THE BALLAD OF LOST C MELL

She got the which of the what-she-did,
Hdthe bell with a blot, she did,

But she fell in love with a hom nid.
Where is the which of the what-she-did?
—from THE BALLAD OF LOST C MELL

She was a girly girl and they were true nmen, the lords of creation, but she
pitted her wits against themand she won. It had never happened before, and it
is sure never to happen again, but she did win. She was not even of hunman
extraction. She was cat-derived, though human in outward shape, which explains
the Cin front of her name. Her father's nane was C nackintosh and her nane
Cnell. She won her tricks against the | awful and assenbl ed Lords of the
Instrunentality.

It all happened at Earthport, greatest of buildings, snallest of cities,
standing twenty-five kil oneters high at the western edge of the Snaller Sea of
Eart h.

Jestocost had an office outside the fourth val ve.
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Jestocost |iked the norning sunshine, while nost of the other Lords of
Instrunentality did not, so that he had no trouble in keeping the office and
the apartnents which he had selected. His main office was ninety neters deep
twenty meters high, twenty nmeters broad. Behind it was the "fourth valve,"

al nrost a thousand hectares in extent. It was shaped helically, like an
enornous snail. Jestocost's apartment, big as it was, was nerely one of the

pi geonholes in the muffler on the rimof Earthport. Earthport stood like an
enor nous wi negl ass, reaching fromthe nmagma to the hi gh atnosphere.

Eart hport had been built during mankind' s bi ggest mechani cal splurge. Though
men had had nucl ear rockets since the beginning of consecutive history, they
had used chemical rockets to |oad the interplanetary ion-drive and

nucl ear-drive vehicles or to assenble the photonic sail-ships for interstellar
cruises. Inpatient with the troubles of taking things bit by bit into the sky,
they had worked out a billion-ton rocket, only to find that it ruined whatever
countryside it touched in I anding. The Dai noni —peopl e of Earth extraction, who
cane back from somewhere beyond the stars—had hel ped nen build it of
weat her proof, rustproof, tineproof, stressproof material. Then they had gone
away and had never cone back

Jestocost often | ooked around his apartnment and wondered what it m ght have
been |i ke when white-hot gas, muted to a whisper, surged out of the valve into
his own chamber and the sixty-three other chanbers Iike it. Now he had a back
wal | of heavy tinber, and the valve itself was a great hollow cave where a few
wild things |lived. Nobody needed that nuch space any nore. The chanbers were
useful, but the valve did nothing. Planoform ng ships whispered in fromthe
stars; they landed at Earthport as a matter of |egal conveni ence, but they
made no noi se and they certainly had no hot gases.

Jestocost | ooked at the high clouds far bel ow hi mand tal ked to hinself,

"Nice day. Good air. No trouble. Better eat."

Jestocost often talked Iike that to hinmself. He was an individual, alnost an
eccentric. One of the top council of mankind, he had probl enms, but they were
not personal problenms. He had a Renbrandt hangi ng above his bed—the only
Rembrandt known in the world, just as he was possibly the only person who
could appreciate a Renbrandt. He had the tapestries of a forgotten empire
hangi ng from his back wall. Every norning the sun played a grand opera for
him nuting and lighting and shifting the colors so that he coul d al nost

i magi ne that the old days of quarrel, murder and high drama had cone back to
Earth again. He had a copy of Shakespeare, a copy of Col egrove and two pages
of the Book of Ecciesiastes in a |ocked box beside his bed. Only forty-two
people in the universe could read Ancient English, and he was one of them He



drank wi ne, which he had made by his own robots in his own vineyards on the
Sunset coast. He was a nan, in short, who had arranged his own life to live
confortably, selfishly and well on the personal side, so that he could give
generously and inpartially of his talents on the official side.

When he awoke on this particular norning, he had no idea that a beautiful girl
was about to fall hopelessly in love with himthat he would find, after a
hundred years and nore of experience in governnent, another government on
earth just as strong and al nost as ancient as his own—that he would willingly
fling himself into conspiracy and danger for a cause which he only half
understood. Al these things were nercifully hidden fromhimby time, so that
his only question on arising was, should he or should he not have a snmall cup
of white wine with his breakfast. On the 173rd day of each year, he always
made a point of eating eggs. They were a rare treat, and he did not want to
spoil himself by having too many, nor to deprive hinself and forget a treat by
havi ng none at all. He puttered around the room nuttering, "Wiite wine? Wite
wi ne?"

Cnell was coming into his life, but he did not knowit. She was fated to w n;
that part, she herself did not know.

Ever since nmanki nd had gone through the Rediscovery of Man, bringing back
government s, money, newspapers, national |anguages, sickness and occasiona
death, there had been the problem of the underpeopl e—peopl e who were not

human, but merely humanly shaped fromthe stock of Earth animals. They could
speak, sing, read, wite, work, love and die; but they were not covered by
human | aw, which sinply defined themas "homunculi" and gave them a | ega
status close to animals or robots. Real people fromoff-world were al ways
cal l ed "hom nids."

