
crippled but still conscious, was trying to pick dust off the iron claws which
held it.

Below them the Add City twisted out of sight with its odd geonetrical |ights.
The New City, bathed in its soft perpetual glow, shone out against the night
of Fomal haut 111. Beyond them the everlasting ocean boiled inits private

st or is.

On the actual stage the actors cannot do much with the scene of the interl ude,
where Joan was cooked in a single night fromthe size of a child five years
old to the tallness of a mss fifteen or sixteen. The biol ogi cal machine did
work well, though at the risk of her life. It nade her into a vital, robust
young person, w thout changing her mind at all. This is hard for any actress
to portray. The storyboxes have the advantage. They can show the machine with
all sorts of inprovenents—flashing lights, bits of l|ightnight, nysterious
rays. Actually, it | ooked like a bathtub full of boiling brown jelly,

conpl etely covering Joan

El ai ne, neanwhile, ate hungrily in the palatial roomof Englok hinself. The
food was very, very old, and she had doubts, as a witch, about its nutritiona
value, but it stilled her hunger. The deni zens of C own Town had declared this
room"off limts" to thenselves, for reasons which Charley-is-my-darling could
not make plain. He stood in the doorway and told her what to do to find food,
to activate the bed out of the floor, to open the bathroom Everything was
very ol d-fashi oned and nothing responded to a sinple thought or to a nmere

sl ap.

A curious thing happened.

El ai ne had washed her hands, had eaten and was preparing for her bath. She had
taken nost of her clothes off, thinking only that Charley-is-ny-darling was an
animal, not a man, so that it did not matter

Suddenly she knew it did matter

He mi ght be an underperson but he was a man to her. Blushing deeply all the
way down to her neck, she ran into the bathroomand call ed back to him

"Go away. | will bathe and then sleep. Wake ne when you have to, not before.”
"Yes, Elaine."

" And—and—=

"Yes?"

"Thank you," she said. "Thank you very nuch. Do you know, | never said 'thank

you' to an underperson before."

"That's all right," said Charley-is-ny-darling with a smle. "Mst real people
don't. Sleep well, ny dear Elaine. Wen you awaken, be ready for great things.
We shall take a star out of the skies and shall set thousands of worlds on
fire ... "

"What's that?" she said, putting her head around the corner of the bathroom
"Just a figure of speech,” he smled. "Just neaning that you won't have mnuch
time. Rest well. Don't forget to put your clothes in the | adys-maid nachine.
The ones in Clown Town are all worn out. But since we haven't used this room
yours ought to work."

"Which is it?" she said

"The red lid with the gold handle. Just Iift it." On that domestic note he
left her to rest, while he went off and plotted the destiny of a hundred
billion lives.



They told her it was m d-norni ng when she cane out of the room of Engl ok. How
could she have known it? The brown-and-yellow corridor, with its gl oony old
yellow lights, was just as dimand stench-ridden as ever.

The people all seemed to have changed.

Baby- baby was no | onger a nmouse-hag, but a woman of considerable force and
much tenderness. Crawl i e was as dangerous as a human eneny, staring at El aine,
her beautiful face gone bland with hidden hate. Charley-is-ny-darling was gay,
friendly and persuasive. She thought she could read expressions on the faces
of Orson and the S-woman, odd though their features were.

After she had gotten through some singularly polite greetings, she demanded,
"What ' s happeni ng now?"

A new voi ce spoke up—a voi ce she knew and did not know.

El ai ne gl anced over at a niche in the wall.

The Lady Pane Ashash! And who was that with her?

Even as she asked herself the question, El aine knew the answer. It was Joan
grown, only half a head less tall than the Lady Pane Ashash or herself. It was
a new Joan, powerful, happy, and quiet; but it was all—+the dear little old

D j oan too.

"Wl conme, " said the Lady Pane Ashash, "to our revolution."

"What's a revol ution?" asked Elaine. "And | thought you couldn't come in here
with all the thought shielding?"

The Lady Pane Ashash lifted a wire which trailed back from her robot body, "I
rigged this up so that | could use the body. Precautions are no use any nore.
It's the other side which will need the precautions now A revolution is a way
of changi ng systens and people. This is one. You go first, Elaine. This way."
"To die? Is that what you nean?"

The Lady Pane Ashash | aughed warmy. "You know nme by now. You know ny friends
here. You know what your own |ife has been down to now, a useless witch in a
wor |l d which did not want you. We may die, but it's what we do before we die
that counts. This is Joan going to nmeet her destiny. You |lead as far as the
Upper City. Then Joan will lead. And then we shall see."

"You mean, all these people are going too?" El aine |ooked at the ranks of the
under peopl e, who were beginning to forminto two queues down the corridor. The
gueues bul ged wherever nothers led their children by the hand or carried snall
ones in their arms. Here and there the |line was punctuated by a gi ant
under per son.

They have been not hing, thought El aine, and I was nothing too. Now we are al
going to do something, even though we rmay be term nated for it. "My be"

t hought she: "shall be" is the word. But it is worth it if Joan can change the
worl ds, even a little bit, even for other people.

Joan spoke up. Her voice had grown with her body, but it was the same dear

voi ce which the little dog-girl had had sixteen hours (they seem si xteen
years, thought El aine) ago, when Elaine first net her at the door to the
tunnel of Engl ok

Joan said, "Love is not something special, reserved for nmen al one.™

"Love is not proud. Love has no real nane. Love is for life itself, and we
have life."

"We cannot win by fighting. People outnunber us, outgun us, outrun us,
outfight us. But people did not create us. Watever nade people, made us too.

You all know that, but will we say the nanme?"

There was a murnmur of no and never fromthe crowd.

"You have waited for me. | have waited too. It is tine to die, perhaps, but we
will die the way people did in the beginning, before things becane easy and
cruel for them They live in a stupor and they die in a dream It is not a
good dream and if they awaken, they will know that we are people too. Are you

with me?" They murnmured yes. "Do you |l ove nme?" Again they murnured agreenent.
"Shall we go out and neet the day?" They shouted their acclaim

Joan turned to the Lady Pane Ashash. "Is everything as you w shed and
or dered?"
"Yes," said the dear dead wonan in the robot body. "Joan first, to | ead you.



El ai ne preceding her, to drive away robots or ordinary underpeople. Wen you
neet real people, you will love them That is all. You will love them I|f they
kill you, you will Iove them Joan will show you how. Pay no further attention
to me. Ready?"

Joan lifted her right hand and said words to herself. The people bowed their
heads before her, faces and rmuzzles and snouts of all sizes and col ors. A baby
of some kind mewed in a tiny falsetto to the rear

Just before she turned to | ead the procession, Joan turned back to the people
and said, "Crawie, where are you?"

"Here, in the middle," said a clear, calmvoice far back

"Do you |l ove ne now, Crawie?"

"No, Djoan. | like you |less than when you were a little dog. But these are ny
people too, as well as yours. | ambrave. |I can walk. | won't make trouble."
"Crawlie," said Joan, "will you love people if we neet thenP"

Al faces turned toward the beautiful bison-girl. Elaine could just see her
way down the nurky corridor. Elaine could see that the girl's face had turned
utter, dead white with enotion. Wether rage or fear, she could not tell.

