UNDER OLD EARTH

| need a tenporary dog

For a tenporary jog

On a tenporary pl ace

Li ke Earth.

-Song from The Merchant of Menace
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There were the Dougl as- Quyang pl anets, which circled their sun in a single
cluster, riding around and around the same orbit unlike any other planets
known. There were the gentl emen-suicides back on Earth, who ganbled their
lives—even nore horribly, ganbled sonetines for things worse than their

i ves—agai nst different kinds of geophysics which real nmen had never
experienced. There were girls who fell in love with such nmen, however stark
and dreadful their personal fates might be. There was the Instrunentality,
with its unceasing |abor to keep man man. And there were the citizens who
wal ked in the boul evards before the Redi scovery of Man. The citizens were
happy. They had to be happy. If they were found sad, they were cal med and
drugged and changed until they were happy again.

This story concerns three of them the ganbler who took the name Sun-boy, who
dared to go down to the Gebiet, who confronted hinmself before he died; the
girl Santuna, who was fulfilled in a thousand ways before she died; and the
Lord Sto Odin, a nost ancient of days, who knew it all and never dreamed of
preventing any of it.

Musi c runs through this story. The soft sweet nusic of the Earth Government
and the Instrunmentality, bland as honey and sickening in the end. The wild
illegal pulsations of the Gebiet, where nbost nen were forbidden to enter
Wrst of all, the crazy fugues and inproper nel odies of the Bezirk, closed to
men for fifty-seven centuri es—epened by accident, found, trespassed in! And
with it our story begins.
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The Lady Ru had said, a few centuries before: "Scraps of know edge have been
found. In the ultimte begi nning of nan, even before there were aircraft, the
wi se man Laodz decl ared, Water does nothing but it penetrates everything.
Inaction finds the road.' Later an ancient lord said this: 'There is a nusic
whi ch underlies all things. W dance to the tunes all our lives, though our
living ears never hear the music which guides us and noves us. Happi ness can
kill people as softly as shadows seen in dreans.' W nust be people first and
happy later, lest we live and die in vain."

The Lord Sto Qdin was nore direct. He declared the truth to a few private
friends: "Qur population is dropping on nost worlds, including the Earth.

Peopl e have children, but they don't want themvery much. | myself have been a
three-father to twelve children, a two-father to four, and a one-father,
suppose, to many others. | have had zeal for work and | have mistaken it for

zeal in living. They are not the sane.

"Most peopl e want happi ness. Good: we have gi ven t hem happi ness.

"Dreary usel ess centuries of happiness, in which all the unhappy were
corrected or adjusted or killed. Unbearabl e desol ate happi ness wi thout the
sting of grief, the wine of rage, the hot funes of fear. How many of us have
ever tasted the acid, icy taste of old resentnment? That's what people really
lived for in the Ancient Days, when they pretended to be happy and were
actually alive with grief, rage, fury, hate, malice and hope! Those people
bred |i ke mad. They popul ated the stars while they dreamed of killing each
other, secretly or openly. Their plays concerned rmurder or betrayal or illega
| ove. Now we have no nurder. W cannot imagine any |and of |ove which is
illegal. Can you inmagine the Murkins with their highway net? Wo can fly
anywhere today without seeing that net of enornmous hi ghways? Those roads are
ruined, but they're still here. You can see the aboninable things quite
clearly fromthe noon. Don't think about the roads. Think of the mllions of



vehicles that ran on those roads, the people filled with greed and rage and
hate, rushing past each other with their engines on fire. They say that fifty
t housand a year were killed on the roads al one. W would call that a war. Wat
peopl e they must have been, to rush day and night and to build things which
woul d hel p other people to rush even nore! They were different fromus. They
must have been wild, dirty, free. Lusting for life, perhaps, in a way that we
do not. We can easily go a thousand times faster than they ever went, but who,
nowadays, bothers to go? Wiy go? It's the same there as here, except for a few
fighters or technicians.”" He smled at his friends and added, " ... and lords
of the Instrumentality, |ike ourselves. We go for the reasons of the
Instrunentality. Not ordinary people reasons. Odinary people don't have nuch
reason to do anything. They work at the jobs which we think up for them to
keep them happy while the robots and the underpeople do the real work. They
wal k. They nake | ove. But they are never unhappy.

"They can't be!"

The Lady Mrmona di sagreed, "Life can't be as bad as you say. W don't just

thi nk they are happy. W know they are happy. We look right into their brains
with telepathy. W nonitor their enotional patterns with robots and scanners.
It's not as though we didn't have sampl es. People are always turning unhappy.
W're correcting themall the time. And now and then there are bad accidents,
whi ch even we cannot correct. \Wen people are very unhappy, they scream and
weep. Sonetimes they even stop tal king and just die, despite everything we can
do for them You can't say that isn't real!™

"But | do," said the Lord Sto Cdin.

"You do what?" cried Mrona.

"I do say this happiness is not real," he insisted.

"How can you," she shouted at him "in the face of the evidence? Qur evidence,
which we of the Instrunentality decided on a long time ago. We collect it
ourselves. Can we, the Instrunentality, be wong?"

"Yes," said the Lord Sto Cdin.

This time it was the entire circle who went silent.

Sto Odin pleaded with them "Look at ny evidence. People don't care whether
they are one—fathers or one—nApthers or not. They don't know which children are
theirs, anyhow. Nobody dares to commit suicide. W keep themtoo happy. But do
we spend any tinme keeping the tal king animals, the underpeople, as happy as
men? And do underpeopl e commit suicide?"

"Certainly," said Mmona. "They are preconditioned to commt suicide if they
are hurt too badly for easy repair or if they fail in their appointed work."
"I don't nean that. Do they ever commt suicide for their reasons, not ours?"
"No," said the Lord Nuru-or, a wi se young lord of the Instrunentality. "They
are too desperately busy doing their jobs and staying alive."

"How | ong does an underperson live?" said Sto Odin, with deceptive ml dness.
"Who knows?" said Nuru-or. "Half a year, a hundred years, naybe severa
hundred years."

"What happens if he does not work?" said the Lord Sto Odin, with a
friendly-crafty smle.

"We kill him®" said Mmna, "or our robot-police do."

"And does the animal know it?"

"Know he will be killed if he does not work?" said Mmwna. "O course. W tel
all of themthe sane thing. Wirk or die. What's that got to do with people?"
The Lord Nuru-or had fallen silent and a wi se, sad smle had begun to show on
his face. He had begun to suspect the shrewd, dreadful conclusion toward which
the Lord Sto Qdin was driving.

But Mmwna did not see it and she pressed the point. "My Lord," said she, "you
are insisting that people are happy. You adnit they do not |like to be unhappy.
You seemto want to bring up a problem which has no solution. Wy conplain of
happi ness? Isn't it the best which the Instrunentality can do for mankind?
That's our mission. Are you saying that we are failing in it?"

"Yes. W are failing." The Lord Sto Gdin | ooked blindly at the room as though
al one.



He was the ol dest and wi sest, so they waited for himto talKk.

He breathed lightly and sniled at them again. "You know when | am going to

di e?"

"OF course," said Mmona, thinking for half a second. "Seventy-seven days from
now. But you posted the tine yourself. And it is not our custom my Lord, as
you well know, to bring intimate things into nmeetings of the Instrunentality."

"Sorry," said Sto Gdin, "but 1'mnot violating a law. |'m making a point. W
are sworn to uphold the dignity of man. Yet we are killing mankind with a

bl and hopel ess happi ness whi ch has prohi bited news, which has suppressed
religion, which has made all history an official secret. | say that the
evidence is that we are failing and that manki nd, whom we've sworn to cheri sh,
is failing too. Failing in vitality, strength, nunbers, energy. | have a
little while to live. | amgoing to try to find out."

The Lord Nuru-or asked with sorrowful wi sdom as though he guessed the answer:
"And where will you go to find out?"

"I shall go," said the Lord Sto Qdin, "down into the Gebiet."

"The Cebiet—eh, no!" cried several. And one voice added, "You're inmune."

"I shall waive imunity and | shall go," said the Lord Sto Qdin. "Wo can do
anything to a man who is already al nost a thousand years old and who has
chosen only seventy-seven nore days to live?"

"But you can't!" said Mmwna. "Some criminal mght capture you and duplicate
you, and then we would all of us be in peril."

"When did you |last hear of a crimnal anong manki nd?" said Sto Qdin.

"There are plenty of them here and there in the off-worlds."

"But on Od Earth itself?" asked Sto Cdin.

She stammered. "I don't know. There nust have been a crimnal once." She

| ooked around the room "Don't any of the rest of you know?"

There was sil ence.

The Lord Sto Qdin stared at themall. In his eyes was the brightness and

fi erceness which had nmade whol e generations of lords plead with himto live
just a few nmore years, so that he could help themwi th their work. He had
agreed, but within the | ast quarter-year he had overridden themall and had

pi cked his day of death. He had | ost none of his powers in doing this. They
shrank fromhis stare while they waited with respect for his decision.

The Lord Sto Qdin | ooked at the Lord Nuru-or and said, "I think you have
guessed what | amgoing to do in the Gebiet and why | have to go there."

"The Gebiet is a preserve where no rules apply and no puni shnents are
inflicted. Odinary people can do what they want down there, not what we think
they should want. Fromall | hear, it is pretty nasty and pointless, the
things that they find out. But you, perhaps, nmay sense the inwardness of these
things. You may find a cure for the weary happi ness of nankind."

"That is right," said Sto Gdin. "And that is why | amgoing, after | make the
appropriate official preparations.”
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Go he did. He used one of the nost peculiar conveyances ever seen on Earth,
since his own |l egs were too weak to carry himfar. Wth only two-ninths' of a
year to live, he did not want to waste tinme getting his legs re-grafted

He rode in an open sedan-chair carried by two Roman | egi onari es.

The | egionaries were actually robots, without a trace of blood or living
tissue in them They were the nost conpact and difficult kind to create, since
their brains had to be located in their chests—several mllion sheets of
incredibly fine lam nations, inprinted with the whole |ife experience of an

i mportant, useful and | ong-dead person. They were clothed as | egionaries, down
to cuirasses, swords, kilts, greaves, sandals and shields, nerely because it
was the whimof the Lord Sto Odin to go behind the rimof history for his
conpani ons. Their bodies, all metal, were very strong. They could batter

wal I's, jump chasns, crush any man or underperson with their mere fingers, or
throw their swords with the accuracy of guided projectiles.