Most of the underpeople did their jobs and accepted their hal f-slave status

wi t hout question. Some becane fanpbus—€ macki ntosh had been the first
earth-being to nanage a fifty-meter broad-junmp under normal gravity. Hs
picture was seen in a thousand worlds. Hi s daughter, Cnrell, was a girly girl,
earning her living by wel com ng human bei ngs and homi nids fromthe outworlds
and naking them feel at hone when they reached Earth. She had the privil ege of
wor ki ng at Earthport, but she had the duty of working very hard for a living
whi ch did not pay well. Human beings and honinids had lived so long in an

af fluent society that they did not know what it meant to be poor. But the
Lords of the Instrunentality had decreed that underpeopl e—derived from ani mal
stock—shoul d |ive under the econom cs of the Ancient Wrld; they had to have
their own kind of noney to pay for their roons, their food, their possessions
and the education of their children. If they became bankrupt, they went to the
Poor house, where they were killed painlessly by means of gas.

It was evident that humanity, having settled all of its own basic problens,
was not quite ready to let Earth animals, no matter how nuch they m ght be
changed, assune a full equality with man.

The Lord Jestocost, seventh of that nane, opposed the policy. He was a man who
had little |l ove, no fear, freedomfromanbition and a dedication to his job:
but there are passions of governnent as deep and chal |l engi ng as the enotions
of love. Two hundred years of thinking hinmself right and of being outvoted had
instilled in Jestocost a furious desire to get things done his own way.
Jestocost was one of the few true men who believed in the rights of the

under peopl e. He did not think that manki nd woul d ever get around to correcting
anci ent wrongs unl ess the underpeopl e thensel ves had sone of the tools of
power —weapons, conspiracy, wealth and (above all) organization with which to
chal | enge man. He was not afraid of revolt, but he thirsted for justice with
an obsessive yearning which overrode all other considerations.

When the Lords of the Instrunentality heard that there was the runor of a
conspi racy anong the underpeople, they left it to the robot police to ferret
out .

Jestocost did not.

He set up his own police, using underpeople thenselves for the purpose, hoping
to recruit enem es who would realize that he was a friendly eneny and who



woul d in course of time bring himinto touch with the | eaders of the

under peopl e.

If those | eaders existed, they were clever. What sign did a girly girl like
C nell ever give that she was the spearhead of a crisscross of agents who had
penetrated Earthport itself? They nust, if they existed, be very, very
careful . The telepathic nmonitors, both robotic and hunman, kept every

t hought - band under surveillance by random sanpling. Even the conputers showed
not hi ng nore significant than inprobable anounts of happiness in mnds which
had no objective reason for being happy.

The death of her father, the nost fanmpbus cat-athlete which the underpeopl e had
ever produced, gave Jestocost his first definite clue.

He went to the funeral hinself, where the body was packed in an ice-rocket to
be shot into space. The nourners were thoroughly mxed with the
curiosity-seekers. Sport is international, inter-race, interworld,

i nter-species. Hominids were there: true nmen, 100% hunman, they | ooked weird
and horrible because they or their ancestors had undergone bodily

nodi fications to neet the life conditions of a thousand worlds.

Under peopl e, the ani mal -derived "homunculi," were there, nost of themin their
wor k cl othes, and they | ooked nore human than did the human beings fromthe
outer worlds. None were allowed to grow up if they were I ess than half the
size of man, or nore than six times the size of man. They all had to have
human features and acceptabl e hunman voi ces. The punishnent for failure in
their el enentary school s was death. Jestocost | ooked over the crowd and
wondered to hinself, "W have set up the standards of the toughest kind of

survival for these people and we give themthe nost terrible incentive, life
itself, as the condition of absolute progress. What fools we are to think that
they will not overtake us!" The true people in the group did not seemto think

as he did. They tapped the underpeople perenptorily with their canes, even

t hough this was an underperson's funeral, and the bear-nen, bull-nen, cat-nen
and others yielded imediately and with a babbl e of apol ogy.

Cnell was close to her father's icy coffin.

Jestocost not only watched her; she was pretty to watch. He conmtted an act
whi ch was an indecency in an ordinary citizen but lawful for a Lord of the
Instrunentality: he peeped into her nind

And then he found somet hing which he did not expect.

As the coffin left, she cried, "Ee-telly-kelly, help ne! help ne!"

She had thought phonetically, not in script, and he had only the raw sound on
whi ch to base a search.

Jestocost had not becone a Lord of the Instrunmentality w thout applying
daring. H's mnd was quick, too quick to be deeply intelligent. He thought by
gestalt, not by logic. He determined to force his friendship on the girl.

He decided to await a propitious occasion, and then changed his m nd about the
tine.