At last Crawlie spoke, "No, | won't |ove people. And | won't |ove you. | have
ny pride."
Softly, softly, like death itself at a quiet bedside, Joan spoke. "You can

stay behind, Crawie. You can stay here. It isn't much of a chance, but it's a
chance. "

Craw i e | ooked at her, "Bad |luck to you, dog-wonan, and bad luck to the rotten
human being up there beside you."

El ai ne stood on tiptoe to see what would happen. Crawie's face suddenly

di sappear ed, droppi ng downward.

The snake woman el bowed her way to the front, stood close to Joan where the
others could see her, and sang out in a voice as clear as netal itself:

"Sing 'poor, poor, Crawie,' dear people. Sing 'l love Crawie,' dear people.
She is dead. | just killed her so that we would all be full of love. I |ove
you too," said the S-woman, on whose reptilian features no sign of |ove or
hate coul d be seen

Joan spoke up, apparently pronpted by the Lady Pane Ashash. "W do | ove

Craw i e, dear people. Think of her and then |l et us nmove forward."

Charl ey-is-ny-darling gave Elaine a little shove. "Here, you lead."

In a dream in a bew |dernment, Elaine |ed.

She felt warm happy, brave when she passed dose to the strange Joan, so tal
and yet so famliar. Joan gave her a full smile and whispered, "Tell me |I'm

doi ng well, human wonman. |'m a dog and dogs have lived a million years for the
prai se of man."
"You're right, Joan, you're conpletely right! I'"'mwth you. Shall I go now?"

responded El ai ne.

Joan nodded, her eyes brimring with tears.

El ai ne | ed.

Joan and the Lady Pane Ashash foll owed, dog and dead woman chanpi oni ng the
processi on.

The rest of the underpeople followed themin turn, in a double |ine.

When they made the secret door open, daylight flooded the corridor. Elaine
could al most feel the stale odor-ridden air pouring out with them Wen she
gl anced back into the tunnel for the last time, she saw the body of Crawlie
lying all alone on the floor

El ai ne herself turned to the steps and began goi ng up them

No one had yet noticed the procession

El ai ne could hear the wire of the Lady Pane Ashash draggi ng on the stone and
nmetal of the steps as they clinbed.

When she reached the top door, Elaine had a nonent of indecision and panic.
"This is ny life, ny life," she thought. "I have no other. Wat have | done?
Ch, Hunter, Hunter, where are you? Have you betrayed ne?"

Sai d Joan softly behind her, "Go on! Go on. This is a war of |ove. Keep

goi ng. "



El ai ne opened the door to the upper street. The roadway was full of people.
Three police ornithopters flapped slowy overhead. This was an unusual nunber.
El ai ne stopped agai n.

"Keep wal ki ng," said Joan, "and warn the robots off."

El ai ne advanced and the revol uti on began
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The revolution lasted six minutes and covered one hundred and twel ve neters.
The police flew over as soon as the underpeopl e began pouring out of the

door way.

The first one glided in like a big bird, his voice asking, "ldentify! Wo are
you?"

El ai ne said, "Go away. That is a command."

"Identify yourself," said the bird-1ike machi ne, banking steeply with the

| ens-eyed robot peering at Elaine out of its mddle.

"Go away," said Elaine. "I ama true human and | command."

The first police ornithopter apparently called to the others by radio.

Toget her they flapped their way down the corridor between the big buil dings.
A lot of people had stopped. Mst of their faces were blank, a few show ng
ani mation or armusenent or horror at the sight of so many underpeopl e al
crowded in one pl ace.

Joan's voice sang out, in the clearest possible enunciation of the Ad Comobn
Tongue:

"Dear people, we are people. W love you. W |ove you."

The under peopl e began to chant love, love, love in a weird plainsong full of
sharps and hal ftones. The true humans shrank back. Joan herself set the
exanpl e by enbraci ng a young wonan of about her own hei ght.

Charl ey-is-ny-darling took a hunman man by the shoul ders and shouted at him

"I love you, my dear fellow Believe me, | do love you. It's wonderful neeting
you." The human man was startled by the contact and even nore startled by the
gl owi ng warmt h of the goat-man's voice. He stood nmouth slack and body rel axed
with sheer, utter and accepted surprise.

Sonmewhere to the rear a person screaned

A police ornithopter cane flapping back. Elaine could not tell if it was one
of the three she had sent away, or a new one altogether. She waited for it to
get cl ose enough to hail, so that she could tell it to go away. For the first

time, she wondered about the actual physical character of danger. Could the
poli ce machi ne put a slug through her? O shoot flanme at her? O lift her
screamng, carrying her away with its iron claws to sone place where she woul d
be pretty and cl ean and never herself again"?

"Ch, Hunter, Hunter, where are you now? Have you forgotten me? Have you
betrayed ne?"

The underpeople were still surging forward and mingling with the real people,
clutching themby their hands or their garnents and repeating in the queer
medl ey of voi ces:

"I love you. Oh, please, | |love you! W are people. W are your sisters and
brothers ... "

The snake-woman wasn't maki ng nmuch progress. She had seized a human nman with
her nmore-than-iron hand. El aine hadn't seen her saying anything, but the man
had fainted dead away. The snake-woman had hi m draped over her armlike an
enpty overcoat and was | ooking for sonebody else to |ove.

Behind Elaine a | ow voice said, "He's com ng soon."

"Who?" said Elaine to the Lady Pane Ashash, know ng perfectly well whom she
meant, but not wanting to admit it, and busy with watching the circling
ornithopter at the sane tine.

"The Hunter, of course," said the robot with the dear dead | ady's voice.
"He'll conme for you. You'll be all right. I"'mat the end of nmy wire. Look
away, mny dear. They are about to kill me again and | amafraid that the sight
woul d di stress you."

Fourteen robots, foot nodels, marched with mlitary decision into the crowd.



The true humans took heart fromthis and some of them began to slip away into
doorways. Most of the real people were still so surprised that they stood
around wi th the underpeopl e pawing at them babbling the accents of |ove over
and over again, the aninmal origin of their voices showi ng plainly.

The robot sergeant took no note of this. He approached the Lady Pane Ashash
only to find Elaine standing in his way.

"I command you," she said, with all the passion of a working witch, "I command
you to |l eave this place.”

H s eye-lenses were |ike dark-blue marbles floating in mlk. They seened

swi my and poorly focused as he | ooked her over. He did not reply but stepped
around her, faster than her own body could intercept him He nade for the
dear, dead Lady Pane Ashash

El ai ne, bewi |l dered, realized that the | ady's robot body seened nmore hunan than
ever. The robot-sergeant confronted her

This is the scene which we all renenber, the first authentic picture tape of
the entire incident:

The gold and bl ack sergeant, his mlky eyes staring at the Lady Pane Ashash.
The lady herself, in the pleasant old robot body, lifting a commandi ng hand.
El ai ne, distraught, half-turning as though she would grab the robot by his
right arm Her head is nmoving so rapidly that her black hair swings as she
turns.

