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A #BW Rel ease

Chapter One
The banked, fan-shaped classroomwas silent with attention

"And now, " said Professor Gordon Naisnith, "watch cl osely.

| drop the charged particle into the tank." He tripped the
rel ease of the mechani sm suspended over the big glass tank
and saw a silvery spicule drop, alnobst too quickly to follow,
into the clear |iquid.

"Contact with other partially charged nol ecul es rel eases the
time energy,"” said Naismth, watching a sudden silvery cloud
spread fromthe bottomof the tank, "and, as you see—

The silvery cloud grew rapidly, advancing on a wave front,

a beautifully symretrical curve that was determnmined by two
factors: gravity, and the kinetic | oss of the conversion process.
It was perfect beauty, far beyond any curve of flesh or any line
drawn by an artist, and Naismth watched it with a painfu
tightness in his throat, although he had seen it a hundred tines
bef ore.

Now t he change was conpl ete. The tank was full of silvery

fluid, opaque, mrror-bright and |um nous. "All the liquid has
now been raised to a higher tenporal energy level,"” Naismth

told the class, "and is in the state you nay have heard descri bed
as 'quasi-matter.' Tonorrow, when we begin our experinents

on this tank, we will see that it has some very odd physica
properties. However, that concludes today's denmonstration. Are

t here any questions?"

A student signaled with his desk light. Naismth glanced at

t he nanepl ate. "Yes, Hi nkel?" He stood beside the table on the
dais, tall and big-framed in his |aboratory snock, aware as he
answered the students' questions that eight other Naismiths, in
the other identical classroons that radiated froma conmmon
center, were also standing, like eight mrror inages of hinself,
al so answering questions. It gave himan eerie shiver, just for a
nmonent, to realize that he hinself was one of the doppel-
gangers, not the "real" Naismth-sonmehow that was al nost

i npossible to accept, no matter how often one went through

the experience . . . then the nonment passed, and he went on

tal king, calm self-assured, his voice controlled and resonant.

The tone sounded, and the students began to stir, gathering
their recording equi pment and sliding out of their seats.

Nai smith turned and funbled for the duplicator control. The
round browni sh-bl ack knob was hard to see, like a floating

shadow on the tabletop. He found it at last, and turned it

cl ockw se.

At once the half-enpty cl assroom vani shed. He was in the
tiny, circular control room alone except for the duplicator
apparatus. Hi s knees suddenly weak, he | eaned agai nst the



denonstration table. Discordant menories swarned through

hi s head—ine sets of them all at once, like interfering video
broadcasts. It was hard to take, just for a monent, but after
two years of it he was an experienced nultiple-class teacher
and the nine sets of nenories settled quickly into place in his
m nd.

As he prepared to | eave, he becanme aware of an odd thing

t hat had happened. The denonstration itself had been exactly
the sane in all nine classroons, of course; it was only the
guestions afterward that had been different, and even those
followed a famliar pattern.

But one of the students in-which was it? classroom 7-had
stepped up to the platformjust as he was about to | eave, and
had sai d sonet hi ng extraordi nary.

He stood still, trying to bring the menory into sharper focus.

It was a dark-skinned girl who sat in the second row Lall was
her name, probably Indian, although it was odd that she sat

apart fromthe whispering, giggling group of Indian girls, bright
in their saris and gold earrings, who perched at the top of the
cl assroom She had | ooked up at himwi th her oddly disturbing
anber eyes, and had said in a distinct voice: "Professor, what is
a Zug?"

Nonsensi cal question! It had nothing to do with the denon-
stration, or with tenporal energy at all—n fact, he was sure
there was no such word in the vocabul ary of physics. And yet
it was odd what a shock had gone through himat her words: as
if, deep down in his subconscious, the question did nmean
somet hi ng—and sonething vital. He coul d renenber snapping

to attention, all his senses taut, a cold sweat beading on his
f or ehead.