As she went honme fromthe funeral, he intruded upon the circle of her
grinfaced friends, underpeople who were trying to shield her fromthe

condol ences of ill-mannered but well-neani ng sports enthusiasts.

She recogni zed him and showed hi mthe proper respect.

"My Lord, | did not expect you here. You knew ny father?"

He nodded gravely and addressed sonorous words of consol ati on and sorrow,

wor ds whi ch brought a nmurmur of approval from humans and under peopl e alike.
But with his left hand hanging slack at his side, he made the perpetual signal
of alarm alarm used within the Earthport staff-a repeated tapping of the

t hunb against the third finger—when they had to set one another on guard

wi thout alerting the offworld transients.

She was so upset that she alnpst spoiled it all. While he was still doing his
pi ous doubl etal k, she cried in a | oud clear voice:

"You nean nme?"

And he went on with his condol ences: and | do nean you, Cnell, to be
the worthiest carrier of your father's nane. You are the one to whomwe turn
inthis tinme of common sorrow. Who could | nean but you if | say that



C macki nt osh never did things by halves, and died young as a result of his own
zeal ous consci ence? Good-by, Cnell, | go back to ny office."
She arrived forty mnutes after he did.
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He faced her straight away, studying her face.

"This is an inportant day in your life."

"Yes, ny Lord, a sad one."

"I do not," he said, "mean your father's death and burial. | speak of the
future to which we all nust turn. Right now, it's you and ne."

Her eyes wi dened. She had not thought that he was that kind of man at all. He
was an official who noved freely around Earthport, often greeting inportant
of fworld visitors and keeping an eye on the bureau of cerenpnies. She was a
part of the reception team when a girly girl was needed to cal mdown a
frustrated arrival or to postpone a quarrel. Like the geisha of ancient Japan
she had an honorabl e profession; she was not a bad girl but a professionally
flirtati ous hostess. She stared at the Lord Jestocost. He did not |ook as

t hough he meant anything inproperly personal. But, thought she, you can never
tell about nen.

"You know nen," he said, passing the initiative to her

"I guess so," she said. Her face | ooked odd. She started to give himsmnile No.
3 (extremely adhesive) which she had learned in the girly-girl school
Realizing it was wong, she tried to give himan ordinary smle. She felt she
had nade a face at him

"Look at ne," he said, "and see if you can trust ne. | amgoing to take both
our lives in ny hands."

She | ooked at him What i magi nabl e subject could involve him a Lord of the
Instrunmentality, with herself, an undergirl? They never had anything in
conmon. They never woul d.

But she stared at him

"I want to hel p the underpeople.”

He nade her blink. That was a crude approach, usually followed by a very raw

ki nd of pass indeed. But his face was illum nated by seriousness. She waited.
"Your people do not have enough political power even to talk to us. | wll not
conmit treason to the true-human race, but | amwlling to give your side an
advantage. |If you bargain better with us, it will nmake all forms of life safer

inthe long run."

Cnell stared at the floor, her red hair soft as the fur of a Persian cat. It
made her head seem bathed in flanes. Her eyes | ooked human, except that they
had the capacity of reflecting when light struck them the irises were the
rich green of the ancient cat. \When she | ooked right at him |ooking up from
the floor, her glance had the inpact of a blow. "Wat do you want from ne?"
He stared right back. "Watch me. Look at nmy face. Are you sure, sure that |
want not hing fromyou personally?"

She | ooked bewi | dered. "Wat else is there to want from me except persona
things? | ama girly girl. I"'mnot a person of any inportance at all, and | do
not have much of an education. You know nore, sir, than | wll ever know "
"Possibly," he said, watching her

She stopped feeling like a girly girl and felt like a citizen. It nade her
unconf ort abl e.

"Who," he said, in a voice of great solemity, "is your own | eader?"
"Comm ssi oner Teadrinker, sir. He's in charge of all outworld visitors." She
wat ched Jestocost carefully; he still did not |ook as if he were playing
tricks.

He | ooked a little cross. "I don't nean him He's part of nmy own staff. \Wo's

your | eader anong the under peopl e?"

"My father was, but he died."

Jestocost said, "Forgive ne. Please have a seat. But | don't nean that."

She was so tired that she sat down into the chair with an innocent

vol upt uousness whi ch woul d have di sorgani zed any ordinary man's day. She wore



girly-girl clothes, which were cl ose enough to the everyday fashion to seem
agreeably nodi sh when she stood up. In line with her profession, her clothes
wer e designed to be unexpectedly and provocatively reveal i ng when she sat
down—not revealing enough to shock the nman with their brazenness, but so slit,
tripped and cut that he got far nore visual stimnulation than he expected.

"I must ask you to pull your clothing together a little," said Jestocost in a
clinical tone of voice. "I ama nman, even if | aman official, and this
interviewis nore inportant to you and to ne than any distracti on would be."
She was a little frightened by his tone. She had neant no challenge. Wth the
funeral that day, she neant nothing at all; these clothes were the only kind
she had.