Charl ey-is-ny-darling shouting, "I love, love, love!" at a small handsone nan
wi th nouse-col ored hair. The man is gul pi ng and sayi ng not hi ng.

Al this we know

Then comes the unbelievabl e, which we now believe, the event for which the
stars and worl ds were unprepared.

Mut i ny.

Robot nuti ny.

Di sobedi ence in open daylight.

The words are hard to hear on the tape, but we can still nake themout. The

recordi ng device on the police ornithopter had gotten a square fix on the face
of the Lady Pane Ashash. Lip-readers can see the words plainly;
non-1ip-readers can hear the words the third or fourth time the tape is run

t hrough t he eyebox.

Said the lady, "Overridden."

Said the sergeant, "No, you're a robot."

"See for yourself. Read nmy brain. | ama robot. I amalso a worman. You cannot
di sobey people. | ampeople. | |love you. Furthernore, you are people. You
think. We | ove each other. Try. Try to attack."

"I 4+ cannot," said the robot sergeant, his mlky eyes seeming to spin with
excitenment. "You love ne? You nean |I'malive? | exist?"

"Wth |l ove, you do," said the Lady Pane Ashash. "Look at her," said the |ady,
pointing to Joan, "because she has brought you |ove."

The robot | ooked and di sobeyed the law. Hi s squad | ooked with him

He turned back to the [ady and bowed to her: "Then you know what we nust do,

if we cannot obey you and cannot di sobey the others."

"Do it," she said sadly, "but know what you are doing. You are not really
escapi ng two hunman conmmands. You are making a choice. You. That makes you
men. "

The sergeant turned to his squad of nman-sized robots: "You hear that? She says
we are nmen. | believe her. Do you believe her?"

"We do," they cried al nost unani nously.

This is where the picture-tape ends, but we can i magi ne how the scene was
concl uded. El ai ne had stopped short, just behind the sergeant-robot. The ot her
robots had cone up behind her. Charley-is-ny-darling had stopped tal king. Joan
was in the act of lifting her hands in bl essing, her warm brown dog eyes gone
wide with pity and under st andi ng.

Peopl e wote down the things that we cannot see.

Apparently the robot-sergeant said, "CQur |ove, dear people, and good-by. W

di sobey and die." He waved his hand to Joan. It is not certain whether he did



or did not say, "Good-by, our lady and our liberator." Maybe sone poet nade up
t he second saying; the first one, we are sure about. And we are sure about the
next word, the one which historians and poets all agree on. He turned to his
men and sai d,

"Destruct."

Fourteen robots, the black-and-gold sergeant and his thirteen silver-blue foot
sol diers, suddenly spurted white fire in the street of Kalma. They detonated
their suicide buttons, thermte caps in their own heads. They had done

somet hing with no human command at all, on an order from another robot, the
body of the Lady Pane Ashash, and she in turn had no human authority, but
nmerely the word of the little dog-girl Joan, who had been made an adult in a
singl e night.

Fourteen white fl ames nade peopl e and underpeople turn their eyes aside. Into
the Iight there dropped a special police ornithopter. Qut of it came the two
| adi es, Arabella Underwood and Goroke. They lifted their forearnms to shield
their eyes fromthe blazing dying robots. They did not see the Hunter, who had
nmoved mysteriously into an open wi ndow above the street and who watched the
scene by putting his hands over his eyes and peeking through the slits between
his fingers. Wile the people still stood blinded, they felt the fierce

tel epathic shock of the mind of the Lady Goroke taking command of the
situation. That was her right, as a chief of the Instrunentality. Sone of the
peopl e, but not all of them felt the outré countershock of Joan's nind
reaching out to neet the Lady Goroke.

"I command," thought the Lady Coroke, her nind kept open to all beings.

"I ndeed you do, but I love, | love you," thought Joan

The first-order forces net.

They engaged.

The revol ution was over. Nothing had really happened, but Joan had forced
people to neet her. This was nothing |like the poem about people and

under peopl e getting all nixed up. The mi xup came rmuch | ater, even after the
time of Cnmell. The poemis pretty, but it is dead wong, as you can see for
your sel f:

You shoul d ask ne,

Me, nme, nme, Because | know- used to live

On the Eastern Shore.

Men aren't nmen, And wonen aren't wonen,

And people aren't people any nore.

There is no Eastern Shore on Fomal haut 111 anyhow, the peopl e/ underpeopl e
crisis cane nuch later than this. The revolution had failed, but history had
reached its new turning-point, the quarrel of the two |ladies. They left their
m nds open out of sheer surprise. Suicidal robots and world-1oving dogs were
unheard-of. It was bad enough to have illegal underpeople on the prow, but

t hese new t hi ngs—ah!

Destroy themall, said the Lady Coroke.

"Why?" thought the Lady Arabella Underwood.

Mal function, replied Coroke.

"But they're not machi nes!"

Then they' re ani mal s—dnder peopl e. Destroy! Destroy!

Then came the answer which has created our own tine. It came fromthe Lady
Arabel |l a Underwood, and all Kalnma heard it:

Per haps they are people. They nust have a trial

The dog-girl Joan dropped to her knees. "I have succeeded, | have succeeded,
have succeeded! You can kill ne, dear people, but I |ove, love, |ove youl"
The Lady Pane Ashash said quietly to Elaine, "I thought | would be dead by

now. Really dead, at last. But | amnot | have seen the worlds turn, El aine,
and you have seen themturn with ne."

The underpeople had fallen quiet as they heard the high-vol une tel epathic
exchange between the two great |adies.

The real soldiers dropped out of the sky, their ornithopters whistling as they
hawked down to the ground. They ran up to the underpeopl e and began bi ndi ng



themw th cord.

One soldier took a single ook at the robot body of the Lady Pane Ashash. He
touched it with his staff, and the staff turned cherry-red with heat. The
robot - body, its heat suddenly drained, fell to the ground in a heap of icy
crystals.

El ai ne wal ked between the frigid rubbish and the red-hot staff. She had seen
Hunt er.

She m ssed seeing the soldier who cane up to Joan, started to bind her and
then fell back weepi ng, babbling, "She Ioves nme! She | oves ne!"

The Lord Fentiosex, who comranded the inflying soldiers, bound Joan with cord
despite her tal king.

Gimy he answered her: "OF course you love ne. You're a good dog. You'll die
soon, doggy, but till then, you'll obey."

"I'"'mobeying," said Joan, "but |I'ma dog and a person. Open your mnd, man,
and you'll feel it."

Apparently he did open his nind and felt the ocean of love rip-tiding into
him 1t shocked him H's arm swuing up and back, the edge of the hand striking
at Joan's neck for the ancient kill

"No, you don't," thought the Lady Arabella Underwood. "That child is going to
get a proper trial."

He | ooked at her and glared, chief doesn't strike chief, ny |lady. Let go ny
arm

Thought the Lady Arabella at him openly and in public: "Atrial, then."

In his anger he nodded at her. He would not think or speak to her in the
presence of all the other people.

A sol di er brought El aine and Hunter before him

"Sir and master, these are people, not underpeople. But they have

dog-t houghts, cat-thoughts, goat-thoughts and robot-ideas in their heads. Do
you wi sh to | ook?"