The forward | egionary, Flavius, had been head of Fourteen-B in the



Instrunental i ty—an espi onage division so secret that even anong |lords, few

knew exactly of its location or its function. He was (or had been, till he was
inmprinted on a robot-nmind as he lay dying) the director of historical research
for the whol e human race. Now he was a dull, pleasant nmachine carrying two

poles until his master chose to bring his powerful nmind into bright, furious
alert by speaking the sinple Latin phrase, understood by no other person
living, Summa nulla est.

The rear |egionary, Livius, had been a psychiatrist who turned into a general
He had won nmany battles until he chose to die, sonewhat before his ting,
because he perceived that battle itself was a struggle for the defeat of

hi nmsel f.

Toget her, and added to the inmense brai npower of the Lord Sto Gdin hinself,
they represented an unsurpassabl e team

"The Gebiet," conmanded the Lord Sto Cdin.

"The Gebiet," said both of themheavily, picking up the chair with its
supporting pol es.

"And then the Bezirk," he added.

"The Bezirk," they chimed in tonel ess voices.

Sto Odin felt his chair tilt back as Livius put his two ends of the poles
carefully on the ground, came up beside Sto Odin and saluted with open pal m
"May | awaken?" said Livius in an even, nechanical voice.

"Summa nulla est,"” said the Lord Sto Cdin.

Livius' face sprang into full animation. "You nust not go there, ny Lord! You
woul d have to waive imunity and neet all dangers. There is nothing there yet.
Not yet. Sone day they will cone pouring out of that underground Hades and
give you nen a real fight. Now, no. They are just m serabl e beings, cooking
away in their weird unhappi ness, making | ove in manners which you never

t hought of —=

"Never mnd what you think |I've thought. What's your objection in real terns?"
"It's pointless, ny Lord! You have only bits of a year to live. Do sonething
nobl e and great for man before you die. They may turn us off. W would like to
share your work before you go away."

"I's that all?" said Sto Cdin.

"My Lord," said Flavius, "you have awakened ne too. | say, go forward. Hi story
i s being respun down there. Things are | oose which you great ones of the
Instrunental ity have never even suspected. Go now and | ook, before you die.
You may do nothing, but | disagree with my conpanion. It is as dangerous as
spaces mght be, if we ever were to find it, but it is interesting. And in
this world where all things have been done, where all thoughts have been
thought, it is hard to find things which still pronpt the human nmind with raw
curiosity. I'mdead, as you perfectly well know, but even I, inside this
machi ne brain, feel the tug of adventure, the pull of danger, the magneti sm of
t he unknown. For one thing, they are committing crimes down there. And you

| ords are overl ooking them"

"We chose to overlook them W are not stupid. W wanted to see what m ght
happen,” said the Lord Sto Odin, "and we have to give those people tine before
we find out just how far they might go if they are cut off fromcontrols."
"They are having babies!" said Flavius excitedly.

"l know that"

"They have hooked in two illegal instant-nessage machi nes," shouted Fl avi us.
Sto Gdin was calm "So that's why the Earth's credit structure has appeared to
be leaking in its balance of trade."

"They have a piece of the congohelium" shouted Fl avi us.

"The congohelium " shouted the Lord Sto Qdin. "Inpossible! It's unstable. They
could kill thenselves. They could hurt Earth! Wiat are they doing with it?"
"Making music," said Flavius, nore quietly.

"Maki ng what ?"

"Music. Songs. N ce noise to dance to."

The Lord Sto Qdin sputtered, "Take me there right now This is ridiculous.
Havi ng a pi ece of the congoheliumdown there is as bad as w ping out inhabited



pl anets to play checkers."

"My Lord," said Livius.

"Yes?" said Sto din.

"I withdraw ny objections,” said Livius.
Sto din said, very drily, "Thank you."

"They have something el se down there. Wien | did not want you to go, | did not
mention it. It mght have aroused your curiosity. They have a god."

The Lord Sto Odin said, "If this is going to be a historical |lecture, save it
for another tine. Go back to sleep and carry me down."

Livius did not nove. "I nmean what | said."”

"A god? What do you call a god?"

"A person or an idea capable of starting wholly new cultural patterns in
notion. "

The Lord Sto Odin | eaned forward, "You know this?"

"We both do," said Flavius and Livius.

"W saw him" said Livius. "You told us, a tenth-year ago to wal k around
freely for thirty hours, so we put on ordinary robot bodi es and happened to
get into the Gebiet. Wien we sensed the congohel i um operating, we had to go on
down to find out what it was doing. Usually, it is enployed to keep the stars
in their place—=

"Don't tell me that | knowit. Was it a man?"

"A man," said Flavius, "who is re-living the life of Akhnaton."

"Who's that?" said the Lord Sto Odin, who knew history, but wanted to see how
much his robots knew

"A king, tall, long-faced, thick |ipped, who ruled the human worl d of Egypt

| ong, | ong before atonic power. Akhnaton invented the best of the early gods.
This man is re-enacting Akhnaton's life step by step. He has already nade a
religion out of the sun. He nocks at happi ness. People listen to him They

j oke about the Instrumentality."”

Li vius added, "We saw the girl who |oves him She herself was young, but
beautiful. And | think she has powers which will make the Instrunentality
promote her or destroy her sone day in the future."

"They both made nusic," said Flavius, "with that piece of the congohelium And
this man or god—this new ki nd of Akhnaton, whatever you may want to call him
nmy Lord-he was dancing a strange kind of dance. It was |like a corpse being
tied with rope and dancing like a marionette. The effect on the peopl e around
hi m was as good as the best hypnotismyou ever saw. |'ma robot now, but it
bot hered even ne."

"Did the dance have a nane?" said Sto Odin.

"I don't know the nane," said Flavius, "but |I menorized the song, since | have
total recall. Do you wish to hear it?"

"Certainly," said the Lord Sto Cdin.

Fl avius stood on one leg, threw his arns out at weird, inprobable angles and
began to sing in a high, insulting tenor voice which was both fascinating and

repugnant :
Junp, dear people, and I'll how for you
Jump and how and I'll weep for you

| weep because |'m a weeping man.
' ma weepi ng man because | weep.

| weep because the day is done,
Sun is gone,

Home is | ost,

Time killed dad.

| killed tine.

Wrld is round.
Day is run

Cl ouds are shot,
Stars are out,



Mountain's fire,
Rain is hot,
Hot is bl ue.

| am done.
So are you

Junp, dear people, for the howing man.
Leap, dear people, for the weepi ng man.
I'"ma weeping nan because | weep for you

"Enough," said the Lord Sto din.

Fl avius saluted. Hs face went back to am able stolidity. Just before he took
the front ends of the shaft he gl anced back and brought forth one | ast

conmment :

"The verse is skeltonic."

"Tell me nothing nore of your history. Take ne there." The robots obeyed. Soon
the chair was jogging confortably down the ranps of the ancient left-over city
whi ch sprawl ed beneath Earth-port, that mracul ous tower which seenmed to touch
t he stratocunul us clouds in the blue, clear nothingness above mankind. Sto
Qdin went to sleep in his strange vehicle and did not notice that the human
passers-by often stared at him

The Lord Sto Odin woke fitfully in strange places as the | egionaries carried
himfurther and further into the depths below the city, where sweet pressures
and warm sick snmells made the air itself feel dirty to his nose.

"Stop!" whispered the Lord Sto Gdin, and the robots stopped. "Whomam|?" he
said to them

"You have announced your will to die, nmy Lord," said Flavius, "seventy-seven
days from now, but so far your name is still the Lord Sto Gdin."

"I amalive?" the lord asked. "Yes," said both the robots. "You are dead?"

"We are not dead. W are machines, printed with the m nds of nen who once
lived. Do you wish to turn back, my Lord?"

"No. No. Now | renenber. You are the robots. Livius, the psychiatrist and
general . Flavius, the secret historian. You have the ninds of nmen, and are not
men?"

"That is right, nmy Lord," said Flavius. "Then how can | be alive—+, Sto Qdin?"
"You should feel it yourself, sir," said Livius, "though the m nd of the old
is sonetimes very strange.”

"How can | be alive?" asked Sto Qdin, staring around the city. "How can | be
al i ve when the people who knew ne are dead? They have whi pped through the
corridors like waiths of snoke, like traces of cloud; they were here, and
they loved ne, and they knew me, and now they are dead. Take my wife, Eileen
She was a pretty thing, a brown-eyed child who came out of her | earning
chanmber all perfect and all young. Tinme touched her and she danced to the
cadence of time. Her body grew full, grew old. Wt repaired it. But at |ast she
cranped in death and she went to that place to which | amgoing. If you are
dead, you ought to be able to tell me what death is |like, where the bodies and
m nds and voi ces and nusic of men and wonen whi p past these enornous
corridors, these hardy pavenents, and are then gone. How can passi ng ghosts
like nme and nmy kind, each with just a few dozen or a few hundred years to go
before the great blind winds of tinme whip us away-how can phantons |ike ne
have built this solid city, these wonderful engines, these brilliant |ights
whi ch never go din? How did we do it, when we pass so swiftly, each of us, al
of us? Do you know?" The robots did not answer. Pity had not been programmed
into their systens. The Lord Sto Qdi n harangued t hem nonet hel ess:

"You are taking me to a wild place, a free place, an evil place, perhaps. They
are dying there too, as all nen die, as | shall die, so soon, so brightly and
simply. | should have died a long tine ago. | was the peopl e who knew ne,

was the brothers and conrades who trusted ne, | was the wonen who conforted
me, | was the children whom | |oved so bitterly and so sweetly many ages ago.