He read all this in her face.

Rel entl essly, he pursued the subject.

"Young | ady, | asked about your |eader. You nanme your boss and you nane your

father. | want your |eader."

"I don't understand,"” she said, on the edge of a sob, "I don't understand."

Then, he thought to hinself, |'ve got to take a ganble. He thrust the nental

dagger hone, alnobst drove his words like steel straight into her face. "Wo
" he said slowy and icily, "is ... Ee ... telly ... kelly?"

The girl's face had been creamcolored, pale with sorrow. Now she went white.
She twisted away fromhim Her eyes glowed like twin fires.

Her eyes ... like twin fires.
(No undergirl, thought Jestocost as he reeled, could hypnotize ne.)
Her eyes ... were like cold fires.

The room faded around him The girl disappeared. Her eyes becane a single
white, cold fire.

Wthin this fire stood the figure of a man. H s arnms were w ngs, but he had
human hands growi ng at the el bows of his wings. Hi s face was clear, white,
cold as the marble of an ancient statue; his eyes were opaque white. "I amthe
E-telekeli. You will believe in me. You may speak to ny daughter C nell."

The i mage f aded.

Jestocost saw the girl staring as she sat awkwardly on the chair, | ooking
blindly through him He was on the edge of making a joke about her hypnotic
capacity when he saw that she was still deeply hypnotized, even after he had
been rel eased. She had stiffened and again her clothing had fallen into its

pl anned di sarray. The effect was not stinulating; it was pathetic beyond
words, as though an accident had happened to a pretty child. He spoke to her
He spoke to her, not really expecting an answer.

"Who are you?" he said to her, testing her hypnosis.

"I am he whose nane is never said aloud," said the girl in a sharp whisper, "I

am he whose secret you have penetrated. | have printed ny image and ny name in
your mnd."

Jestocost did not quarrel with ghosts like this. He snapped out a decision

"I'f I open ny mind, will you search it while |I watch you? Are you good enough
to do that?"

"I amvery good," hissed the voice in the girl's nouth.

C nell arose and put her two hands on his shoul ders. She | ooked into his eyes.
He | ooked back. A strong telepath hinmself, Jestocost was not prepared for the
enor nous t hought - vol t age whi ch poured out of her

Look in ny mnd, he conmanded, for the subject of underpeople only.

| see it, thought the m nd behind C nell.

Do you see what | nmean to do for the underpeopl e?

Jestocost heard the girl breathing hard as her mnd served as a relay to his.
He tried to remain calmso that he could see which part of his mnd was being
searched. Very good so far, he thought to hinself. An intelligence |ike that
on Earth itself, he thought—and we of the Lords not know ng it!

The girl hacked out a dry little |augh.

Jestocost thought at the mind, Sorry. Go ahead.

This plan of yours—thought the strange nmind—ay | see nore of it?

That's all there is.



Ch, said the strange mnd, you want ne to think for you. Can you give nme the
keys in the Bank and Bell which pertain to destroying underpeopl e?

You can have the information keys if | can ever get them thought Jestocost,
but not the control keys and not the nmaster switch of the Bell

Fai r enough, thought the other mind, and what do | pay for thenf?

You support ne in ny policies before the Instrunentality. You keep the

under peopl e reasonable, if you can, when the tinme comes to negotiate. You

mai ntai n honor and good faith in all subsequent agreenents. But how can | get
the keys? It would take me a year to figure them out myself.

Let the girl look once, thought the strange mind, and I will be behind her
Fair?

Fair, thought Jestocost.

Break? thought the mind.

How do we re-connect? thought Jestocost back

As before. Through the girl. Never say nmy nanme. Don't think it if you can help
it. Break?

Break! thought Jestocost.

The girl, who had been hol ding his shoulders, drew his face down and ki ssed
himfirmy and warmy. He had never touched an under-person before, and it
never had occurred to himthat he m ght kiss one. It was pl easant, but he took
her arms away from his neck, half-turned her around, and | et her |ean agai nst
hi m

"Daddy!" she sighed happily.

Suddenly she stiffened, |ooked at his face, and sprang for the door
"Jestocost!" she cried. "Lord Jestocost! Wiat am | doing here?"

"Your duty is done, nmy girl. You may go."

She staggered back into the room "lI'mgoing to be sick," she said. She
vomited on his floor.

He pushed a button for a cleaning robot and sl apped his desk-top for coffee.
She rel axed and tal ked about his hopes for the underpeople. She stayed an
hour. By the time she left they had a plan. Neither of them had nentioned
E-tel ekeli, neither had put purposes in the open. If the nonitors had been
listening, they would have found no single sentence or paragraph which was
suspi ci ous.