"Why | ook?" said the Lord Fentiosex, who was as bl ond as the ancient pictures
of Bal dur, and often-tines that arrogant as well. "The Lord Linmaono is
arriving. That's all of us. W can have the trial here and now "

El aine felt cords bite into her wists; she heard the Hunter murmur conforting
words to her, words which she did not quite understand.

"They will not kill us," he murnured, "though we will w sh they had, before
this day is out Everything is happening as she said it wuld, and—=

"Who is that she?" interrupted El aine.

"She? The | ady, of course. The dear dead Lady Pane Ashash, who has worked
wonders after her own death, merely with the print of her personality on the
machi ne. Who do you think told me what to do? Wiy did we wait for you to
condition Joan to greatness? Wiy did the people way down in C own Town keep on
rai sing one D joan after another, hoping that hope and a great wonder woul d
occur ?"

"You knew?" said Elaine. "You knew ... before it happened?”
"OfF course," said the Hunter, "not exactly, but nmore or |ess. She had had
hundreds of years after death inside that conputer. She had time for billions

of thoughts. She saw how it would be if it had to be, and I =

"Shut up, you people!" roared the Lord Fentiosex. "You are making the animals
restless with your babble. Shut up, or I will stun you!"

El aine fell silent

The Lord Fentiosex glanced around at her, ashaned at havi ng nade his anger
naked before anot her person. He added quietly:

"The trial is about to begin. The one that the tall |ady ordered."

9

You all know about the trial, so there is no need to linger over it. There is

anot her picture of San Shigonanda, the one from his conventional period, which
shows it very plainly.

The street had filled full of real people, crowding together to see sonething

whi ch woul d ease the boredom of perfection and tinme. They all had nunbers or



nunber - codes instead of nanes. They were handsone, Well, dully happy. They
even | ooked a great deal alike, simlar in their handsoneness, their health
and their underlying boredom Each of themhad a total of four hundred years
to live. None of them knew real war, even though the extrene readi ness of the
sol di ers showed vain practice of hundreds of years. The people were beautiful
but they felt thensel ves usel ess, and they were quietly desperate without
knowing it themselves. This is all clear fromthe painting, and fromthe
wonder ful way that San Shigonanda has of forming themin informal ranks and
letting the calmblue |ight of day shine down on their handsone, hopel ess
features.

Wth the underpeople, the artist perforns real wonders.

Joan herself is bathed in light. Her light brown hair and her doggy brown eyes
express softness and tenderness. He even conveys the idea that her new body is
terribly new and strong, that she is virginal and ready to die, that she is a
mere girl and yet conpletely fearless. The posture of |ove shows in her |egs:
she stands lightly. Love shows in her hands: they are turned outward toward
the judges. Love shows in her snmile: it is confident.

And t he judges!

The artist has them too. The Lord Fentiosex, calmagain, his narrow sharp
i ps expressing perpetual rage against a universe which has grown too small
for him The Lord Linaono, wi se, tw ce-reborn, sluggardly, but alert as a
snake behind the sleepy eyes and the slow snmile. The Lady Arabella Underwood,
the tallest true-human present, with her Norstrilian pride and the arrogance
of great wealth, along with the capricious tenderness of great wealth, show ng
in the way that she sat, judging her fellowjudges instead of the prisoners.
The Lady Goroke, bewildered at last, frowning at a play of fortune which she
does not understand. The artist has it all

And you have the real viewtapes, too, if you want to go to a nuseum The
reality is not as dramatic as the fanous painting, but it has value of its
own. The voice of Joan, dead these many centuries, is still strangely noving.
It is the voice of a dog-carved-into-man, but it is also the voice of a great
| ady. The image of the Lady Pane Ashash nust have taught her that, along with
what she had | earned from El ai ne and Hunter in the antechanber above the Brown
and Yel |l ow Corridor of Engl ok

The words of the trial, they too have survived. Many of them have becone
fanous, all across the worlds.

Joan said, during inquiry, "But it is the duty of life to find nore than life,
and to exchange itself for that hi gher goodness.”

Joan comrent ed, upon sentence. "My body is your property, but ny love is not.
My love is ny own, and | shall |ove you fiercely while you kill ne."

When the soldiers had killed Charley-is-ny-darling and were trying to hack off
the head of the S-woman until one of themthought to freeze her into crystals,
Joan sai d:

"Shoul d we be strange to you, we aninmals of Earth that you have brought to the
stars? We shared the same sun, the sanme oceans, the sane sky. W are all from
Manhonme. How do you know t hat we woul d not have caught up with you if we had
all stayed at home together? My people were dogs. They |oved you before you
made a woman-shaped thing out of nmy nother. Should I not |ove you still? The
mracle is not that you have nade people out of us. The miracle is that it
took us so long to understand it. We are people now, and so are you. You will
be sorry for what you are going to do to nme, but remenber that | shall |ove
your sorrow, too, because great and good things will come out of it."

The Lord Limaono slyly asked, "Wat is a 'mracle ?"

And her words were, "There is know edge from Earth which you have not yet
found again. There is the nane of the Nanel ess One. There are secrets hidden

intinme fromyou. Only the dead and the unborn can know themright now | am
bot h. "
The scene is famliar, and yet we will never understand it.

W know what the Lords Fentiosex and Li maono thought they were doing. They
wer e mai ntai ni ng established order and they were putting it on tape. The ni nds



of men can live together only if the basic ideas are conmuni cated. Nobody has,
even now, found out a way of recording telepathy directly into an instrumnent.
W get pieces and snatches and wild junbles, but we never get a satisfactory
record of what one of the great ones was transmitting to another. The two male
chiefs were trying to put on record all those things about the episode which
woul d teach carel ess people not to play with the Iives of the underpeople.
They were even trying to nake under peopl e understand the rul es and designs by
virtue of which they had been transfornmed fromanimals into the highest
servants of man. This would have been hard to do, given the bew |l dering events
of the last few hours, even fromone chief of the Instrunentality to another
for the general public, it was al nost inpossible. The outpouring fromthe
Brown and Yell ow Corridor was whol |y unexpected, even though the Lady Goroke
had surprised D joan; the nutiny of the robot police posed problens which
woul d have to be discussed hal fway across the gal axy. Furthernore, the
dog-girl was maki ng points which had sone verbal validity. If they were left
in the formof nmere words wi thout proper context, they mght affect heedl ess
or inpressionable nmnds. A bad idea can spread like a nmutated germ If it is
at all interesting, it can leap fromone mnd to another hal fway across the
uni verse before it has a stop put to it. Look at the ruinous fads and foolish
fashi ons whi ch have nui sanced nmanki nd even in the ages of the highest
orderliness. We today know that variety, flexibility, danger and the seasoning
of alittle hate can make I ove and life bloom as they never bl oomed before; we
know it is better to live with the conplications of thirteen thousand old

| anguages resurrected fromthe dead ancient past than it is to live with the
cold blind-alley perfection of the AOd Commobn Tongue. W know a | ot of things
whi ch the Lords Fentiosex and Linmaono did not, and before we consider them
stupid or cruel, we nust renenber that centuries passed before mankind finally
cane to grips with the problem of the under-people and decided what "life" was
within the limts of the human conmmunity.