And then what? What had he replied?
Not hi ng

At that nonment, the action of turning the control knob had
been conpl eted, and he had cone out of the nultiple state.
Then the shock of reintegrating his consciousness, and now ..

Zug.

The word had an unpl easant sound, sonehow, it nade a

shudder of distaste run up his spine. Probably the girl was dis-
turbed, that was all; he would put in a query to the college
psychiatric office.

But as he left the control room taking the rear stair to his

office, the feeling of vague apprehensi on and unease |ingered.
Perhaps it was the strain of multiple-class work; not everyone
could bear it. But he was proud of his ability to stand up under
the | oad; he had never felt like this after a class.

He finished his day's record-keeping and | eft quickly, anxious
to be out in the air. The afternoon was sunny and warm as he
wal ked across the campus; he could hear the surf in the



di stance, and the Ingl ewood-Ventura nonorail went hushing
across, bright cream and tan agai nst the blue sky.

Students were walking in little groups along the gravel paths
between the flane trees. The |awns were richly green, neat and
trim The scene was fam liar, soothing ... and not entirely real

It depressed himto realize that after four years he still felt
essentially disoriented. Everyone said he had made a remarKk-
abl e recovery; he had passed his refresher courses with high
mar ks, gotten his teaching |license renewed: now he was
establ i shed, conpetent . . and after all, these four years were
all the menory he had: so why couldn't he settle down and

feel at hone?

Why should he feel there was sone terrible secret buried in
his past?

Irritated, he tried to shake off the nmood, but the girl and her

question kept comi ng back to the surface of his mnd. It was

ridicul ous, and yet he couldn't hel p wondering if perhaps she

had some connection with the lost thirty-one years of his life
t he bl ank, the enptiness that was his inage of hinself

bef ore the bonmber crash that had al nost killed him

Zug. ..

I mpul sively, he turned and took the path to the university
library. There was a vacant information nachi ne. He punched
"Ceneral," and then spelled out "Z-UG"

The machi ne's transparency flashed, "SEARCH NG " and

then, after a second, "GEOGRAPHY (EUROPA)." On the

central screen appeared a portion of a page of text. Naismith
read, "Zug. (tsooK) 1. Canton, n. central Switzerland, area

92 square niles. Pop. 51,000. 2. Commune, its capital, on Lake
of Zug S of Zurich; pop. 16, 500."

Nai smith turned off the machine in disgust. O course, he was
wasting his tine. It was a little surprising that there should be
such a word at all; but the girl had said "a Zug" and besi des,
she hadn't pronounced it as if it were German. This coul dn't

be the answer.

As he was leaving the library, he heard his nane call ed.
Plunp M. Ramsdell, the bursar, came hurrying toward him

al ong the gravel ed path between the flane trees, holding out
a parcel wapped in white paper. "How lucky to run into you
like this," Ramsdell panted. "Soneone left this at ny office
for you, and | absent-m ndedly carried it out with me— He

| aughed uncertainly. "I was just going to take it over and drop
it at the Science Building, when | saw you."

Nai smith took the parcel: it was unexpectedly heavy and
hard inside the white paper. "Thanks," he said. "Wio left it
for ne, anyone | know?"

Ramsdel | shrugged. "Said his name was Churan. Short,
swarthy fellow, very polite. But |I really wasn't paying attention



Vell, | rmust fly."

"Thanks again," Naismth called after him but the little
bursar did not seemto hear.

Funny that he should have carried the parcel out of his

office, straight to the |library—al nost too pat for coincidence,
as if he had known Naismith would be there; but that was

i mpossi bl e.

Funny, too, that anybody should | eave a parcel for him
wi th Ransdell; he had nothing to do with the bursar's office,
except to collect his pay checks.

Nai smith wei ghed the parcel in his hands, curiously. He had

an inpulse to open it inmmediately, but decided not to—prob-

| em of disposing of the wrappings, or else carrying them
around. Besides, the thing in the parcel might be in nore than
one piece, awkward to carry unless wapped. Better wait till he
got it honme and could examine it properly.