Now t hey are gone. Tinme touched them and they were not. | can see everyone
that | ever knew racing through these corridors, see themyoung as toddlers,
see them proud and wise and full wi th business and maturity, see themold and
contorted as tine reached out for them and they passed hastily away. Wy did

they do it? How can | live on? Wien | amdead, will | know that | once |ived?
I know that sonme of my friends have cheated and lie in the icy sleep, hoping
for sonething which they do not know. |'ve had life, and | know it. Wat is

life? A bit of play, a bit of |earning, sone words well-chosen, sone |ove, a
trace of pain, nmore work, menories, and then dirt rushing up to nmeet sunlight.
That's all we've nade of it—we, who have conquered the stars! \Were are ny
friends? Where is my nme that | once was so sure of, when the people who knew
me were tine-swept |ike stormdriven rags toward darkness and oblivion? You
tell me. You ought to know! You are nachi nes and you were given the m nds of
men. You ought to know what we anount to, fromthe outside in."

"W were built," said Livius, "by nen and we have whatever men put into us,
not hi ng nore. How can we answer talk |like yours? It is rejected by our m nds,
good though our minds may be. W have no grief, no fear, no fury. W know the
nanes of these feelings but not the feelings thenselves. W hear your words
but we do not know what you are tal king about Are you trying to tell us what
life feels like? If so, we already know. Not nuch. Nothing special. Birds have
life too, and so do fishes. It is you people who can talk and who can knot
life into spasms and puzzles. You nuss things up. Scream ng never nade the
truth truthful, at l[east, not to us-."

"Take me down," said Sto Odin. "Take nme down to the Cebiet, where no

wel | -mannered man has gone in nmany years. | amgoing to judge that place
before | die."

They lifted the sedan-chair and resuned their gentle dog-trot down the i mense
ranps down toward the warm steam ng secrets of the Earth itself. The human
pedestri ans becane nore scarce, but undermen—opst often of gorilla or ape

ori gi n—passed them toiling their way upward whil e draggi ng shrouded treasures
whi ch they had fil ched fromthe uncatal ogued storehouses of Man's nost anci ent
past. At other tinmes there was a wild whirr of nmetal wheels on stone roadway;

t he undernen, having of fl oaded their treasures at sone internedi ate point high
above, sat on their wagons and rolled back downhill, |ike grotesque

enl argenents of the ancient human children who were once reported to have

pl ayed with wagons in this way.

A command, scarcely a whisper, stopped the two | egionaries again. Flavius
turned. Sto Odin was indeed calling both of them They stepped out of the
shafts and canme around to him one on each side.

"I may be dying right now, " he whispered, "and that would be nobst inconveni ent
at this tinme. Get out ny mani kin neee!™”

"My Lord," said Flavius, "it is strictly forbidden for us robots to touch any
human mani kin, and if we do touch one, we are conmanded to destroy oursel ves

i medi ately thereafter! Do you wish us to try, nevertheless? If so, which one
of us? You have the command, ny Lord?"
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He waited so long that even the robots began to wonder if he died am d the
thick wet air and the nearby stench of steam and oil.

The Lord Sto Qdin finally roused hinself and said:

"I need no help. Just put the bag with ny nmani kin neee on ny lap."

"This one?" asked Flavius, lifting a small brown suitcase and handling it with
a very gingerly touch indeed.

The Lord Sto Qdin gave a barely perceptible nod and whi spered, "Qpen it
carefully for me. But do not touch the manikin, if those are your orders."

Fl avius twisted at the catch of the bag. It was hard to nanage. Robots did not
feel fear, but they were intellectually attuned to the avoi dance of danger

Fl avius found his mnd racing with wild choices as he tried to get the bag
open. Sto Odin tried to help him but the ancient hand, palsied and weak,
could not even reach the top of the case. Flavius | abored on, thinking that



the Gebiet and Bezirk had their dangers, but that this nmeddling with manikins
was the riskiest thing which he had ever encountered while in robot form
though in his human Iife he had handl ed many of them including his own. They
were "mani ki n, el ectro-encephal ographi c and endocrine" in nodel form and they
showed in miniaturized replica the entire diagnostic position of the patient
for whom they were fashioned.

Sto Gdin whispered to them "There's no helping it. Turn me up. If | die, take
nmy body back and tell the people that | m sjudged ny tinme."

Just as he spoke, the case sprang open. Inside it there lay a little naked
human man, a direct copy of Sto Gdin hinself.

"W have it, my Lord," cried Livius, fromthe other side. "Let ne guide your
hand to it, so that you can see what to do."

Though it was forbidden for robots to touch nmani kins nmeee, it was |egal for
themto touch a human person with the person's consent. Livius's strong
cupro-plastic fingers, with a reserve of many tons of gripping power in their
human-1i ke design, pulled the hands of the Lord Sto Odin forward until they
rested on the mani kin nmeee. Flavius, quick, snoboth, agile, held the lord's
head upright on his weary old neck, so that the ancient lord could see what

t he hands were doi ng.

"I's any part dead?" said the old lord to the mani kin, his voice clearer for

t he nmonent

The mani kin shimrered and two spots of solid black showed al ong the outside
upper right thigh and the right buttock

"Organic reserve?" said the lord to his own nmani kin neee, and again the
machi ne responded to his command. The whol e mniature body shimed to a

vi ol ent purple and then subsided to an even pink

"I still have some all-around strength left in this body, prosthetics and
all,"” said Sto Gdin to the two robots. "Set nme up, | tell you! Set me up."
"Are you sure, ny Lord," said Livius, "that we should do a thing like that
here where the three of us are alone in a deep tunnel? In |less than half an
hour we could take you to a real hospital, where actual doctors could exam ne
you. "

"I said," repeated the Lord Sto Qdin, "set nme up. I'll watch the manikin while
you do it."

"Your control is in the usual place, ny Lord?" asked Livius.

"How nuch of a turn?" asked Fl avi us.

"Nape of ny neck, of course. The skin over it is artificial and self-sealing.
One twelfth of a turn will be enough. Do you have a knife with you?"

Fl avi us nodded. He took a snmall sharp knife fromhis belt, probed gently
around the old lord' s neck and then brought the knife down with a quick, sure
turn.

"That did it!" said Sto Qdin, in a voice so hearty that both of them stepped
back a little. Flavius put the knife back in his belt. Sto Gdin, who had

al nost been comatose a nonment before, now held the mani kin neee in his unaided
hands. "See, gentlenmen!" he cried. "You may be robots, but you can still see
the truth and report it."

They both | ooked at the mani kin meee, which Sto Gdin now held in front of
hinsel f, his thunb and fingertip in the arnpits of the medical doll

"Watch what it reads,"” he said to themwi th a clear, ringing voice.
"Prosthetics!" he shouted at the manikin.

The tiny body changed fromits pink color to a nmixture. Both |l egs turned the
color of a deep bruised blue. The legs, the left arm one eye, one ear and the
skul | cap stayed blue, showi ng the prostheses in place.

"Felt pain!" shouted Sto Odin at the manikin. The little doll returned to its
light pink color. AIl the details were there, even to genitals, toe-nails and
eyel ashes. There was no trace of the black color of pain in any part of the
l[ittle body.

"Potential pain!" shouted Sto Qdin. The doll shinmrered. Most of it settled to
the col or of dark wal nut wood, with sone areas of intense brown show ng nore
clearly than the rest.



"Potential breakdown—ene day!" shouted Sto Qdin. The little body went back to

its normal color of pink. Small Iightnings showed at the base of the brain,
but nowhere el se.

"I"'mall right," said Sto Gdin. "I can continue as | have done for the | ast
several hundred years. Leave me set up on this high life-output. | can stand

it for a few hours, and if | cannot, there's little lost." He put the manikin
back in its bag, hung the bag on the doorhandl e of the sedan-chair and
conmanded the | egionaries, "Proceed!"

The legionaries stared at himas if they could not see him

He foll owed the lines of glance and saw that they were gazing rigidly at his
mani kin neee. It had turned bl ack

"Are you dead?" asked Livius, speaking as hoarsely as a robot coul d.

"Not dead at all!" cried Sto Gdin. "I have been death in fractions of a
monent, but for the time | amstill life. That was just the pain-sum of ny
living body which showed on the mani kin neee. The fire of life still burns
within me. Watch as | put the manikin away ... " The doll flared into a swirl
of pastel orange as the Lord Sto Qdin pulled the cover down.

They | ooked away as though they had seen an evil or an expl osion

"Down men, down," he cried, calling themwong names as they stepped back
between their carrying shafts to take hi m deeper under the vitals of the
earth.
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He dreamed brown dreans while they trotted down endl ess ranps. He woke a
little to see the yellow walls passing. He |l ooked at his dry old hand and it
seened to himthat in this atnosphere, he had hinsel f become nore reptilian

t han hunan.

"I am caught by the dry, drab enturtlenment of old, old age," he murnured, but
the voice was weak and the robots did not hear him They were runni ng downward
on a | ong neani ngl ess concrete ranp which had becone filmed by a | eak of
ancient oil, and they were taking care that they did not stunble and drop
their precious nmaster.

At a deep, hidden point the downward ranp divided, the left into a broad arena
of steps which could have seated thousands of spectators for sone
never-to-occur event, and right into a narrow ranp which bore upward and then
curved, yellow lights and all

"Stop!" called Sto Cdin. "Do you see her? Do you hear it?"

"Hear what?" said Flavius.

"The beat and the cadence of the congoheliumrising out of the Gebiet. The
whirl and the skirl of inpossible rmusic coming at us through mles of solid
rock? That girl whom| can already see, waiting at a door which should never
have been opened? The sound of the star-borne music, not designed for the
proper human ear?" He shouted, "Can't you hear it? That cadence. The unl awf ul
nmetal of congohelium so terrible far underground? Dah, dab. Dah, dah. Dah
Musi ¢ whi ch nobody has ever understood before?"

Said Flavius, "I hear nothing, saving the pulse of air in this corridor, and
your own heartbeat, my Lord. And sonething else, a little |like machinery, very
far away."

"There, that!" cried Sto Qdin, "which you call "a little like machinery,' does

it cone in a beat of five separate sounds, each one distinct?"

"No. No, sir. Not five."

"And you, Livius, when you were a man, you were very telepathic? Is there any
of that left in the robot which is you?"

"No, my Lord, nothing. | have good senses, and | amalso cut into the
subsurface radio of the Instrunentality. Nothing unusual."