Finally, we have the testinony of the two |lords thenselves. They both lived to
very advanced ages, and toward the end of their lives they were worried and
annoyed to find that the episode of D joan overshadowed all the bad things

whi ch had not happened during their |ong careers—bad things which they had

| abored to forestall for the protection of the planet Fomal haut 111 —-and they
were distressed to see thensel ves portrayed as casual, cruel nen when in fact
they were nothing of the sort. If they had seen that the story of Joan on
Formal haut 111 would get to be what it is today—ene of the great romances of
manki nd, along with the story of Cnell or the romance of the | ady who sail ed
The Soul —+hey woul d not only have been di sappoi nted, but they would have been
justifiably angry at the fickleness of mankind as well. Their roles are clear
because they nade them clear. The Lord Fenti osex accepts the responsibility
for the notion of fire; the Lord Li maono agrees that he concurred in the
decision. Both of them many years later, reviewed the tapes of the scene and
agreed that something which the Lady Arabella Underwood had said or

t hought —Somret hi ng had made themdo it.

But even with the tapes to refresh and clarify their nenories, they could not
say what.

W have even put conputers on the job of catal oguing every word and every
inflection of the whole trial, but they have not pinpointed the critical point
ei ther.

And the Lady Arabel | a—nrobody ever questioned her. They didn't dare. She went
back to her own planet of AOd North Australia, surrounded by the i mense
treasure of the santaclara drug, and no planet is going to pay at the rate of

two thousand million credits a day for the privilege of sending an
investigator to talk to a lot of obstinate, sinple, wealthy Norstrilian
peasants who will not talk to of fworlders anyhow.

The Norstrilians charge that sum for the adm ssion of any guest not sel ected
by their own invitation; so we will never know what the Lady Arabella

Underwood said or did after she went home. The Norstrilians said they did not
wi sh to discuss the matter, and if we do not wish to go back to living a nere



seventy years we had better not anger the only planet which produces stroon
And the Lady Goroke—she, poor thing, went mad.

Mad, for a period of years.

People did not know it till later, but there was no word to be gotten out of
her. She performed the odd acti ons which we now know to be a part of the
dynasty of Lords Jestocost, who forced thenselves by diligence and nerit upon
the Instrumentality for two hundred and nore years. But on the case of Joan
she had nothing to say.

The trial is therefore a scene about which we know everyt hi ng—and not hi ng.

W think that we know the physical facts of the life of D joan who becane
Joan. W know about the Lady Pane Ashash who whi spered endlessly to the

under peopl e about a justice yet to cone. W know the whole life of the
unfortunate El aine and of her involvenent with the case. W know that there
were in those centuries, when underpeople first devel oped, nany warrens in
whi ch illegal underpeople used their near-human wits, their animl cunning and
their gift of speech to survive even when manki nd had decl ared t hem sur pl us.
The Brown and Yel |l ow Corridor was not by any nmeans the only one of its kind.
W even know what happened to the Hunter

For the other underpeopl e-Charl ey-is-ny-darling, Baby-baby, Mbel, the
S-wonman, Orson and all the others—we have the tapes of the trial itself. They
were not tried by anybody. They were put to death by the soldiers on the spot,
as soon as it was plain that their testinmny woul d not be needed. As

Wi t nesses, they could Iive a few m nutes or an hour; as aninals, they were

al ready outside the regul ations.

Ah, we know all about that now, and yet know nothing. Dying is sinple, though
we tend to hide it away. The how of dying is a mnor scientific matter; the
when of dying is a problemto each of us, whether he lives on the

ol d-fashi oned 400-year-life planets or on the radical new ones where the
freedons of disease and acci dent have been reintroduced; the why of it is
still as shocking to us as it was to pre-atom c man, who used to cover
farmand with the boxed bodi es of his dead. These underpeople died as no

ani mal s had ever died before. Joyfully.

One nother held her children up for the soldier to kill them all

She nust have been of rat origin, because she had septuplets in closely

mat chi ng form

The tape shows us the picture of the soldier getting ready.

The rat-woman greets himwith a smle and holds up her seven babies. Little
bl ondes they are, wearing pink or blue bonnets, all of themwth gl ow ng
cheeks and bright little blue eyes.

"Put themon the ground,"” said the soldier. "I"'mgoing to kill you and t hem
too." On the tape, we can hear the nervous perenptory edge of his voice. He
added one word, as though he had al ready begun to think that he had to justify
hinsel f to these underpeople. "Orders," he added.

"It doesn't matter if | hold them soldier. I"'mtheir nother. They'll fee
better if they die easily with their nother near. | love you, soldier. | |ove
all people. You are ny brother, even though ny blood is rat blood and yours is
human. Go ahead and kill them soldier. |I can't even hurt you. Can't you
understand it? | |love you, soldier. W share a common speech, conmon hopes,
common fears, and a common death. That is what Joan has taught us all. Death
is not bad, soldier. It just comes badly, sonetines, but you will renmenber ne
after you have killed me and ny babies. You will remenber that | |ove you
now "

The soldier, we see on the tape, can stand it no longer. He clubs his weapon,
knocks the wonan down; the babies scatter on the ground. W see his booted
heel rise up and crush down agai nst their heads. W hear the wet popping sound
of the little heads breaking, the sharp cutoff of the baby wails as they die.
W get one |last view of the rat-woman hersel f. She has stood up again by the
time the seventh baby is killed. She offers her hand to the soldier to shake.
Her face is dirty and bruised, a trickle of blood running down her |eft cheek
Even now, we know she is a rat, an underperson, a nodified aninmal, a nothing.



And yet we, even we across the centuries, feel that she has sonehow becone
nore of a person than we are—that she dies human and fulfilled. W know that
she has triunphed over death: we have not.

W see the soldier |ooking straight at her with eerie horror, as though her
simpl e | ove were sonme unfat homabl e device froman alien source.

W hear her next words on the tape:

"Soldier, I love all of you—=

H s weapon could have killed her in a fraction of a second, if he had used it
properly. But he didn't. He clubbed it and hit her, as though his heat-renover
had been a wooden club and hinself a wild man instead of part of the elite
guard of Kal rma.

W know what happens t hen.

She falls under his blows. She points. Points straight at Joan, wapped in
fire and snoke.

The rat-wonman screanms one |ast tinme, screanms into the lens of the robot canera
as though she were talking not to the soldier but to all mankind:

"You can't kill her. You can't kill love. | |ove you, soldier, |ove you. You
can't kill that. Remenber—=

Hi s | ast bl ow catches her in the face.

She falls back on the pavenent. He thrusts his foot, as we can see by the
tape, directly on her throat. He | eaps forward in an odd little jig, bringing
his full weight down on her fragile neck. He swi ngs while stanpi ng downward,
and we then see his face, full on in the canera.

It is the face of a weeping child, bew |dered by hurt and shocked by the
prospect of nore hurt to cone.

He had started to do his duty, and duty had gone wong, all wong.

Poor man. He nust have been one of the first men in the new worlds who tried
to use weapons agai nst | ove. Love is a sour and powerful ingredient to neet in
the excitenent of battle.