But what could it be? A piece of apparatus? He had several

t hi ngs on order, but was not expecting any of theminmedi-
ately, and anyhow, when they did come, they would be
delivered in the usual way, not left for himat the bursar's
of fice.

Deep in thought, he wal ked to the tube entrance. He rode
hone with the thing on his knees, hard and netallically coo
t hrough the wrappings. There was no witing on the paper
anywhere; it was neatly sealed with plastic tape.

The tube car sighed to a stop at the Beverly Hills station
Nai smith went aboveground and wal ked the two bl ocks to
hi s apartnent.

When he opened the door, his visiphone was blinking red.

He put the parcel down and crossed the roomw th his heart
suddenly hamrering. He saw that the recorded-call telltale was
lit, and touched the playback button

A voice said urgently. "Naismith, this is Dr. Wlls. Please
call me as soon as you get in; | want to see you." The voice
stopped; after a noment the nechanismclicked and the neutra
machi ne voi ce added, "Two thirty-five P.M" The pl ayback
stopped; the telltale w nked off.

Wl ls was the head of the coll ege psychiatric office;

Nai smth went to himas a patient every two weeks. Two
thirty-five this afternoon—+that was when Naismith had been
in the mddle of his tenporal energy denmonstration. He had a

sense that things were happening all around himfirst the girl
wi th her disturbing question, and the dark nman | eaving a
package for himat the bursar's office, and—

At the thought, Naismth turned and | ooked at the package
on the table. At least he could find out about that, and with-
out delay. Wth a certain grimess, he seized the package, put



it on his desk, and with a bronze |letter opener began to cut the
t ape.

The wrapping cane away easily. Naismith saw the gl eam of
bl ued metal, then spread the papers apart, and caught his
br eat h.

The machi ne was beauti ful .

It was box-shaped, with rounded edges and corners; all its
lines flowed subtly and exactly into one another. On the top
face there were oval inlays, arranged in a pattern that con-
veyed nothing to him and slightly raised fromthe main shell
The netal was satiny and cool under his fingers. It |ooked
machi ned, not stanped: fine, mcronetically exact work.

He turned it over, looking for a naneplate or a serial nunber
stanped into the netal, but found nothing. There was no
button, dial, or any other obvious way of turning the machi ne
on. He could not see any way of opening it, except by renov-
ing the inlays fromthe top.

Naismith felt cautiously at the inlays, trying to see if they
woul d depress or turn, but w thout result. He paused, baffl ed.
After a nonment, his fingers began tracing around the outlines
of the machine: it was beautiful workmanship, a pleasure just
to touch it—and yet it seemed without function, useless,
meani ngl ess.

Li ke the question: "Wat is a Zug?"

Wt hout warning, Naismith's heart began hanmering agai n.

He had an irrational feeling that he was being carefully
hemred i n—rapped, for some unguessabl e purpose, and by
persons unknown. His fingers |left the machine, then gripped it
fiercely again, pressing hard, tw sting, trying to nove sone part
of the nmechani sm

He fail ed.

The vi si phone blinked and brrred.

Nai smith swore and hit the switch with his palm the screen
lighted up. It was Wells, with his iron-gray brush-cut and his
deeply seaned face. "Naismith!" he said sharply. "I called

bef ore—di d you get the message?"

"Yes—+ just got in—+ was about to vise you."

"I"'msorry, Naismith, but I'"'mafraid this had better not wait.
Cone over to ny private office."

" Now?"
"Pl ease. "
"Al'l right, but what's it about?"

"Il explain when you get here." Wells' w de nouth cl osed
firmy, and the screen went gray.