"No five-beat? Each note separate, short of prolonged, given neani ng and shape
by the terrible nmusic of the congohelium inprisoned with us inside this
much-too-solid rock? You hear nothing?"

The two robots, shaped |ike Roman | egionaries shook their heads.

"But | can see her, through this stone. She has breasts like ripe pears and



dark brown eyes that are |like the stones of fresh-cut peaches. And | can hear
what they are singing, their weird silly words of a pentapaul, made into

somet hing majestic by the awful music of the congohelium Listen to the words.
When | repeat them they sound just silly, because the dread-inspiring music
does not cone with them Her nane is Santuna and she stares at him No wonder
she stares. He is much nore tall than nost nen, yet he makes this foolish song
into somet hing frightening and strange.

SlimJim
D m hi m
Gim

And his name is Yebayee, but now he is Sun-boy. He has the |ong face and the
thick lips of the first man to tal k about one god and one only. Akhnaton."
"Akhnat on the pharaoh," said Flavius. "That name was known in ny office when |
was a man. It was a secret. One of the first and greatest of the

nor e-t han- anci ent ki ngs. You see him ny Lord?"

"Through this rock | see him Through this rock | hear the delirium engendered
by the congohelium | go to him" The Lord Sto Odin stepped out of the
sedan-chair and beat softly and weakly against the solid stone wall of the
corridor. The yellow | anps gl eaned. The | egionaries were hel pl ess. Here was
somet hi ng which their sharp swords could not pierce. Their once-hunan
personalities, engraved on their mcromniaturized brains, could not make
sense out of the all-too-human situation of an old, old man dreanming wld
dreams in a renote tunnel

Sto Odin | eaned against the wall, breathing heavily, and said to themwth a
sibilant rasp:

"These are no whi spers which can be m ssed. Can't you hear the five-beat of

t he congohelium naking its crazy music again? Listen to the words of this
one. It's another pentapaul. Silly, bony words given flesh and bl ood and

entrails by the music which carries them Here, listen
Try. Vie.

Cy. De.

Bye.

Thi s one you did not hear either?"

"May | use ny radio to ask the surface of Earth for advice?" said one of the
robots.

"Advi ce! Advice! Wat advice do we need? This is the Gebiet and one nore hour
of running and you will be in the heart of the Bezirk."

"He clinbed back into the sedan-chair and conmanded, "Run, nmen, run! It can't
be nore than three or four kiloneters sonmewhere in this warren of stone.

will guide you. If I stop guiding you, you may take ny body back to the
surface, so that | can be given a wonderful funeral and be shot with a
rocket-coffin into space with an orbit of no return. You have nothing to worry
about. You are nachi nes, nothing nore, are you not? Are you not?" H s voice
shrilled at the end.

Said Flavius, "Nothing nore."

Sai d Livius, "Nothing nore. And yet—

"And yet what?" denanded the Lord Sto din.

"And yet," said Livius, "I know | am a nmachine, and | know that | have known
feelings only when | was once a living man. | sonetines wonder if you people
m ght go too far. Too far, with us robots. Too far, perhaps, with the

under peopl e too. Things were once sinple, when everything that tal ked was a
human bei ng and everything which did not talk was not. You may be coming to an
endi ng of the ways."

"I'f you had said that on the surface,"” said the Lord Sto Odin grimy, "your
head m ght have been burned off by its automatic magnesium flare. You know
that there you are nonitored against having illegal thoughts."

"Too well do | knowit," said Livius, "and | know that | nust have died once
as a man, if | exist here in robot form Dying didn't seemto hurt nme then and
it probably won't hurt next time. But nothing really matters nuch when we get
down this far into the Earth. When we get this far down, everything changes. |



never really understood that the inside of the world was this big and this
sick."

"I't's not how far down we are," said the lord crossly, "it's where we are.
This is the Gebiet, where all |aws have been lifted, and down bel ow and over
yonder is the Bezirk, where | aws have never been. Carry ne rapidly now | want

to look on this strange nmusician with the face of Akhnaton and | want to talk
to the girl who worships him Santuna. Run carefully now Up a little, to the

left alittle. If I sleep, do not worry. Keep going. | will waken nyself when
we cone anywhere near that nusic of the congohelium If | can hear it now, so
far away, think of what it will be |like when you yoursel ves approach it!"

He | eaned back in his seat. They picked up the shafts of the sedan-chair and
ran in the direction which they had been told.
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They had run for nore than an hour, w th occasi onal del ays when they had
tricky footwork over |eaking pipes or damaged wal kways, when the |ight becane
so bright that they had to reach in their pouches and put on sun-gl asses,

whi ch | ooked very odd i ndeed underneath the Ronman helmets of two fully arned

| egionaries. (It was even nore odd, of course, that the eyes were not eyes at
all; robot eyes were like white marbles swimming in little bowls of glittering
i nk, producing a grimy nilky stare.) They | ooked at their master and he had
not yet stirred, so they took a corner of his robe and twisted it firmy into
a bandage to protect his eyes against the bright |ight.

The new |ight nade the yell ow bul bs of the corridor fade out of notice. The
light was |ike a whole aurora borealis conpressed and projected through the
basement corridor of a hotel left over fromlong ago. Neither of the robots
knew the nature of the light, but it pulsed in beats of five.

The music and the |ights becanme obtrusive even to the two robots as they

wal ked or trotted downward toward the center of the world. The air-forcing
system must have been very strong, because the inner heat of the earth had not
reached them even at this great depth. Flavius had no idea of how nany

kil ometers bel ow the surface they had cone. He knew that it was not rmuch in

pl anetary di stance, but it was very far indeed for an ordinary wal k.

The Lord Sto Qdin sat up in the litter quite suddenly. Wen the two robots

sl owed, he said crossly at them

"Keep going. Keep going. | amgoing to set myself up. |I'mstrong enough to do
it."

He took out his nmanikin neee and studied it in the |ight of the m nor aurora
borealis which repeated itself in the corridor. The manikin ran through its
changes of diagnoses and colors. The lord was satisfied. Wth firmold fingers
he put the knifetip to the back of his neck and set his output of vital
energies at an even higher |evel.

The robots did what they had been told.

The lights had been bew | dering. Sonetinmes they made wal king itself difficult.
It was hard to believe that dozens or hundreds, perhaps thousands, of human
bei ngs had found their way through these uncharted corridors in order to

di scover the innobst precincts of Bezirk, where all things were allowed. Yet
the robots had to believe it. They thensel ves had been here before and they
scarcely renenbered how they had found their way the other tine.

And the nusic! It beat at them harder than ever before. It canme in beats of
five, ringing out the tones of the pentapaul, the five-word verse which the
mad cat-ninstrel C paul had devel oped while playing his c'lute some centuries
before. The formitself confirmed and reinforced the poignancy of cats
conbined with the heartbreaking intelligence of the human bei ng. No wonder
peopl e had found their way down here.

In all the history of man, there was no act which could not be produced by any
one of the three bitterest forces in the human spirit—eligious faith,
vengeful vainglory or sheer vice. Here, for the sake of vice, nen had found

t he undi scoverabl e deep and had put it to wild, filthy uses. The nusic called
t hem on.



This was very special nusic. It came at Sto Gdin and his |l egionaries in two
utterly different ways by now, reverberating at themthrough solid rock and
echoi ng, re-echoing through the maze of corridors, carried by the dark heavy

air. The corridor lights were still yellow, but the el ectromagnetic
illumnations, which kept time to the music, nade the ordinary lighting seem
wan. The music controlled all things, paced all time, called all life to

itself. It was song of a kind which the two robots had not noticed with such
intensity on their previous visit.

Even the Lord Sto Odin, for all his travels and experiences, had never heard
it before.

It was all of this:

The beat and the heat and the neat repeat of the notes which poured fromthe
congohel i um netal never made for nusic, matter and antinmatter |ocked in a fine
magnetic grid to ward off the outernmpost perils of space. Now a piece of it was
deep in the body of Add Earth, counting out strange cadences. The churn and
the burn and the hot return of music riding the living rock, acconpanying
itself in an air-carried echo. The surge and the urge of an erotic dirge which
nmoaned, groaned through the heavy stone.

Sto Odi n woke and stared sharply forward, seeing nothing but experiencing
ever yt hi ng.

"Soon we shall see the gate and the girl," said he.

"You know this, man? You who have never been here before?" Livius had spoken
"I knowit," said the Lord Sto CQdin, "because | knowit"

"You wear the feathers of inmunity."

"I wear the feathers of immunity."

"Does that mean that we, your robots, are free too, down in this Bezirk?"
"Free as you like," said the Lord Sto Odin, "provided that you do ny w shes.

O herwise | shall kill you."

"I'f we keep going," said Flavius, "may we sing the underpeople song? It m ght
keep sone of that terrible music out of our brains. The nusic has all feelings
and we have none. Nevertheless it disturbs us. | do not know why."

"My radio contact with the surface has | apsed,"” said Livius irrelevantly. "I
need to sing too."

"Go ahead, both of you," said the Lord Sto Qdin. "But keep on going, or you
die."

The robots lifted their voice in song:

| eat ny rage.

I swallow nmy grief.

There's no relief

From pai n or age.

Qur time cones.

I work my life.
| breathe my breath.
| face my death
Wthout a wife.
Qur time cones.

We under men

Shove, crush and crash.
There'll be a clash
And t hunder when

Qur tinme cones.

Though the song had the barbarous, ancient thrill of bagpipes init, the

nmel ody could not counter or cancel the sane, wild rhythm of the congohelium
beating at them now, fromall directions at once.

"Ni ce piece of sedition, that," said the Lord Sto Odin drily, "but | like it
better as nusic than | do this noise which is tearing its way through the
dept hs of the world. Keep going. Keep going. | nust neet this nystery before



die."

"We find it hard to endure that music com ng at us through the rock," said

Li vi us.

"It seens to us that it is much stronger than it was when we cane here sone
nmont hs ago. Could it have changed?" asked Fl avi us.