When she had gone, Jestocost |ooked out of his wi ndow He saw the clouds far
bel ow and he knew the world below himwas in twlight. He had planned to help
t he underpeopl e, and he had net powers of which organi zed manki nd had no
conception or perception. He was righter than he had thought. He had to go on
t hr ough.

But as partner—€ nell hersel f!

Was there ever an odder diplomat in the history of worlds?
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In less than a week they had decided what to do. It was the council of the
Lords of the Instrunentality at which they would work—the brain center itself.
The risk was high, but the entire job could be done in a few mnutes if it
were done at the Bell itself.

This is the sort of thing which interested Jestocost.

He did not know that C nell watched himwith two different facets of her mind
One side of her was alertly and whol eheartedly his fellowconspirator, utterly
in synpathy with the revolutionary ains to which they were both commtted. The
ot her side of her—was femninine.

She had a wonanl i ness which was truer than that of any hom nid worman. She knew
the value of her trained smle, her splendidly kept red hair with its

uni magi nably soft texture, her lithe young figure with firm breasts and

per suasi ve hi ps. She knew down to the last nmillineter the effect which her

| egs had on hominid men. True humans kept few secrets from her. The nen
betrayed thensel ves by their unfulfillable desires, the wonen by their
irrepressibl e jeal ousies. But she knew people best of all by not being one
herself. She had to learn by imtation, and imtation is conscious. A thousand



little things which ordinary wonen took for granted, or thought about just
once in a whole lifetime, were subjects of acute and intelligent study to her
She was a girl by profession; she was a hunan by assinilation: she was an
inquisitive cat in her genetic nature. Now she was falling in love with
Jestocost, and she knew it.

Even she did not realize that the romance woul d sonetine | eak out into runor,
be magnified into | egend, distilled into romance. She had no idea of the
bal | ad about herself that would open with the |ines which became fanmpus nuch
later:

She got the which of the what-she-did,

Hid the bell with a blot, she did,

But she fell in love with a homnid.

Wiere is the which of the what-she-did?

Al this lay in the future, and she did not knowit.

She knew her own past.

She remenbered the off-Earth prince who had rested his head in her |lap and had
said, sipping his glass of nmoti by way of farewell:

"Funny, Cnell, you re not even a person and you're the nmost intelligent human
being I've met in this place. Do you know it nade ny planet poor to send ne
here? And what did | get out of then? Nothing, nothing, and a thousand tines

not hi ng. But you, now. |If you'd been running the government of Earth, 1'd have
gotten what ny people need, and this world would be richer too. Manhome, they
call it. Manhome, ny eye! The only smart person on it is a female cat."

He ran his fingers around her ankle. She did not stir. That was part of
hospitality, and she had her own ways of maeking sure that hospitality did not
go too far. Earth police were watching her; to them she was a convenience

mai nt ai ned for outworld people, sonething like a soft chair in the Earthport

| obbies or a drinking fountain with acid-tasting water for strangers who could
not tolerate the insipid water of Earth. She was not expected to have feelings
or to get involved. If she had ever caused an incident, they would have

puni shed her fiercely, as they often punished animals or underpeople, or else
(after a short formal hearing with no appeal) they woul d have destroyed her

as the | aw al | owed and cust om encour aged.

She had ki ssed a thousand nen, naybe fifteen hundred. She had made them fee
wel cone and she had gotten their conplaints or their secrets out of them as
they left. It was a living, emptionally tiring but intellectually very
stinmulating. Sometinmes it made her laugh to | ook at human wonen with their
poi nt ed-up noses and their proud airs, and to realize that she knew nore about
t he men who bel onged to the human wonen than the human wonen t hensel ves ever
di d.

Once a policewonan had had to read over the record of two pioneers from New
Mars. C nell had been given the job of keeping in very close touch with them
When t he policewonan got through reading the report she | ooked at C nell and
her face was distorted with jeal ousy and prudi sh rage.

"Cat, you call yourself. Cat! You're a pig, you're a dog, you' re an animal.
You may be working for Earth but don't ever get the idea that you' re as good

as a person. | think it's a crine that the Instrunentality lets nmonsters |ike
you greet real human beings fromoutside! | can't stop it. But may the Bel
hel p you, girl, if you ever touch a real Earth man! |If you ever get near one!

If you ever try tricks here! Do you understand ne?"

"Yes, ma'am" C nmell had said. To herself she thought, "That poor thing
doesn't know how to select her own clothes or howto do her own hair. No
wonder she resents sonmebody who nmanages to be pretty."

Per haps the policewoman thought that raw hatred woul d be shocking to C nell.
It wasn't. Underpeople were used to hatred, and it was not any worse raw than
it was when cooked with politeness and served |ike poison. They had to live
withit.

But now, it was all changed.

She had fallen in love with Jestocost.