Wlls' private office was a big, sunny room adj oi ni ng his
home, with a view of the Santa Monica beach and the ocean

As the door slid open, Wells | ooked up fromhis desk, his big,
| eat her-brown face serious and stern. "Naisnmith," he said

wi t hout preanmble, "I"'mtold you insulted and frightened a

M. Churan today. What about it?"

Nai smith conti nued wal ki ng toward the desk. He sat down

in the conical chair facing Wells, and planted his hands on his
knees. "In the first place," he said, "I'mnot a crimnal
Moderate your tone. In the second place, where do you get

your information, and what nakes you so positive it's correct?"

Wl ls blinked and | eaned forward. "Didn't you burst in on
an inporter named Churan, over in Hollywod, and threaten
to kill hinP"

"No, categorically, |I did not. What tinme was | supposed to
have done this?"

"Around two o' clock. And you didn't threaten him or break
anything in his office?"

"I never even heard of your M. Churan until today," said
Nai smith angrily. "Wat else does he say | did?"

Wl |l s sat back, put a pipe in his mouth and | ooked at him
nmeditatively. "Exactly where were you at two?"

"I'n ny classroons, giving a denonstration."”
"What kind of a denonstration?"
"Tenporal energy."

Wl |ls picked up a gold pen in his big, well-kept fingers and
made a note. "At two?"

"Certainly. My afternoon class has been at two since March,
when t he schedul es were changed."

"That's right, | seemto remenber now. " Wells frowned

uncertainly, pulling at his lower lip. "lIt's odd that Ovile didn't
seemto know that, although | suppose it m ght have slipped

his mnd . . . You know, Naismth, this could be a serious

busi ness. Wen Ovile called ne, around two-thirty, he was
shaking all over." Ovile was the head of the Physics Depart-
ment, a nervous, white-haired man. "He'd just had a call from
the police—this man Churan had conplained to them and

natural ly, he passed the buck to me. He knows |I'mtreating

you for that ammesic condition of yours. Now, I'Il put it on the
line, Naismth—f you did black out and browbeat Churan, as

he says you did, we've got to find out why."

Nai smith began to stiffen with anger. "l've told you, | was
in my classroonms at two o' clock. You can check on that, if
you don't choose to believe me—ask ny students.™

Wl ls glanced at his notepad, scratched a couple of ainmnless



lines, then | ooked up and said, "You used the word 'cl ass-
roonms.' | take it that means you were teaching by the nultiple-
cl ass net hod. "

"That's right. Alnost all the undergraduate cl asses are
mul tiples. You know how crowded we are."

"Surely. But what |I'mgetting at is this: at two o' clock you
were in several places at once."

"Ni ne places, or rather ten," said Naismth. "It's the nine-
unit duplicator in the East Wng of the Science Building."

"Al'l right. My question is this: Is there any possibility that
you were in eleven places at once, at two o' cl ock today?"

Nai smith sat in silence, absorbing that. Then he said, "Of-
hand, the idea is ridiculous. You say this Churan's office is in
Hol | ywood. The duplicator field has a range of only about five
hundred feet."

"But would you say it's absolutely inpossible?"

Nai smith's wide jaw knotted. "I couldn't say that, of course.
Impractical, at least, in the present state of the art. What are
you suggesting, that | somehow gi nm cked that Hivert Dupli -
cator to project one of my doppel gangers into a stranger's

of fice?"

"I"mnot suggesting anything." Wells' pen made slow circles
on the notepad. "But Naismith, tell ne this: why should this
fellow Churan lie about it?"

"I don't know!" Naismth exploded. H s hands cl enched into
powerful fists. "Wells, sonething's going on that | don't under-
stand and don't like. I"'mconpletely in the dark now, but I
proni se you—~

He was interrupted by the brrr of the phone. Wthout | ook-
ing away from Naismth, Wlls reached over and touched the
button. "Yes?"

The first words swung his head around. "Wells! Now see
what's happened!" It was Ovile's shrill voice, and Naismth
could see his white-haired head, grotesquely elongated in

t he visi phone. "He's dead-horribly burned to death! And

Nai smth was the last nan seen with himi M God, Wlls!