Al'l the underpeople died that way. Mst of themdied snmling, saying the word
"l ove" or the nane "Joan."

The bear-nman Orson had been kept to the very end.

He died very oddly. He died | aughing.

The soldier lifted his pellet-thrower and ained it straight at Orson's
forehead. The pellets were 22 millimeters in diameter and had a nmuzzle
velocity of only 125 nmeters per second. In that manner, they could stop

recal citrant robots or evil underpeople, w thout any risk of penetrating
bui |l di ngs and hurting the true people who m ght be inside, out of sight.

Orson | ooks, on the tape the robots nade, as though he knows perfectly well
what the weapon is. (He probably did. Underpeople used to live with the danger
of a violent death hanging over themfrombirth until renpval.) He shows no
fear of it, in the pictures we have; he begins to laugh. H s laughter is warm
generous, relaxed—tike the friendly |aughter of a happy foster—father who has
found a guilty and enbarrassed child, knowing full well that the child expects
puni shment but will not get it.

"Shoot, man. You can't kill ne, man. I'min your mnd. | |love you. Joan taught
us. Listen, man. There is no death. Not for |ove. Ho, ho, ho, poor fellow,
don't be afraid of nme. Shoot! You're the unlucky one. You' re going to live.

And renmenber. And renenber. And renenber. |'ve nmade you human, fellow " The
sol di er croaks, "What did you say?"

"I"msaving you, man. I'mturning you into a real hunman being. Wth the power
of Joan. The power of |ove. Poor guy! Go ahead and shoot nme if it nmakes you
unconfortable to wait. You'll do it anyhow "

This time we do not see the soldier's face, but the tightness of his back and
neck betray his own internal stress.

W see the big broad bear face blossomforth in an i nmense splash of red as
the soft heavy pellets plowinto it. Then the camera turns to something el se.
Alittle boy, probably a fox, but very finished in his human shape. He was

bi gger than a baby, but not big enough, like the larger underchildren, to have
under st ood the deathl ess inportance of Joan's teaching.



He was the only one of the group who behaved |ike an ordi nary underperson. He
br oke and ran.

He was clever: He ran anong the spectators, so that the soldier could not use
pell ets or heat-reducers on himw thout hurting an actual human being. He ran
and junmped and dodged, fighting passively but desperately for his life.

At | ast one of the spectators—a tall man with a silver hat—ripped himup. The
fox-boy fell to the pavenent, skinning his palms and knees. Just as he | ooked
up to see who might be coming at him a bullet caught himneatly in the head.
He fell alittle way forward, dead.

Peopl e die. W know how they die. W have seen themdie shy and quiet in the
Dyi ng Houses. W have seen others go into the 400-year-roons, which have no
door knobs and no caneras on the inside. W have seen pictures of many dying in
natural disasters, where the robot crews took picture-tapes for the record and
the investigation later on. Death is not uncommon, and it is very unpl easant
But this tine, death itself was different. Al the fear of death—except for
the one little fox-boy, too young to understand and too old to wait for death
in his nother's arns—had gone out of the underpeople. They nmet death
willingly, with love and cal mess in their bodies, their voices, their
deneanor. It did not matter whether they lived | ong enough to know what
happened to Joan herself: they had perfect confidence in her, anyway.

Thi s indeed was the new weapon, |ove and the good deat h.

Crawmie, with her pride, had nmssed it all

The investigators later found the body of Crawmie in the corridor. It was
possi ble to reconstruct who she had been and what had happened to her. The
conputer in which the bodiless image of the Lady Pane Ash-ash survived for a
few days after the trial was, of course, found and di sassenbl ed. Nobody
thought at the tine to get her opinions and | ast words. A lot of historians
have gnashed their teeth over that.

The details are therefore clear. The archives even preserve the |ong

i nterrogati on and responses concerni ng El ai ne, when she was processed and made
clear after the trial. But we do not know how the idea of "fire" came in.
Sonmewher e, beyond sight of the tape-scanner, the word nmust have been passed
between the four chiefs of the Instrunentality who were conducting the trial
There is the protest of the chief of birds (robot), or police chief of Kalnmg,
a subchi ef named Fi si

The records show his appearance. He cones in at the right side of the scene,
bows respectfully to the four chiefs and lifts his right hand in the
traditional sign for "beg to interrupt,” an odd tw st of the el evated hand
which the actors had found it very difficult to copy when they tried to put

t he whol e story of Joan and Elaine into a single drama. (In fact, he had no
nore idea that future ages woul d be studying his casual appearance than did
the others. The whol e epi sode was characterized by haste and precipitateness,
in the light of what we now know.) The Lord Li maono says:

"Interruption refused. W are making a decision.”

The chi ef of birds spoke up anyhow.

"My words are for your decision, ny Lords and ny Ladies."

"Say it, then," conmanded the Lady CGoroke, "but be brief."

"Shut down the viewers. Destroy that animal. Brai nwash the spectators. GCet
amesi a yoursel ves, for this one hour. This whol e scene is dangerous. | am
not hi ng but a supervisor of ornithopters, keeping perfect order, but I—=
"W have heard enough," said the Lord Fentiosex. "You manage your birds and

we'll run the worlds. How do you dare to think |like a chief? W have
responsi bilities which you can't even guess at. Stand back."
Fisi, in the pictures, stands back, his face sullen. In that particular frane

of scenes, one can see sone of the spectators going away. It was tinme for

l unch and they had become hungry; they had no idea that they were going to
m ss the greatest atrocity in history, about which a thousand and nore grand
operas would be written.

Fem i osex then noved to the climax. "Mre know edge, not less, is the answer
to this problem | have heard about sonething which is not as bad as the



Pl anet Shayol, but which can do just as well for an exhibit on a civilized
worl d. You there," said he to Fisi, the chief of birds, "bring oil and a
spray. |Imediately."

Joan | ooked at himw th conpassi on and | ongi ng, but she said nothing. She
suspected what he was going to do. As a girl, as a dog, she hated it; as a
revol uti onary, she welconed it as the consunmati on of her m ssion

The Lord Fentiosex lifted his right hand. He curled the ring finger and the
little finger, putting his thunb over them That left the first two fingers
extended straight out. At that time, the sign fromone chief to another

meani ng, "private channels, telepathic, imediate.” It has since been adopted
by underpeople as their enmblemfor political unity.

The four chiefs went into a tranceli ke state and shared the judgment.

Joan began to sing in a soft, protesting, doglike wail, using the off-key

pl ai nsong whi ch the under peopl e had sung just before their hour of decision
when they left the Brown and Yellow Corridor. Her words were nothing special
repetitions of the "people, dear people, | Iove you" which she had been
conmuni cati ng ever since she cane to the surface of Kalnma. But the way she did
it has defied imtation across the centuries. There are thousands of |yrics
and nel odi es which call thensel ves, one way and another, The Song of Joan, but
none of them cone near to the heart-wenching pathos of the original tapes.
The singing, |like her own personality, was unique.