Did he | ove her?



| mpossi bl e. No, not inpossible. Unlawful, unlikely, indecent—yes, all these,
but not inpossible. Surely he felt sonething of her |ove.

If he did, he gave no sign of it.

Peopl e and underpeople had fallen in love many tines before. The underpeople
were al ways destroyed and the real people brai nwashed. There were | aws agai nst
that kind of thing. The scientists anpbng people had created the underpeopl e,
had gi ven them capacities which real people did not have (the fifty-nmeter
junp, the telepath two mles underground, the turtle-nman waiting a thousand
years next to an emergency door, the cow man guarding a gate w thout reward),
and the scientists had al so gi ven many of the underpeople the human shape. It
was handi er that way. The human eye, the five-fingered hand, the human

si ze—these were conveni ent for engineering reasons. By naking underpeople the
same size and shape as people, nore or less, the scientists elininated the
need for two or three or a dozen different sets of furniture. The human form
was good enough for all of them

But they had forgotten the human heart.

And now she, Cnell had fallen in love with a man, a true man old enough to
have been her own father's grandfather

But she didn't feel daughterly about himat all. She remenbered that with her
own father there was an easy conradeshi p, an innocent and forthcom ng

af fection, which masked the fact that he was considerably nore cat-1like than
she was. Between them there was an aching void of forever-unspoken
words-things that couldn't quite be said by either of them perhaps things
that couldn't be said at all. They were so close to each other that they could
get no closer. This created enormous di stance, which was heartbreaki ng but
unutterable. Her father had died, and now this true man was here, with all the
ki ndness—That's it," she whispered to herself, "with all the kindness that
none of these passing nmen have ever really shown. Wth all the depth which ny
poor underpeopl e can never get. Not that it's not in them But they're born
like dirt, treated like dirt, put away like dirt when they die. How can any of
my own nen devel op real kindness? There's a special sort of majesty to

ki ndness. It's the best part there is to being people. And he has whol e oceans
of it in him And it's strange, strange, strange that he's never given his
real love to any hunman wonman."

She stopped, cold.

Then she consol ed herself and whispered on, "Or if he did, it's so |long ago
that it doesn't matter now. He's got nme. Does he know it?"

4

The Lord Jestocost did know, and yet he didn't. He was used to getting loyalty
from peopl e, because he offered loyalty and honor in his daily work. He was
even famliar with loyalty becom ng obsessive and seeki ng physical form
particularly fromwonen, children and underpeople. He had al ways coped with it
before. He was ganbling on the fact that C nell was a wonderfully intelligent
person, and that as a girly girl, working on the hospitality staff of the

Eart hport police, she nust have | earned to control her personal feelings.
"We're born in the wong age," he thought, "when | neet the nost intelligent
and beautiful female |1've ever net, and then have to put business first. But
this stuff about people and underpeople is sticky. Sticky. W' ve got to keep
personalities out of it."

So he thought. Perhaps he was right.

If the nanel ess one, whom he did not dare to renmenber, commanded an attack on
the Bell itself, that was worth their lives. Their enotions could not cone
intoit. The Bell mattered: justice mattered: the perpetual return of manki nd
to progress mattered. He did not nmatter, because he had al ready done nost of
his work. Cnell did not matter, because their failure would | eave her with
nmer e under peopl e forever. The Bell did count.

The price of what he proposed to do was high, but the entire job could be done
inafewmnmnutes if it were done at the Bell itself.

The Bell, of course, was not a Bell. It was a three-dinmensional situation



table, three times the height of a man. It was set one story bel ow the neeting
room and shaped roughly like an ancient bell. The neeting table of the Lords
of the Instrumentality had a circle cut out of it, so that the Lords could

| ook down into the Bell at whatever situation one of themcalled up either
manual |y or telepathically. The Bank below it, hidden by the floor, was the
key menory-bank of the entire system Duplicates existed at thirty-odd ot her

pl aces on Earth. Two duplicates lay hidden in interstellar space, one of them
beside the ninety-mllion-mle gold-colored ship left over fromthe War

agai nst Raunsog and the other nmasked as an asteroid.

Most of the Lords were offworld on the business of the Instrunmentality.

Only three besides Jestocost were present—the Lady Johanna Gnade, the Lord

| ssan O ascoaga and the Lord WIlliam Not-fromhere. (The Not-fromheres were a
great Norstrilian famly which had migrated back to Earth many generations

before.)
The E-telekeli told Jestocost the rudiments of a plan
He was to bring Cnell into the chanbers on a sumons.

The sunmons was to be serious.

They shoul d avoid her summary death by automatic justice, if the relays began
to trip.

Cnell wuld go into partial trance in the chamnber.

He was then to call the items in the Bell which E-telekeli wanted traced. A
single call would be enough. E-telekeli would take the responsibility for
tracing them The other Lords would be distracted by him E-telekeli.

It was sinple in appearance.