Why don't you—-

"Naismth is here in ny office now," Wells cut in. "Wo's
dead? What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I"'mtelling you, Ransdell! Ransdell! My God, | ook here!"
Ovile's paper-gray face withdrew, and after a nonent the
pi ckup tilted downward.

On the gray tile floor lay a plunp body, sprawled like a
hi deously ruined doll. The head, chest and hands were not hi ng
but shapel ess masses of carbon



"I"'msending the police!" Ovile's voice shrilled. "Don't |et
him get away! Don't let himget away!"

Chapter Two

Wth Orvile's hysterical voice still ringing in his ears, Naismth
turned: in two quick strides he was at the door

"What ?" said Wells, slowto react. He half rose fromhis
chair. "Naismth, wait—

Nai smith did not reply. He slid the door open, whipped

t hrough, slanmmed it agai n behind himand was runni ng down

the wal k. Blood raced warmin his arteries he felt no fear, only
an intense and al nost pl easurabl e anger

In the instant before Orvile finished speaking, the whole
probl em had becone transparently sinple. The police had no

evi dence against himin Ransdell's death, and could not hold

him but they could, and would, delay him And he was tiger-

i shly convinced that his only safety now lay in striking back, as
hard and as fast as he coul d.

At the foot of the hill, he caught a cruising nunicipal cab
and ordered the driver: "Hollywod. I'Il give you the address
on the way."

As the cab swung around and headed east on the Freeway,

Nai smith put a quarter into the phone slot and punched
"Directory, Hollywood." The yellow transparency |ighted up
Nai smith punched "CH U R A-N"

The illum nated i nage junped and blurred repeatedly; then

it steadied on a page of fine print, slowy traveling past the
scanner. Naismith punched the "Hold" button. There it was:

"M Churan, Inprtr," and an address on Sunset Boul evard.

Nai smith glanced at his wistwatch: it was just four o'clock,
and nost California businessnen did not close their doors till
four-thirty. There was still tine.

"This is it, mster," said the driver, reaching over to turn off
the neter. Naisnmith paid himand got out. The building was a

yel | ow-stone nonstrosity dating fromthe previous century.

In the | obby, Churan's nane was on the ancient white-letter
directory. Naismth took the elevator to the fifth floor. The

of fice, behind a corrugated glass door with Churan's nanme on

it, was | ocked and silent.

Nai smith rattled the door in a burst of anger. Raging, he
banged the door back and forth in its quarter-inch of play,
until the corridor rang with the sound.

The office next door opened and a pink young man stepped

out, shirt-sleeved, with his necktie undone. "Here," he said.
"Here, what's the gas with you, son? Don't go like that."

Nai smith stared at him The young man | ooked surprised,
flinched, and stepped back into the shelter of his doorway.
"Not hi ng personal, son," he added.



"Do you know Churan?" Naismth demanded

"Sure, | know him son—+to say what ho. But he's gone,
son—gone—zi pped out half an hour ago. | saw him|l eave."

Nai smith stared at the | ocked door. He had been quick, but

not qui ck enough. Wth an inpatient surge, he put the full force
of his armand wist against the doorknob: with a sharp, ring-
ing snap, the latch broke and the door swung in.

"Hey," said the pink young man, his jaw open. "Hey,
now—

Nai smith strode into the reception room There was nobody

behi nd the desk, nobody in the inner office. Filing cabinets were
standi ng open and enpty; there was nothing in the desk

drawers, nothing pinned to the wall. On one corner of the worn
carpet, near the desk, there was a large, fresh ink-stain. There
were some jagged pieces of glazed porcelain in the wastebasket,
and a bedraggl ed bunch of yellow fl owers.

Baffl ed, Naismth paused and sniffed the ah*. The office had
an unm st akabl e at nosphere of vacancy; but to his sharpened
senses there was a faint, jangling vibration in the roont+yes,
and a faint but distinct scent: sonething cold, nmusky and
unpl easant .

When he left, the pink young man was still waiting in the
corridor. Naismith said gently, "What do you know about
Chur an?"