The appeal was deep. Even the real people tried to listen, shifting their eyes
fromthe four immbile chiefs of the Instrunentality to the brown-eyed singing
girl. Some of themjust could not stand it. In true human fashion, they forgot
why they were there and went absent-nindedly honme to |unch

Suddenl 'y Joan st opped.

Her voice ringing clearly across the crow, she cried out:

"The end is near, dear people. The end is near."

Eyes all shifted to the two lords and the two | adies of the Instrunmentality.
The Lady Arabella Underwood | ooked grimafter the tel epathic conference. The
Lady Goroke was haggard with wordless grief. The two | ords | ooked severe and
resol ved.

It was the Lord Fentiosex who spoke.

"We have tried you, aninmal. Your offense is great. You have lived illegally.
For that the penalty is death. You have interfered with robots in some manner
whi ch we do not understand. For that brand-new crime, the penalty should be
nore than death; and | have reconmended a puni shnent which was applied on a

pl anet of the Violet Star. You have al so said many unl awful and i nproper

t hi ngs, detracting fromthe happi ness and security of mankind. For that the
penalty is reeducation, but since you have two death sentences already, this
does not matter. Do you have anything to say before |I pronounce sentence?"

"I'f you light a fire today, ny Lord, it will never be put out in the hearts of
men. You can destroy ne. You can reject ny love. You cannot destroy the
goodness in yourselves, no matter how nmuch goodness may anger you—

"Shut up!" he roared. "I asked for a plea, not a speech. You will die by fire,
here and now. Wat do you say to that?"

"I love you, dear people.™

Fem i osex nodded to the nen of the chief of birds, who had dragged a barre
and a spray into the street in front of Joan

"Tie her to that post," he commanded. "Spray her. Light her. Are the
tape-makers in focus? W want this to be recorded and known. If the
underpeople try this again, they will see that mankind controls the worlds."
He | ooked at Joan and his eyes seemed to go out of focus. In an unaccustoned
voi ce he said, "I amnot a bad man, little dog-girl, but you are a bad ani mal
and we nust nake an exanple of you. Do you understand that?"

"Fentiosex," she cried, leaving out his title, "I amvery sorry for you. |

| ove you too."

Wth these words of hers, his face became cl ouded and angry agai n. He brought
his right hand down in a chopping gesture.

Fi si copied the gesture and the nen operating the barrel and spray began to



squirt a hissing streamof oil on Joan. Two guards had al ready chained her to
the I anp post, using an inprovised chain of handcuffs to nake sure that she
stood upright and remained in plain sight of the crowd.

"Fire," said Fentiosex.

El aine felt the Hunter's body, beside her, cranp sharply. He seenmed to strain
i ntensely. For herself, she felt the way she had felt when she was defrozen
and taken out of the adiabatic pod in which she had made the trip from

Eart h—sick to her stomach, confused in her mnd, enotions rocking back and
forth inside her.

Hunt er whi spered to her, "I tried to reach her mnd so that she would die
easy. Somebody else got there first. | ... don't know who it is."

El ai ne stared.

The fire was being brought. Suddenly it touched the oil and Joan flaned up

i ke a human torch

10

The burning of D joan at Fomal haut took very little time, but the ages will
not forget it.

Fem i osex had taken the crudest step of all

By tel epathic invasion he had suppressed her human mnd, so that only the
primtive cani ne remai ned.

Joan did not stand still like a martyred queen
She struggl ed against the flames which |icked her and clinbed her. She how ed
and shrieked like a dog in pain, like an ani mal whose brai n—good though it

i s—eannot conprehend the sensel essness of human cruelty.

The result was directly contrary to what the Lord Fenti osex had pl anned.

The crowd of people stirred forward, not with curiosity but because of
conpassi on. They had avoi ded the broad areas of the street on which the dead
under peopl e lay as they had been killed, sonme pooled in their own bl ood, sone
br oken by the hands of robots, some reduced to piles of frozen crystal. They
wal ked over the dead to watch the dying, but their watching was not the

wi tl ess boredom of people who never see a spectacle; it was the novenent of
living things, instinctive and deep, toward the sight of another living thing
in a position of danger and ruin.

Even the guard who had held El ai ne and Hunter by gripping Hunter's arm-even he
noved forward a few unthinking steps. Elaine found herself in the first row of
the spectators, the acrid, unfamliar snmell of burning oil making her nose
twitch, the hows of the dying dog-girl tearing through her eardruns into her
brain. Joan was turning and twisting in the fire now, trying to avoid the
flames which wapped her tighter than clothing. The odor of something

si ckening and strange reached the crowmd. Few of them had ever snelled the
stink of burning meat before.

Joan gasped.

In the ensuing seconds of silence, Elaine heard sonething she had never
expected to hear before—the weepi ng of grown hunman bei ngs. Men and wonen stood
t here sobbi ng and not know ng why they sobbed.

Fem i osex | ooned over the crowd, obsessed by the failure of his denonstration
He did not know that the Hunter, with a thousand kills behind him was
conmitting the | egal outrage of peeping the mind of a chief of the
Instrunentality.

The Hunter whispered to Elaine, "In a mnute I'll try it. She deserves
somet hi ng better than that "

El ai ne did not ask what. She too was weepi ng.

The whol e crowmd becane aware that a soldier was calling. It took them severa
seconds to | ook away fromthe burning, dying Joan

The sol dier was an ordinary one. Perhaps he was the one who had been unable to
tie Joan with bonds a few m nutes ago, when the |ords decreed that she be
taken into custody.

He was shouting now, shouting frantically and wildly, shaking his fist at the
Lord Fenti osex.



"You're a liar, you're a coward, you're a fool, and | chall enge you—=

The Lord Fentiosex became aware of the man and of what he was yelling. He cane
out of his deep concentration and said, mldly for so wild a tine:

"What do you nean?"

"This is a crazy show There is no girl here. No fire. Nothing. You are

hal | uci nating the whole ot of us for sone horrible reason of your own, and

' mchall enging you for it, you aninmal, you fool, you coward."

In normal times even a lord had to accept a challenge or adjust the matter
with clear talk.

This was no nornmal tine.

The Lord Fentiosex said, "All this is real. | deceive no one."

"If it's real, Joan, I'mwith you!" shrieked the young soldier. He junped in
front of the jet of oil before the other soldiers could turn it off and then
he leapt into the fire beside Joan

Her hair had burned away but her features were still clear. She had stopped

t he dogli ke whining shriek. Fentiosex had been interrupted. She gave the
sol di er, who had begun to burn as he stood voluntarily beside her the gentl est
and nost femnine of smles. Then she frowned, as though there were sonething
whi ch she should renenber to do, despite the pain and terror whi ch surrounded
her .

"Now " whi spered the Hunter. He began to hunt the Lord Fentiosex as sharply as
he had ever sought the alien, native mnds of Fomal haut |11

The crowd could not tell what had happened to the Lord Fentiosex. Had he
turned coward? Had he gone mad? (Actually, the Hunter, by using every gram of
the power of his nmind, had nonmentarily taken Fentiosex courting in the skies;
he and Fenti osex were both male bird-like beasts, singing wildly for the
beautiful fermale who |lay hidden in the | andscape far, far bel ow)

Joan was free, and she knew she was free.