"That is the nmystery. W let them have the Gebiet, beyond our own
jurisdiction. W gave themthe Bezirk, to do with as they please. But these
ordi nary peopl e have created or encountered sone extraordi nhary power. They
have brought new things into the Earth. It may be necessary for all three of
us to die before we settle the matter."

"We can't die the way you do," said Livius. "W're already robots, and the
peopl e from whom we were inprinted have been dead a long tine. Do you nean you
would turn us of f?"

"I woul d, perhaps, or else sone other force. Wuld you m nd?"

"M nd? You nean, have enotions about it? | don't know, " said Flavius. "I used
to think that | had real, full experience when you used the phrase summa null a
est and brought us up to full capacity, but that music which we have been
hearing has the effect of a thousand passwords all said at once. | am
beginning to care about ny life and | think that I am becom ng what your
reference explained by the word 'afraid ."

"I too feel it," said Livius. "This is not a power which we knew to exi st on
Earth before. When | was a strategi st soneone told ne about the really

i ndescri babl e dangers connected wi th the Dougl as- Quyang pl anets, and it seens
to nme now that a danger of that kind is already with us, here inside the
tunnel . Somet hi ng whi ch Earth never made. Sonethi ng which man never devel oped.
Sonet hi ng whi ch no robot could out-conpute. Sonething wild and very strong
brought into being by the use of the congohelium Look around us."

He did not need to say that. The corridor itself had becone a living, pulsing
rai nbow.

They turned one last loop in the corridor and they were there—

The very last limt of the real mof distress.

The source of evil nusic.

The end of the Bezirk.

They knew it because the nusic blinded them the |lights deafened them their
senses ran into one another and becanme confused. This was the imediate
presence of the congohelium

There was a door, immensely large, carved with el aborate Gothic ornanent. It
was much too big for any human man to have had need of it. In the door a
single figure stood, her breasts accented into vivid brights and darks by the
brilliant |ight which poured fromone side of the door only, the right.

They coul d see through the door, into an i mense hall wherein the floor was
covered by hundreds of |inp bundles of ragged clothing. These were the people,
unconsci ous. Above them and between themthere danced the high figure of a
mal e, holding a glittering sonething in his hands. He prow ed and | eaped and
twi sted and turned to the pulsation of the rmusic which he hinself produced.
"Summa nulla est,” said the Lord Sto Odin. "I want you two robots to be keyed
to maxi mum Are you now to top alert?"

"We are, sir," chorused Livius and Fl avi us.

"You have your weapons?"

"We cannot use them" said Livius, "since it is contrary to our programi ng,
but you can use them sir."

"I"'mnot sure," said Flavius. "I"'mnot at all sure. W are equipped with
surface weapons. This nusic, these hypnotics, these Iights—who knows what they
may have done to us and to our weapons, which were never designed to operate
this far underground?”

"No fear," said Sto Gdin, "I'Il take care of all of it."

He took out a small knife.

When the kni fe gl eaned under the dancing lights, the girl in the doorway
finally took notice of the Lord Sto Gdin and his strange conpanions.

She spoke to him and her voice rode through the heavy air with the accents of



clarity and death.
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"Who are you," she said, "that you should bring weapons to the | ast utternost
limts of the Bezirk?"

"This is just a small knife, lady," said the Lord Sto Odin, "and with this I
can do no harmto anyone. | aman old man and | amsetting my own vitality
button higher."

She wat ched incuriously as he brought the point of the knife to the nape of
his own neck and then gave it three full, deliberate turns.

Then she stared and said, "You are strange, ny Lord. Perhaps you are dangerous
to ny friends and ne."

"I am dangerous to no one." The robots | ooked at him surprised, because of
the full ness and the richness of his voice. He had set his vitality very high
i ndeed, giving hinself, at that rate, perhaps no nore than an hour or two of
life, but he had regained the physical power and the enmptional force of his
own prine years. They | ooked at the girl. She had taken Sto Odin's statenent
at full face value, alnost as though it were an incontrovertible canon of
faith.

"I wear," Sto Odin went on, "these feathers. Do you know what they signify?"
"I can see," she said, "that you are a lord of the Instrunentality, but | do
not know what the feathers nmean ... "

"Wai ver of immunity. Anyone who can nmanage it is allowed to kill me or to hurt
me wit hout danger of punishnment." He smiled, a little grimy. "OfF course,

have the right to fight back, and I do know how to fight. My name is the Lord
Sto din. Wy are you here, girl?"

"I love that man in there—+f he is a nman any nore."

She stopped and pursed her lips in bewildernment. It was strange to see those
girlish lips conpressed in a monentary stammer of the soul. She stood there,
nore nude than a newborn infant, her face covered with provocative, off-beat
cosnetics. She lived for a mission of love in the depths of the nothing and
nowhere: yet she remained a girl, a person, a human being capable, as she was
now, of an imediate relationship to another human bei ng.

"He was a man, ny Lord, even when he cane back fromthe surface with that

pi ece of congohelium Only a few weeks ago, those people were dancing too. Now
they just lie on the ground. They do not even die. | myself held the
congoheliumtoo, and I nade nusic with it. Now the power of the nusic is
eating himup and he dances without resting. He won't cone out to ne and | do
not dare go into that place with him Perhaps | too would end up as one nore
heap on the floor."

A crescendo of the intol erable nmusic made speech intol erable for her. She
waited for it to pass while the room beyond bl azed a pul sing violet at them
When the nusic of the congohelium subsided a little, Sto Gdin spoke: "How | ong
has it been that he has danced alone with this strange power coursing through
hi n®"

"One year. Two years. Who can tell? | came down here and |l ost time when
arrived. You lords don't even let us have clocks and cal endars up on the
surface. "

"W oursel ves saw you dancing just a tenth-year ago," said Livius,

i nterrupting.

She gl anced at them quickly, incuriously. "Are you the sane two robots who
were here a while back? You | ook very different now. You |ook |ike ancient
soldiers. | can't imagine why ... Al right, maybe it was a week, maybe it was
a year."

"What were you doi ng down here?" asked Sto Qdin, gently.

"What do you think?" she said. "Wiy do all the other people come down here?
was running away fromthe tinmeless time, the lifeless life, the hopel ess hope
that you lords apply to all mankind on the surface. You let the robots and the
under peopl e work, but you freeze the real people in a happi ness which has no
hope and no escape."



"I"'mright," cried Sto &din. "lI'mright, though | die for it!"

"I don't understand you," said the girl. "Do you nmean that you too, a lord,
have cone down here to escape fromthe usel ess hope that waps up all of us?"
"No, no, no," he said, as the shifting lights of the congohelium nusic made

i nprobabl e traceries across his features. "l just neant that | told the other
lords that sonething like this was happening to you ordi nary people on the
surface. Now you are telling me exactly what | told them Wuo were you,
anyhow?"

The girl glanced down at her uncl othed body as though she were aware, for the
first time, of her nakedness. Sto Qdin could see the blush pour fromher face
down across her neck and chest. She said, very quietly:

"Don't you know? W never answer that question down here."

"You have rul es?" he said. "You people have rules, even here in the Bezirk?"
She brightened up when she realized that he had not neant the indecent
guestion as an inpropriety. Eagerly she explained. "There aren't any rules.
They are just understandi ngs. Sonmebody told ne when |I left the ordinary world
and crossed the line of Gebiet. | suppose they did not tell you because you
were a lord, or because they hid from your strange war-robots."

"I met no one, com ng down."

"Then they were hiding fromyou, my Lord."

Sto Odin | ooked around at his legionaries to see if they would confirmthat

statenment but neither Flavius nor Livius said anything at all. He turned back
to the girl. "I didn't nmean to pry. Can you tell ne what kind of person you
are? | don't need the particulars.”

"When | was alive, | was a once-born," she said. "I did not |live |ong enough

to be renewed. The robots and a subconmi ssioner of the Instrumentality took a
look at me to see if |I could be trained for the Instrunentality. More than

enough brains, they said, but no character at all. | thought about that a |ong
time. 'No character at all.' | knew !l couldn't kill ny self, and I didn't want
to live, so | |ooked happy every tine |I thought a nmonitor m ght be scanning ne
and | found ny way to the Gebiet. It wasn't death, and it wasn't life, but it
was an escape fromendless fun. | hadn't been down here | ong— she pointed at

t he Gebi et above them—~before I met him W |oved each other very soon and he
said that the Gebiet was not much inprovenent on the surface. He said he had
al ready been down here, in the Bezirk |ooking for a fun-death."

"A what?" said Sto Gdin, as if he could not believe the words. "A fun-death.
Those were his words and his idea. | followed himaround and we | oved each
other. | waited for himwhen he went to the surface to get the congohelium |
t hought that his love for me would put the fun-death out of his mnd."

"Are you telling me the whole truth?" said Sto Gdin. "Or is this just your
part of the story?"

She stanmered protests but he did not ask again. The Lord Sto Qdin said
not hi ng but he | ooked heavily at her. She winced, bit her lip, and finally
said, through all the nusic and the lights, very clearly indeed, "Stop it. You
are hurting me."

The Lord Sto Qdin stared at her, said innocently, "I am doing nothing," and
stared on. There was nmuch to stare at. She was a girl the color of honey. Even
t hrough these |lights and shadows he coul d see that she had no clothing at all.
Nor did she have a single hair left on her body—o head of hair, no eyebrows,
probably no eyel ashes, though he could not tell at that distance. She had
traced gol den eyebrows far up on her forehead, giving her the | ook of endl ess
nmocki ng i nquiry. She had painted her nouth gold, so that when she spoke, her
wor ds cascaded from a gol den source. She had pai nted her upper eyelids gol den
too, but the lower were black as carbon itself. The total effect was alien to
all the previous experiences of mankind: it was |ascivious grief to the

t housandt h power, dry wantonness perpetually unfulfilled, fenaleness in the
service of renote purposes, humanity enraptured by strange pl anets.

He stood and stared. If she were still human at all, this would sooner or
|ater force her to take the initiative. It did.

She spoke again, "Who are you? You are living too fast, too fiercely. Wy



don't you go in and dance, like all the others?" She gestured past the open
door, where the ragged unconsci ous shapes of all the people |lay strewn about
the floor.