"Well, son, | never spread the air with him Just what ho in
the norning, way | told you. But he's a pro."

"A what ?"

"A professional, son. You know, show biz." The pink young
man pointed to his own open door, on which was lettered,
"REGAL THEATRI CAL ENTERPRI SES. "

Nai smth scow ed. "Churan is an actor?"

"CGot to be, son. He never got any parts through me, but I
can tell. This inporting piece nust be a sideline. You | ooking
for himreal bad?"

"How can you tell he's an actor?"

"The makeup, son. Every tine | see him he's nade up for

the caneras. You m ght not notice, stereo nakeup | ooks so

natural, but |I can tell. Every time | see him he's got it on. Wo
should I tell himwas asking?"

"Never mind," said Naismth, suddenly depressed. He turned
wi t hout anot her word and went away.

In his own doorway, in the act of w thdrawi ng the key from
the I ock, he paused and stood still, listening. A prickle of un-



easi ness ran over his body. There was a snmell in the air, a
sickly, charred, greasy snell....

He went into the living room through it to the bedroom At
first he saw not hing. Then, glancing at the fl oor behind the
bed, he saw a wonan's foot and a thick ankle. The snell was
over poweringly strong.

Si ckened, he went around the end of the bed. On the floor
lay a body he at first could not recognize, although he knew
who it nmust be. Ms. Becker, who cleaned his apartnment on
Thur sdays—she was the only one other than hinself who had
a key. She was dead. Dead, and horribly burned. The face,
chest, arnms and hands were one shapel ess, bl ackened ruin.

Nai smith went nunbly to the visiphone and vised the police.
They were there in |less than ten mnutes.
The cell door closed behind himwith a sound of finality.

Nai smith sank down on the narrow bunk, with his head in

hi s hands. The police had interrogated himfor three hours.

They had been very thorough; their questions had ranged from

his private life, to his previous history and service record, his
amesi a—how t hey had hanmered at that!—+o his work at the

uni versity, the duplication process, tenporal energy, every-
thing. They had even suggested the fantastic idea that he m ght
have alibied hinmself in both killings by traveling in tine.

"Tenporal energy isn't available on that scale,” he had told
them "You don't realize what prodigious forces are invol ved.
Even with the two thousand negakline tau generator at the
University, it takes several hours to charge the ninety liters of
water we use in the denonstration."

"But the water does nove in tune, doesn't it?" one of the
det ecti ves had denmanded.

"Yes, but only a fraction of a m crosecond, Lieutenant. The
nol ecul es are really only partly out of synch with our t.e.
matrix. If there were a real displacenent, they would sinply
vani sh. "

The detectives would not give up. Wasn't it possible to
devel op the tenporal energy process to a point where a nman
could travel in time?

"Possible, yes," he had told themangrily. "For someone

t housands of years nore advanced in science than we are. For
us, now, it's a conplete inpossibility!l"

Then they cane back to Bursar Ransdell. Wat grudge had

he had agai nst Ransdel |l ? "None! | scarcely knew him™"

Then it was just a coincidence, was it, that Ransdell had been
nmurdered horribly just after being seen with Naisnmth? "Yes!"

Quided by instinct, Naismith did not nention the parce
Rarmsdel | had given him He could not explain the strength of
the feeling to hinself, but he was convinced that if he let the



police take possession of the machine, a vital clue would be out
of his hands.

Then the questioners turned to Churan, who had not
appeared to identify Naismith, and could not be found. Had he
nmur dered Churan, too, and hidden the body?

He patiently recounted what had happened at Churan's
of fice, and nanmed the pink young man as a w tness.

Then what about the death of his housekeeper, Ms. Becker
—was that a coincidence, too?

Nai smith grunted, clasping his head in his hands. How

could it be coincidental that two people close to himhad been
killed in the sane baffling way, within hours of each other? It
was as if he were a sort of Typhoid Mary, an untouched

carrier of disaster....