The conplication canme in action

The plan seened flinsy, but there was nothing which Jestocost could do at this
time. He began to curse hinmself for letting his passion for policy involve him
inthe intrigue. It was too late to back out wi th honor; besides, he had given
his word; besides, he liked C nmell—-as a being, not as a girly girl—and he
woul d hate to see her marked with disappointnment for life. He knew how t he
under peopl e cherished their identities and their status.

Wth heavy heart but quick mnd he went to the council chanber. A dog-girl,
one of the routine nmessengers whom he had seen nmany nonths outside the door
gave himthe m nutes.

He wondered how C nell or E-telekeli would reach him once he was inside the
chanmber with its tight net of telepathic intercepts.

He sat wearily at the table. And al nost junped out of his chair.

The conspirators had forged the mnutes thenselves, and the top item was:

"C nmell daughter to C macki ntosh, cat-stock (pure) lot 1138, confession of.
Subj ect: conspiracy to export homuncul ar material. Reference: planet De
Prinsensmacht . "

The Lady Johanna Gnade had al ready pushed the buttons for the planet
concerned. The people there, Earth by origin, were enornously strong but they
had gone to great pains to maintain the original Earth appearance. One of
their first-men was at the nonment on Earth. He bore the title of the Twilight
Prince (Prins van de Schenering) and he was on a nixed di plomatic and tradi ng
m ssi on.

Since Jestocost was a little late, C nell was being brought into the room as
he gl anced over the m nutes.

The Lord Not-from here asked Jestocost if he would preside.

"I beg you, sir and scholar,"” he said, "to join me in asking the Lord Issan to
preside this time."

The presidency was a formality. Jestocost could watch the Bell and Bank better
if he did not have to chair the neeting too.

Cnell wre the clothing of a prisoner. On her it | ooked good. He had never
seen her wearing anything but girly-girl clothes before. The pal e-blue prison
tuni c nade her | ook very young, very human, very tender and very frightened.
The cat famly showed only in the fiery cascade of her hair and the lithe
power of her body as she sat, denure and erect.

Lord Issan asked her: "You have confessed. Confess again."



"This man," and she pointed at a picture of the Twilight Prince, "wanted to go
to the place where they torment human children for a show. "

"What!" cried three of the Lords together

"What pl ace?" said the Lady Johanna, who was bitterly in favor of Kkindness.
"I't's run by a man who | ooks like this gentleman here," said C nell, pointing
at Jestocost. Quickly, so that nobody could stop her, but nodestly, so that
none of them thought to doubt her, she circled the room and touched
Jestocost's shoulder. He felt a thrill of contact-tel epathy and heard

bi rd-cackle in her brain. Then he knew that the E-telekeli was in touch with
her .

"The man who has the place,"” said Cnell, "is five pounds lighter than this
gentl eman, two inches shorter, and he has red hair. H's place is at the Cold
Sunset corner of Earthport, down the boul evard and under the boul evard.

Under peopl e, sone of themw th bad reputations, live in that nei ghborhood."
The Bell went mlky, flashing through hundreds of conbinations of bad
underpeople in that part of the city. Jestocost felt hinmself staring at the
casual m |l kiness with unwanted concentration

The Bel | cl eared.

It showed the vague i mage of a roomin which children were playing Hal |l oween
tricks.

The Lady Johanna | aughed, "Those aren't people. They're robots. It's just a
dull old play."

"Then," added C nell, "he wanted a dollar and a shilling to take honme. Rea
ones. There was a robot who had found sone."

"What are those?" said Lord |Issan

"Anci ent noney—the real nmoney of old America and old Australia," cried Lord
Wlliam "l have copies, but there are no originals outside the state nmuseum "
He was an ardent, passionate collector of coins.

"The robot found themin an old hiding place right under Earth-port."

Lord Wffiam al nost shouted at the Bell. "Run through every hiding place and
get ne that noney."

The Bell clouded. In finding the bad nei ghborhoods it had flashed every police
point in the Northwest sector of the tower. Now it scanned all the police

poi nts under the tower, and ran dizzily through thousands of conbi nations
before it settled on an old toolroom A robot was polishing circul ar pieces of
net al

When Lord WIliamsaw the polishing, he was furious. "Get that here," he
shouted. "I want to buy those nyself!"

"Al'l right," said Lord Issan. "It's a little irregular, but all right."

The machi ne showed the key search devices and brought the robot to the

escal ator.

The Lord Issan said, "This isn't much of a case.”

C nell snivel ed. She was a good actress. "Then he wanted nme to get a
homuncul us egg. One of the E-type, derived frombirds, for himto take hone."
| ssan put on the search devi ce.