"You call that dancing?" said the Lord Sto Qdin. "I do not. There is one man
who dances. Those others lie on the floor. Let nme ask you the sane question
Why don't you dance yoursel f?"

"I want him not the dance. | am Santuna and he seized nme once in hunan,
nortal, ordinary |love. But he becones Sun-boy, nore so every day, and he
dances with those people who lie on the floor—=

"You call that dancing?" snapped the Lord Sto Qdin. He shook his head and
added grimy, "I see no dance."

"You don't see it? You really don't see it?" she cried.

He shook his head obstinately and grimy

She turned so that she | ooked into the room beyond her and she brought her

hi gh, clear penetrating wail which even cut through the five-beat pulse of the
congohel i um She cri ed:

"Sun- boy, Sun-boy, hear ne!"

There was no break in the quick escape of the feet which pattered in the
figure eight, no slowi ng down the fingers which beat against the shinmering
non-focus of the netal which was carried in the dancer's arns.

"My lover, ny beloved, ny man!" she cried again, her voice even nore shril

and demandi ng t han before.

There was a break in the cadence of the nusic and the dance. The dancer
sheered toward themw th a perceptible slowi ng down of his cadence. The lights
of the inner room the great door and the outer hall all became nore steady.
Sto Gdin could see the girl nore clearly; she really didn't have a single hair
on her body. He could see the dancer too; the young nman was tall, thin beyond
the ordinary suffering of man, and the nmetal which he carried shimered |ike
water reflecting a thousand |ights. The dancer spoke, quickly and angrily:
"You called ne. You have called me thousands of tines. Come on in, if you

wi sh. But don't call ne."

As he spoke, the music faded out conpletely, the bundles on the floor began to
stir and to groan and to awaken.

Santuna stamered hastily, "This time it wasn't nme. It was these people. One
of themis very strong. He cannot see the dancers.”

The Sun-boy turned to the Lord Sto Gdin. "Cone in and dance then, if you w sh.
You are already here. You might as well. Those nachi nes of yours— he nodded
at the robot-I|egionari es—they couldn't dance anyhow. Turn themoff." The
dancer started to turn away.

"l shall not dance, but | would like to see it," said Sto Gdin, with enforced
m | dness. He did not like this young nan at all—-not the phosphorescence of his
skin, the dangerous netal cradled in his arm the suicidal recklessness of his
pranci ng wal k. Anyhow, there was too nuch light this far underground and too
few expl anati ons of what was being done.

"Man, you're a peeper. That's real nasty, for an old man like you. O do you
just want to be a man?"

The Lord Sto Qdin felt his tenper flare up. "Wo are you, man, that you should

call man man in such a tone? Aren't you still human, yourself?"
"Who knows? Who cares? | have tapped the nusic of the universe. | have piped
al | imagi nabl e happiness into this room | amgenerous. | share it with these

friends of mne." Sun-boy gestured at the ragged heaps on the floor, who had
begun to squirmin their msery without the music. As Sto Gdin saw into the
roomnore clearly, he could see that the bundles on the fl oor were young
peopl e, nostly young nen, though there were a few girls anong them They al
of them | ooked sick and weak and pal e.

Sto Odin retorted. "I don't like the looks of this. |I have half a nmind to
sei ze you and to take that mnetal ."

The dancer spun on the ball of his right foot, as though to leap away in a
wi | d prance.

The Lord Sto Qdin stepped into the room after Sun-boy.



Sun-boy turned full circle, so that he faced Sto Odi n once agai n. He pushed
the lord out of the door, marching himfirmy but irresistibly three steps
backwar d

"Fl avius, seize the netal. Livius, take the man," spat Sto Qdin.

Nei t her robot noved.

Sto Gdin, his senses and his strength set high by the severe tw st upward

whi ch he had given his vitality button, stepped forward to seize the
congohel i um hi nsel f. Made one step and no nore: he froze in the doorway,

i mobi | e.

He had not felt like that since the last tine the doctors put himin a surgery
machi ne, when they found that part of his skull had devel oped bone-cancer from
old, old radiation in space and fromthe subsequent effects of sheer age. They
had given hima prosthetic half-skull and for the time of the operation he had
been i mobilized by straps and drugs. This tine there were no straps, no
drugs, but the forces which Sun-boy had invoked were equally strong.

The dancer danced in an enornous figure-eight anong the cl othed bodies |ying
on the floor. He had been singing the song which the robot Flavius had
repeated far up above, on the surface of the Earth—+the song about the weeping
nman.

But Sun-boy did not weep.

H s ascetic, thin face was twisted in a broad grin of nockery. Wen he sang
about sorrow it was not sorrow which he really expressed, but derision

| aughter, contenpt for ordinary human sorrow. The congohel i um shi mmered and
the aurora borealis alnost blinded Sto Gdin. There were two other drums in the
m ddl e of the room one with high notes and the other with even hi gher ones.
The congohel i um resonat ed: boom—JFaoom doom doom— ooml

The large ordinary drumrattled out, when Sun-boy passed at and reached out
his fingers: ritiplin, ritiplin, rataplan, ritiplin!

The small, strange drumenitted only two notes, and it al nost croaked them

ki d- nork, kid-nork, kid-nork!

As Sun-boy danced back the Lord Sto Qdin thought that he could hear the voice
of the girl Santuna, calling to Sun-boy, but he could not turn his head to see
i f she were speaking.

Sun-boy stood in front of Sto Odin, his feet still weaving as he danced, his

t hunbs and his palnms torturing hypnotic di ssonances fromthe gl eam ng
congohel i um

"dd man, you tried to trick ne. You failed."

The Lord Sto Qdin tried to speak, but the muscles of his nouth and throat
woul d not respond. He wondered what force this was, which could stop al

unusual effort but still |leave his heart free to beat, his lungs to breathe,
his brain (both natural and prosthetic) to think

The boy danced on. He danced away a few steps, turned and danced back to Sto
adi n.

"You wear the feathers of imunity. | amfree to kill you. If | did the Lady
Mrona and the Lord Nuru-or and your other friends woul d never know what
happened. "

If Sto Odin could have noved his eyelids that nuch, he woul d have opened his
eyes in astoni shnment at the discovery that a superstitious dancer, far

under ground, knew the secret business of the Instrunentality.

"You can't believe what you are | ooking at, even though you see it plainly,"
sai d Sun-boy nore seriously. "You think that a lunatic has found a way to work
wonders with a piece of the congoheliumtaken far underground. Foolish old
man! No ordinary lunatic would have carried this nmetal down here w t hout

bl owi ng up the fragment and hinmself with it. No man coul d have done what |
have done. You are thinking, If the ganbler who took the name Sun-boy is not a
man, what is he? What brings the power and nusic of the Sun so far down

under ground? Who nmekes the wretched ones of the world dreamin a crazy, happy
sleep while their life spills and | eaks into a thousand kinds of tines, a

t housand kinds of worlds? Wo does it, if it is not mere me? You don't have to
ask. | can tell perfectly well what you are thinking. I'Il dance it for you.



am a very kind man, even though you do not |ike ne."

The dancer's feet had been nmoving in the same place while he spoke.

Suddenly he whirl ed away, |eaping and vaulting over the wetched human fi gures
on the floor.

He passed the big drumand touched it: ritiplin, rataplan

Left hand brushed the little drum kid-nork, kid-nork

Bot h hands sei zed the congohelium as though the strong wists were going to
tear it apart.

The whol e room bl azed with rmusic, gleamed with thunder as the human senses

i nterpenetrated each other. The Lord Sto Qdin felt the air pass his skin |like
cool, wet oil. Sun-boy the dancer becane transparent and through himthe Lord
Sto Gdin could see a | andscape which was not earth and never woul d be.

"Fl um nescent, |um nescent, incandescent, fluorescent," sang the dancer
"Those are the worlds of the Dougl as-Quyang pl anets, seven planets in a close
group, all travelling together around a single sun. Wirlds of wild nmagnetism
and perpetual dustfall, where the surfaces of the planets are changed by the
forever-shifting nagnetismof their erratic orbits! Strange worlds, where
stars dance dances wilder than any dance ever conceived by man-pl anets which
have a consci ousness in comon, but perhaps not intelligence—pl anets which
call ed across all space and all tinme for conpanionship until I, me the

ganbl er, came down to this cavern and found them Were you had left them ny
Lord Sto Qdin, when you said to a robot:

" 'l do not like the | ooks of those planets,' said you, Sto Odin, speaking to
a robot a long time ago. 'People mght get sick or crazy, just |ooking at
them' said you, Sto Qdin, long, |long ago. 'Hide the know edge in sone out of
the way computer,' you conmanded, Sto Odin, before | was born. But the
conputer was that one, that one in the corner behind you, which you cannot
turn to see. | cane down to this room |ooking for a fun-suicide, sonething
really unusual which would bang the noddi es when they found | had gotten away.
| danced here in the darkness, alnmpst the way | am danci ng now, and | had

t aken about twelve different kinds of drugs, so that | was wild and free and
very very receptive. That computer spoke to me, Sto Odin. Your conputer, not
mne. It spoke to me, and you know what it said?

"You mght as well know, Sto Odin, because you are dying. You set your
vitality high in order to fight ne. | have nade you stand still. Could | do
that if | were a nere man? Look. | will turn solid again."

Wth a rainbowlike scream of chords and sounds, Sun-boy tw sted the
congohel i um again until both the inner chanber and the outer bloonmed with
lights of a thousand col ors and the deep underground air becane drenched wth
musi ¢ whi ch seened psychotic, because no human mnd had ever invented it. The
Lord Sto Odin, inprisoned in his own body with his two | egionary-robots frozen
hal f a pace behind him wondered if he really were dying in vain and tried to
guess whet her he woul d be blinded and deafened by this dancer before he died.
The congohelium tw sted and shone before him

Sun- boy danced backward over the bodies on the floor, danced backward with an
odd cadenced run whi ch | ooked as though he were plunging forward in a wld,
conpetitive foot-race when the nusic and his own footsteps carried hi mback
toward the center of the inner room The figure junped in an odd stance, face
| ooki ng so far downward that Sun-boy m ght have been studying his own steps on
the floor, the congohelium held above and behind his neck, legs lifting high
in the cruel high-kneed prance.