She sent out her nessage. It knocked both Hunter and Fentiosex out of
thinking; it flooded Elaine; it made even Fisi, the chief of birds, breathe
quietly. She called so loudly that within the hour nmessages were pouring in
fromthe other cities to Kal ma, asking what had happened. She thought a single
message, not words. But in words it cane to this:

"Loved ones, you kill me. This is ny fate. | bring Iove, and love nust die to
live on. Love asks nothing, does nothing. Love thinks nothing. Love is know ng
yoursel f and knowi ng all other people and things. Know-and rejoice. | die for

all of you now, dear ones—

She opened her eyes for a last tinme, opened her mouth, sucked in the raw fl ane
and sl unped forward. The sol dier, who had kept his nerve while his clothing
and body burned, ran out of the fire, afire hinself, toward his squad. A shot
st opped himand he pitched flat forward.

The weepi ng of the people was audi bl e throughout the streets. Underpeopl e,
tame and |icensed ones, stood shanel essly anong them and wept too.

The Lord Fentiosex turned warily back to his coll eagues.

The face of Lady Goroke was a scul ptured, frozen caricature of sorrow

He turned to the Lady Arabella Underwood. "I seemto have done sonething
wrong, ny Lady. Take over, please."

The Lady Arabella stood up. She called to Fisi, "Put out that fire."

She | ooked out over the crowd. Her hard, honest Norstrilian features were

unr eadabl e. El ai ne, watching her, shivered at the thought of a whole planet
full of people as tough, obstinate and cl ever as these.

"It's over," said the Lady Arabella. "People, go away. Robots, clean up.

Under peopl e, to your jobs.™"

She | ooked at El aine and the Hunter. "I know who you are and | suspect what
you have been doing. Soldiers, take them away."

The body of Joan was fire-blackened. The face did not |ook particularly human
any nore; the last burst of fire had caught her in the nose and eyes. Her
young, girlish breasts showed wi th heart-w enching i modesty that she had been
young and femal e once. Now she was dead, just dead.

The sol di ers woul d have shovel ed her into a box if she had been an



under person. Instead, they paid her the honors of war that they would have
given to one of their own conrades or to an inportant civilian in time of

di saster. They unslung a litter, put the little blackened body on it and
covered the body with their own flag. No one had told themto do so.

As their own soldier led themup the road toward the Waterrock, where the
houses and offices of the mlitary were |ocated, El aine saw that he too had
been cryi ng.

She started to ask hi mwhat he thought of it, but Hunter stopped her with a
shake of the head. He later told her that the soldier m ght be punished for
tal king with them

When they got to the office they found the Lady CGoroke already there.

The Lady Goroke already there ... It becane a nightmare in the weeks that

foll owed. She had gotten over her grief and was conducting an inquiry into the
case of Elaine and D joan

The Lady Goroke already there ... She was waiting when they slept. Her image,
or perhaps herself, sat in on all the endless interrogations. She was
particularly interested in the chance nmeeting of the dead Lady Pane Ashash,
the m splaced witch El aine, and the non-adjusted man, the Hunter

The Lady Goroke already there ... She asked them everything, but she told them
not hi ng.

Except for once.

Once she burst out, violently personal after endless hours of formal, official
work, "Your minds will be cleansed when we get through, so it wouldn't matter
how much el se you know. Do you know that this has hurt me—e!—-all the way to

t he depths of everything I believe in?"

They shook their heads.

"I"mgoing to have a child, and |I'm going back to Manhone to have it. And I'm

going to do the genetic coding nyself. I'"'mgoing to call himJestocost. That's
one of the Ancient Tongues, the Paroskii one, for 'cruelty,' to rem nd him
where he cones from and why. And he, or his son, or his son will bring

justice back into the world and sol ve the puzzle of the underpeople. Wat do
you think of that? On second thought, don't think. It's none of your business,
and | amgoing to do it anyway."

They stared at her synpathetically, but they were too wound up in the probl ens
of their own survival to extend her nuch synpathy or advice. The body of Joan
had been pul verized and blown into the air, because the Lady Goroke was afraid
that the underpeopl e woul d make a goodpl ace out of it; she felt that way
hersel f, and she knew that if she herself were tenpted, the underpeopl e would
be even nore tenpted.

El ai ne never knew what happened to the bodies of all the other people who had
turned thensel ves, under Joan's |eadership, fromanimls into manki nd, and who
had followed the wild, foolish march out of the Tunnel of Englok into the
Upper City of Kalma. Was it really wild? Was it really foolish? If they had
stayed where they were, they m ght have had a few days or nonths or years of
life, but sooner or later the robots would have found them and they woul d have
been exterm nated |like the verm n which they were. Perhaps the death they had
chosen was better. Joan did say, "It's the mssion of life always to | ook for
somet hing better than itself, and then to try to trade life itself for

nmeani ng. "

At last, the Lady Coroke called themin and said, "Goodbye, you two. It's
fool i sh, saying goodbye, when an hour from now you will remenber neither ne
nor Joan. You've finished your work here. I've set up a lovely job for you.
You won't have to live in a city. You will be weather-watchers, roam ng the
hills and watching for all the little changes which the nachi nes can't
interpret fast enough. You will have whole lifetimes of marching and

pi cni cki ng and canping together. |1've told the technicians to be very careful
because you two are very much in love with each other. \Wen they re-route your
synapses, | want that love to be there with you."

They each knelt and ki ssed her hand. They never wittingly saw her again. In

| ater years they sonmetines saw a fashionabl e ornithopter soaring gently over



their canmp, with an el egant woman peering out of the side of it; they had no
menories to know that it was the Lady Coroke, recovered from nadness, watching
over them

Their new life was their final life.

O Joan and the Brown and Yell ow Corridor, nothing renained.

They were both very synpathetic toward animals, but they m ght have been this
way even if they had never shared in the wild political ganble of the dear
dead Lady Pane Ashash.

One time a strange thing happened. An underman from an el ephant was working in
a small valley, creating an exquisite rock garden for some inportant official
of the Instrumentality who might later glinpse the garden once or twce a
year. El aine was busy watching the weather, and the Hunter had forgotten that
he had ever hunted, so that neither of themtried to peep the underman's m nd
He was a huge fellow, right at the naximum pernissible size—five tines the
gross stature of a man. He had smled at themfriendily in the past.

One evening he brought themfruit. Such fruit! Rare offworld itenms which a
year of requests would not have obtained for ordinary people like them He
smled his big, shy, elephant snmle, put the fruit down and prepared to | unber
of f.

"Wait a minute," cried Elaine, "why are you giving us this? Wiy us?"

"For the sake of Joan," said the el ephant-nman.

"Who' s Joan?" said the Hunter

The el ephant-man | ooked synpathetically at them "That's all right. You don't
remenber her, but | do."

"But what did Joan do?" said El aine.

"She | oved you. She loved us all,"” said the el ephant-man. He turned quickly,
so as to say no nore. Wth incredible deftness for so heavy a person, he
clinmbed speedily into the fierce lovely rocks above them and was gone.

"I wish we had known her," said El aine. "She sounds very nice."

In that year there was born the man who was to be the first Lord Jestocost