"Maybe," said C nell, "somebody has already put it in the disposal series.”
The Bell and the Bank ran through all the disposal devices at high speed.
Jestocost felt his nerves go on edge. No human being coul d have nenorized

t hese thousands of patterns as they flashed across the Bell too fast for human
eyes, but the brain reading the Bell through his eyes was not human. It m ght
even be locked into a computer of its own. It was, thought Jestocost, an
indignity for a Lord of the Instrunentality to be used as a human spy- gl ass.
The machine blotted up

"You're a fraud," cried the Lord Issan. "There's no evidence."

"Maybe the of fworlder tried,"” said the Lady Johanna.

"Shadow him" said Lord Wlliam "If he would steal ancient coins he would
steal anything."

The Lady Johanna turned to Cnell. "You're a silly thing. You have wasted our
time and you have kept us from serious inter-world business.”

"It is inter-world business,”" wept Cnell. She let her hand slip from



Jestocost's shoul der, where it had rested all the tine. The body-to-body rel ay
broke and the telepathic Iink broke with it.

"W shoul d judge that," said Lord Issan

"You m ght have been puni shed,"” said Lady Johanna.

The Lord Jestocost had said nothing, but there was a gl ow of happiness in him
If the E-telekeli was half as good as he seened, the underpeople had a Iist of
checkpoi nts and escape routes which would nake it easier to hide fromthe
capricious sentence of painless death which human authorities nmeted out.

5

There was singing in the corridors that night.

Under peopl e burst into happi ness for no visible reason

C nell danced a wild cat dance for the next custonmer who cane in fromoutworld
stations, that very evening. Wen she got hone to bed, she knelt before the

pi cture of her father C nmackintosh and thanked the E-tel ekeli for what
Jestocost had done.

But the story becane known a few generations later, when the Lord Jestocost
had won accl ai m for being the chanpi on of the underpeopl e and when the
authorities, still unaware of E-telekeli, accepted the elected representatives
of the underpeople as negotiators for better ternms of life; and C nell had

di ed I ong since.

She had first had al ong, good life.

She became a fenal e chef when she was too old to be a girly girl. Her food was
fanous. Jestocost once visited her. At the end of the nmeal he had asked,
"There's a silly rhyne anong the under people. No human bei ngs know it except
ne."

"I don't care about rhynes," she said.

"This is called ' The what-she-did." "

C nell blushed all the way down to the neckline of her capaci ous bl ouse. She
had filled out a lot in niddl e age. Running the restaurant had hel ped.

"Ch, that rhyne!" she said. "It's silly."

"It says you were in love with a honminid."

"No," she said. "I wasn't." Her green eyes, as beautiful as ever, stared
deeply into his. Jestocost felt unconfortable. This was getting personal. He
liked political relationships; personal things made hi m unconfortable.

The light in the roomshifted and her cat eyes blazed at him she | ooked like
the magical fire-haired girl he had known.

"I wasn't in love. You couldn't call it that "
Her heart cried out, It was you, it was you, it was you.
"But the rhyne," insisted Jestocost, "says it was a hominid. It wasn't that

Prins van de Schenering?"

"Who was he?" C nell asked the question quietly, but her enobtions cried out,
Darling, will you never, never know?

"The strong man."

"Ch, him 1've forgotten him"

Jestocost rose fromthe table. "You' ve had a good life, Cnell. You ve been a
citizen, a committeeworman, a |eader. And do you even know how many chil dren
you have had?"

"Seventy-three," she snapped at him "Just because they're nmultiple doesn't
mean we don't know them ™"

H s playfulness left him Hs face was grave, his voice kindly. "I neant no
harm Conell."

He never knew that when he left she went back to the kitchen and cried for a
while. It was Jestocost whom she had vainly | oved ever since they had been
conr ades, nmany |ong years ago.

Even after she died, at the full age of five-score and three, he kept seeing
her about the corridors and shafts of Earthport. Many of her

great - granddaught ers | ooked just like her and several of them practiced the
girly-girl business with huge success.

They were not hal f-slaves. They were citizens (reserved grade) and they had



phot opasses which protected their property, their identity and their rights.
Jestocost was the godfather to themall; he was often enbarrassed when the
nost vol uptuous creatures in the universe threw playful kisses at him Al he
asked was fulfillnment of his political passions, not his personal ones. He had
al ways been in love, madly in love-Wth justice itself.

At last, his own tine cane, and he knew that he was dying, and he was not
sorry. He had had a wife, hundreds of years ago, and had | oved her well; their
children had passed into the generations of man.

In the ending, he wanted to know sonething, and he called to a nanel ess one
(or to his successor) far beneath the ground. He called with his mind till it
was a scream

| have hel ped your people.

"Yes," canme back the faintest of faraway whispers, inside his head.

I amdying. | nust know Did she |ove ne?

"She went on without you, so nmuch did she |ove you. She let you go, for your
sake, not for hers. She really | oved you. More than death. Mre than life.
More than time. You will never be apart.”

Never apart?

"No, not in the menory of nman," said the voice, and was then still.

Jestocost lay back on his pillow and waited for the day to end.