The Lord Sto Qdin thought he could hear the girl calling again, but he could
not di stingui sh words.

The drums spoke again: ritiplin, ritiplin, rataplan! and then kid-nork

ki d-nork, ki d-nork!

The dancer spoke as the pandenoni um subsi ded. He spoke, as his voice was high
strange, |like a bad recording played on the wong machi ne:

"The sonething is talking to you. You can talk."

The Lord Sto Qdin found that his throat and |ips noved. Quietly, secretly,
like an old soldier, he tried his feet and fingers: these did not nove. Only



his voice could be used. He spoke, and he said the obvious:

"Who are you, sonething?"

Sun- boy | ooked across at Sto Odin. He stood erect and calm Only his feet
nmoved, and they did a wild, agile little jig which did not affect the rest of
hi s body. Apparently sone kind of dance was necessary to keep the connection
goi ng between the unexpl ai ned reach of the Dougl as-Quyang pl anets, the piece
of the congohelium the nore than human dancer and the tortured blissful
figures on the floor. The face, the face itself was quite conposed and al npst
sad.

"I have been told," said Sun-boy, "to show you who I am™

He danced around the druns: rataplan, rataplan! kid-nork-nork, kid-nork

ki d- nor k- nor k!

He hel d the congohel i um high and wenched it so that a great noan canme out.
Sto Odin felt sure that a sound as wild and forlorn as that woul d be sure to
reach the surface of the Earth many kil oneters above, but his prudent judgment
assured himthat this was a fanciful thought gestated by his persona
situation, and that any real sound strong enough to reach all the way to the
surface would al so be strong enough to bring the bruised and shattered rock of
the ceiling pouring down upon their heads.

The congoheliumran down the colors of the spectrumuntil it stopped at a
dark, wet liver-red, very close to black

The Lord Sto Qdin, in that nonmentary near silence, found that the entire story
had been thrust into his mnd without being strung out and articulated with
words. The true history of this chanber had entered his nenory sidewi se, as it
were. In one nonment he knew nothing of it; in the next instance it was as if
he had remenbered the whole narrative for nost of his life.

He also felt hinmself set free.

He stunbl ed backward three or four steps.

To his imense relief, his robots turned around, thenselves free, and
acconpanied him He let themput their hands in his arnpits.

H s face was suddenly covered with kisses.

H s plastic cheek felt, thinly and dimy, the inprint, real and living, of
femal e human lips. It was the odd girl —beautiful, bald, naked and

gol den- | i pped—who had waited and shouted fromthe door

Despi te physical fatigue and the sudden shock of intruded know edge, the Lord
Sto Odin knew what he had to say.

"Grl, you shouted for ne."

"Yes, my Lord."

"You have had the strength to watch the congoheliumand not to give in to it?"
She nodded but sai d not hi ng.

"You have been strong-wlled enough not to go into that roon®?"

"Not strong-willed, ny Lord. | just love him my man in there."

"You have waited, girl, for many nont hs?"

"Not all the tine. | go up the corridor when | have to eat or drink or sleep
or do ny personals. | even have mrrors and conbs and tweezers and pai nt

there, to make nysel f beautiful, the way that Sun-boy m ght want ne."

The Lord Sto Odin | ooked over his shoulder. The rmusic was | ow and keening wth
some enotions other than grief. The dancer was doing a | ong, slow dance, ful

of creeping and reaches, as he passed the congoheliumfromone hand to the
other. "Do you hear ne, dancer?" called the Lord Sto Odin, the Instrunentality
once nore coursing through his veins.

The dancer did not speak nor seemto change his course. But kid-nork, Kkid-nork
said the little drum quite unexpectedly.

"He, and the face behind himthey will let the girl leave if she really
forgets himand this place in the act of leaving. Wn't you?" said Sto Odin to
t he dancer.

Ritiplin, rataplan said the big drum which had not sounded since Sto Gdin was
let free.

"But | don't want to go," said the girl.

"I know you don't want to go. You will go to please ne. You can cone back as



soon as | have done ny work." She stood nmute so he continued,

"One of my robots, Livius, the one inprinted by a psychiatrist general, wll
run with you, but I command himto forget this place and all things connected
with it. Summa nulla est. Have you heard nme, Livius? You will run with this
girl and you will forget. You will run and forget. You too will run and
forget, Santuna ny dear, but two Earth-nychtherons fromnow you will renenber
just enough to come back here, should you wi sh to, should you need to.

O herwise you will go to the Lady Mmna and | earn from her what you should do
for the rest of your life."

"You are prom sing, ny Lord, that in two days and nights | can conme back if |
even feel like it."

"Now run, ny girl, run. Run to the surface. Livius, carry her if you nust. But
run! run! run! Mre than she depends upon it."

Santuna | ooked at himvery earnestly. Her nakedness was innocence. The gold
upper eyelids met the black | ower eyelids as she blinked and then brushed away
wet tears

"Kiss me," she said, "and | will run.
He | eaned down and ki ssed her

She turned, |ooked back one last tine at her dancer-lover, and then ran

| ong-legged into the corridor. Livius ran after her, gracefully, untiringly.
In twenty mnutes they would be reaching the upper linmts of the Gebiet.
"You know what | am doing?" said Sto Gdin to the dancer

This time the dancer and the force behind himdid not deign to answer.

Said Sto Odin, "Water. There is water in a jug in ny litter. Take ne there,
Fl avi us. "

The robot-1egionary took the aged and trenbling Sto Gdin to the litter
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The Lord Sto Qdin then performed the trick which changed human history for
many centuries to come and, in so doing, exploded an enornous cavern in the
vitals of the Earth.

He used one of the nobst secret ruses of the Instrunmentality.

He tripl e-thought.

Only a few very adept persons could triple-think, when they were given every
possi bl e chance of training. Fortunately for nmankind, the Lord Sto Odin had
been one of the successful ones.

He set three systens of thought into action. At the top | evel he behaved
rationally as he explored the old room at a |lower level of his mnd he

pl anned a wild surprise for the dancer with the congohelium But at the third,
| owest | evel, he decided what he nmust do in the time of a single blink and
trusted his autonom c nervous systemto carry out the rest.

These are the commands he gave:

Fl avi us should be set on the wild-alert and readied for attack

The conputer should be reached and told to record the whol e epi sode,
everything which Sto Odin had | earned, and shoul d be shown how to take
counter-measures while Sto Qdin gave the matter no further conscious thought.
The gestalt of action—the general frame of retaliation—was clear for

t housandt hs of a second in Sto Odin's mnd and then it dropped from sight.
The nusic rose to a roar

VWhite |light covered Sto Odin.

"You meant me harm " called Sun-boy from beyond the Gothic door

"I meant you harm" Sto Qdin acknow edged, "but it was a passing thought. |
did nothing. You are watching ne."

"I amwat ching you," said the dancer grimy. Kid-nork, kid-nork went the
l[ittle drum "Do not go out of my sight. Wen you are ready to come through ny

door, call me or just think of it. I will neet you and help you in."
"Good enough," said the Lord Sto din.
Flavius still held him Sto Qdin concentrated on the nel ody which Sun-boy was

creating, a wild new song never before suspected in the history of the world.
He wondered if he could surprise the dancer by throwi ng his own song back at



him At the same instant, his fingers were performng a third set of actions
which Sto Odin's mind no | onger had to heed. Sto Qdin's hand opened a lid in
the robot's chest, right into the | anmi nated controls of the brain. The hand
itself changed certain adjustnents, commandi ng that the robot should within
the quarter-hour, kill all forns of life within reach other than the
comand-transmitter. Flavius did not know what had been done to him Sto Gdin
did not even notice what his own hand had done.

"Take me over to the old conmputer,” said Sto Gdin to the robot Flavius. "I
want to di scover how the strange story which | have just |earned may be true."
Sto Gdin kept thinking of nusic which would even startle the user of the
congohel i um

He stood at the conputer

H s hand, responding to the triple-think conmand which it had been given,
turned the conputer up and pressed the button, Record this scene. The
conputer's old relays al nost grunted as they cane to the alert and conpli ed.
"Let me see the map," said Sto Gdin to the conputer

Far behind him the dancer had changed his pace into a fast jog-trot of hot
suspi ci on.

The map appeared on the conputer

"Beautiful,"” said Sto Qdin

The entire labyrinth had becone plain. Just above them was one of the ancient,
seal ed-of f anti-seisnic shafts—a straight, enpty tubular shaft, two hundred
meters wide, kilometers high. At the top, it had a Iid which kept out the nud
and water of the ocean floor. At the bottom since there was no pressure ot her
than air to worry about, it had been covered with a plastic which | ooked |ike
rock, so that neither people nor robots which mght be passing would try to
clinb into it.

"Watch what | amdoing!" cried Sto Odin to the dancer

"I amwatching," said Sun-boy and there was al nost a grow of perplexity in
his sung-forth response.

Sto Gdi n shook the computer and ran the fingers of his right hand over it and
coded a very specific request. H s |left hand—preconditioned by the
triple-think—oded the emergency panel at the side of the conputer with two
simpl e, clear engineering instructions.

Sun- boy' s | aughter rang out behind him "You are asking that a piece of the
congohel i um be sent down to you. Stop! Stop, before you sign it with your nane
and your authority as a lord of the Instrunentality. Your unsigned request
will do no harm The central conmputer up top will just think that it is sone
of the crazy people in the Bezirk maki ng sensel ess demands." The voice rose to
a note of urgency, "Wiy did the machine signal 'received and conplied with' to
you just now?"

The Lord Sto Odin lied blandly, "I don't know Maybe they will send nme a piece
of the congoheliumto match the one that you have there."

"You're lying," cried the dancer. "Cone over here to the door."

Flavius led the Lord Sto Odin to the ridicul ous-beautiful Gothic archway.

The dancer was | eaping fromfoot to foot. The congohelium shone a dull alert
red. The rmusic wept as though all the anger and suspicion of nmanki nd had been
i ncorporated into a new unforgettable fugue, like a delirious atona
counterpoi nt to Johann Sebastian Bach's Third Brandenburg Concerto.

"I amhere." The Lord Sto Gdi n spoke easily.

"You are dying!" cried the dancer.

"I was dying before you first noticed me. | set my vitality control to nmaximm
after | entered the Bezirk."
"Come on in, then," said Sun-boy, "and you will never die."

Sto Gdin took the edge of the door and |let hinself down to the stone fl oor
Only when he was confortably seated did he speak

"I amdying, that is true. But | would rather not cone in. I will just watch
you dance as | die."

"What are you doi ng? What have you done?" cried Sun-boy. He stopped dancing
and wal ked over to the door



"Search me if you wish,” said the Lord Sto Cdin.

"I am searching you," said the dancer, "but | see nothing but your desire to
get a piece of the congoheliumfor yourself and to out-dance ne."

At this point Flavius went berserk. He ran back to the litter, |eaned over,
and ran toward the door. In each hand he carried an enornous solid-stee

beari ng.

"What's that robot doing?" cried the dancer. "I can see your mnd but you are
not telling himanything! He uses those steel balls to break obstructions—=
He gasped as the attack cane.

Qui cker than the eye could follow the novenent, Flavius' sixty-ton-capacity
arm whi stled through the air as he flung the first steel mssile directly at
Sun- boy. Sun-boy, or the power within him |eapt aside with insect speed. The
bal | pl owed through two of the rag-clothed hunman bodies on the floor. One body
said whoof! as it died, but the other body let out no sound at all: the head
had been torn off in first inmpact. Before the dancer could speak, Flavius
flung the second ball.

This time the doorway caught it. The powers which had i mmobilized Sto Gdin and
his robots were back in operation. The ball sang as it plunged into the
doorway, stopped in md-air, sang again as the door flung it back at Flavius.
The returning ball mssed Flavius' head but crushed his chest utterly. That
was where his real brain was. There was a flicker of light as the robot went
out, but even in dying Flavius seized the ball one last tine and flung it at
Sun- boy. The robot term nated operation and the heavy ball, flung wld, caught
the Lord Sto Odin in the right shoulder. The Lord Sto Odin felt pain until he
dragged over his mani kin neee and turned all pain off. Then he | ooked at the
shoulder. It was alnost totally dempolished. Blood fromhis organic body and
hydraulic fluid fromhis prosthetics joined in a slow, heavy stream as the
liquids net, nerged and poured down his side.

The dancer al nost forgot to dance.

Sto Gdi n wondered how far the girl had gone.

The air pressure changed.

"What is happening to the air? Wy did you think about the girl? Wiat is

happeni ng?"
"Read me," said the Lord Sto Cdin.
"I will dance and get ny powers first," said Sun-boy.

For a few brief mnutes it seened that the dancer with the congoheli um woul d
cause a rock-fall.

The Lord Sto Qdin, dying, closed his eyes and found that it was restful to
die. The blaze and noise of the world around himrenained interesting, but had
becomre uni nportant.

The congoheliumw th a thousand shifting rainbows and the dancer had attai ned
near -t ransparency when Sun-boy came back to read Sto Gdin's mind

"I see nothing," said Sun-boy worriedly. "Your vitality button is too high and
you will die soon. Were is all that air comng fron? | seemto hear a faraway
roar. But you are not causing it. Your robot went wild. Al you do is to | ook
at me contentedly and die. That is very strange. You want to die your way when
you could live unimaginable lives in here with us!"

"That is right," said the Lord Sto Qdin. "I amdying nmy way. But dance for ne,
do dance for me with the congohelium while |I tell you your own story as you
told it to nme. It would be a pleasure to get the story straight before | die."
The dancer |ooked irresolute, started to dance, and then turned back to the
Lord Sto din.

"Are you sure you want to die right away? Wth the power of what you call the
Dougl as- Quyang pl anets, which | receive right here with the help of the
congohel ium you coul d be confortable enough while | danced and you coul d

still die whenever you wished. Vitality buttons are nuch weaker than the
powers which | command. | could even help to lift you across the threshold of
ny door "

"No," said the Lord Sto Qdin. "Just dance for me while | die. My way."
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Thus the world turned. MIlions of tons of water were rushing toward them
Wthin mnutes the Gebiet and the Bezirk would drown as the air whistled
upward. Sto Odin noted contentedly that there was an air-shaft at the top of
the dancer's room He did not allow hinmself to third-think of what woul d
happen when the matter and anti-natter of the congoheliumwere imrersed in
rushing salt water. Something |like forty megatons, he supposed, with the tired
feeling of a man who has thought a problemthrough |ong, |ong ago and
renenbers it briefly only after the situation has |ong passed.

Sun- boy was acting out religion before the age of space. He chorused hymms, he
lifted his eyes and his hands and his piece of the congoheliumto the sun; he
pl ayed the rattle of whirling dervishes, the tenple bells of the Man on the
Two Pieces of Whod and the other tenple bells of that saint who had escaped
time sinmply by seeing it and stepping out of it. Buddha, was that his nane?
And he went on to the severe profanities which afflicted mankind after the A d
Vorld fell.

The nusic kept neasure.

And the lights, too

Whol e processions of ghostly shadows foll owed Sun-boy as he showed how ol d
manki nd had found the gods, and the Sun, and then other gods. He pantom ned
man' s nmost anci ent mystery—that man pretended to be afraid of death, when it
was |ife that never understood it.

And as he danced, the Lord Sto Qdin repeated his own story to him

"You fled the surface, Sun-boy, because the people were stupid clods, happy
and dull in their niserable happiness. You fled because you could not stand
being a chicken in a poultry house, antiseptically bred, safely housed and
frozen when dead. You joined the other niserable, bright restless people who
sought freedomin the Gebiet. You | earned about their drugs and their |iquors
and their snokes. You knew their women, and their parties, and their ganes. It
wasn't enough. You becane a gentl eman-suicide, a hero seeking a fun-death

whi ch woul d stanp you with your individuality. You came on down to the Bezirk,
the nost forgotten and | oathsone place of all. You found nothing. Just the old
machi nes and the enpty corridors. Here and there a few rmumm es or bones. Just
the silent lights and the faint rmurrmur of air through the corridors.”

"I hear water now," said the dancer, still dancing, "rushing water. Don't you
hear it, my dying Lord?"
"If I did hear it, | wouldn't care. Let's get on with your story. You canme to

this room The weird door nmade it | ook |ike a good place for a fun-death, such
as you poor castaways liked to seek, except that there was not nuch sport in
dyi ng unl ess ot her people know that you did it intentionally, and know how you
didit. Anyway, it was a long clinb back up into the Gebiet, where your
friends were, so you slept by this conputer

"I'n the night, while you slept, as you dreaned, the conputer sang to you:

| need a tenporary dog

For a tenporary job

On a tenporary pl ace

Li ke Eart h!

When you woke up you were surprised to find that you had dreamed an entire new
kind of nmusic. Really wild nusic which made people shudder with its delicious
evil. And with the nmusic, you had a job. To steal a piece of the congohelium
"You were a clever man, Sun-boy, before the trip down here. The Dougl as- Quyang
pl anets caught you and made you a thousand tines cleverer. You and your
friends, this is what you told me—er what the presence behind you told ne,

just a half hour ago—you and your friends stole a subspace conmuni cat or
consol e, got a fix on the Dougl as-Quyang pl anets, and got drunk at the sight.
Iridescent, lunminescent. Waterfalls uphill. Al that kind of thing.

"And you did get the congohelium The congoheliumis nmade of matter and
antimatter |am nated apart by a dual magnetic grid. Wth that the presence of
t he Dougl as- Quyang pl anets made you i ndependent of organic processes. You did
not need food or rest or even air or drink any nore. The Dougl as- Quyang



pl anets are very old. They kept you as a link. | have no idea of what they
intended to do with Earth and with mankind. If this story gets out, future
generations will call you the merchant of nenace, because you used the nornal
human appetitiousness for danger to trap other people with hypnotics and with
nusic. "

"I hear water," interrupted Sun-boy. "I do hear water!"

"Never mind," said the Lord Sto Qdin, "your story is nore inportant. Anyhow,
what could you and | do about it? | amdying, sitting in a pool of blood and
effluvium You can't leave this roomw th the congohelium Let ne go on. O
per haps t he Dougl as-Quyang entity, whatever it was—

"I's,"” said Sun-boy.

"—whatever it is, may just have been | onging for sensuous conpani onship. Dance
on, man, dance on."

Sun- boy danced and the druns talked with him rataplan, rataplan! kid-nork

ki d-nork, nark! while the congohelium made nusic screamthrough the solid
rock. The other sound persisted. Sun-boy stopped and stared. "It is water. It
is."

"Who knows?" said the Lord Sto din.

"Look," screamed Sun-boy, hol ding the congohelium high. "Look!" The Lord Sto
Qdin did not need to | ook. He knew full well that the first few tons of water,
mud- | aden and heavy, had conme frothing down the corridor and into their roons.
"But what do | do?" screanmed the voice of Sun-boy. Sto Gdin felt that it was
not Sun-boy speaking, but sonme relay speaking fromthe power of the
Dougl as- Quyang pl anets. A power which had tried to find friendship with man,
but had found the wong nman and the wong friendship.

Sun- boy took control of hinmself. Hs feet splashed in the water as he danced.
The col ors shone on the water as it rose. Ritiplin, tiplin! said the big drum
Ki d-nork, kid-nork, said the little drum Boom boom doom doom room said
t he congohel i um

The Lord Sto Qdin felt his old eyes blur but he could still see the blazing

i mge of the wild dancer

"This is a good way to die," thought he, as he died.
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Far above, on the surface of the planet, Santuna felt the continent itself
heave beneath her feet and saw the eastern horizon grow dark as a vol cano of
muddy steam shot up fromthe cal mblue sunlit ocean

"This must not, nust not happen again!" she said, thinking of Sun-boy and the
congohel i um and the death of the Lord Sto Cdin.

"Somet hi ng nmust be done about it," she added to herself.

And she did it.

In later centuries she brought disease, risk and nisery back to increase the
happi ness of nman. She was one of the principal architects of the Rediscovery
of Man, and at her nost fanobus she was known as the Lady Alice More.