An idea canme to him and Naismth sat up straight. Erect
and still, he was concentrating furiously when the outer cel
door opened with a clang.

Startled, Naismith | ooked up. The jailer in his sweaty bl ue
uni formwas entering. He wal ked to Naismith's door, fitted a
key to the I ock, swung the door open. "Ckay, you can go," he
grunt ed.

Nai smith stood up warily. "I'm being rel eased?"
"Your |awyer got you out on a wit. Come on, this way."

"My lawyer? But— Naismith fell silent and foll owed the

jailer. Wlls, when they had allowed Naisnmth to see him an

hour before, had told himhe would get a | awyer, but not to
expect anything tonight. It's a first-degree nurder charge," the
psychiatrist had said, "and they won't rel ease you on bail,

know. But I'll have Howard cone down first thing in the

norni ng. Be patient until then."

Had he lost track of time—was it norning already? No, the
wall clock in the jailer's office read 9:05 P. M

"Here's your stuff,” the jailer said, tossing an envel ope at
hi m across the counter. "Sign for it."

Nai smith scrawl ed his nane, put the envel ope in his pocket,
and followed the jailer again. In the waiting room a slender
gray-haired man arose to nmeet them He was dressed in a dinner
jacket and carried a sleek pigskin briefcase.

"He's all yours," said the jailer, and wal ked away.

"M . Howard?" Naisnmith said, advancing with his hand out.
"Eh? No, no. Jerone is the nane; how do you do." The
gray-haired man shook Nai smith's hand perfunctorily, then

dropped it. He turned back his cuff to look at a wafer-thin
wistwatch. "My heavens, it's late. | didn't realize—although



| must say the wit didn't take long. Well, anyhow, you're out.
| really shouldn't have come down at all." He paused, with a
faintly bew | dered expression on his pale face. "Shoul dn't

have conme at all," he repeated.

They were descending the stone steps of the jail. Naismith
said uneasily, "Did Wlls arrange with you about your fee?"

"Wl |l s?" the other man echoed, |ooking abstracted. "No, not
Wl ls—+ don't think I know him You know," he said, stopping
again and facing Naismth, "it's incredible that | cane out
tonight at all. | can't understand it. Wiy, | was at a dinner
party. Good heavens, ny daughter is getting married tonor-
row— H's face twitched. "Well, good night then," he said
abruptly, and turned away.

"Wait," Naismith called after him "If it wasn't Wells who
asked you to help ne, then who?"

Jerone did not pause. "Your friend Churan," he said testily
over his shoulder. H's footsteps dw ndl ed down the echoi ng
wal k. Presently he was gone.

Nai smith woke up, aware that he was not alone in the room

He had reached hone close to mdnight, dog-tired, and had
fallen alnpost imrediately into an exhausted sl eep. Now he was
wi de awake in the darkness, sitting up, every sense alert to a
war ni ng of danger that crawed invisibly in the room

There was no sound of nmovenent; but the darkness was
electric with the presence of sonething powerful and
nmenaci ng.

Then, slowy, like a mirage in the air, a faint bluish glow
cane to life in the mddle of the room

Nai smith caught his breath; the blue gl ow was continuing to
grow slowy brighter, until now he coul d make out the squat
shape of something hanging in md-air.

It was a shape like a fat piece of tubing, bent downward to
forman L. It was a gun, he saw now, as the |ight continued

to grow. a pistol, clearly and unm stakably, although it was
like no pistol that he had ever seen before. The thick handle
was toward him the barrel pointing away. Heavy and squat,

the gun was a thing of subtle, powerful curves that nelted into
one another. Intuitively, he knewit was of the sane fanmly as
t he enigmati c machi ne Ransdel |l had given him conpletely
different in form they were still alike as brothers.

It hung there, unsupported, solid and real, and yet sonehow
spectral -l ooking in the blue light. It was bigger than any pisto
made for a normal man's hand: Naismith could i magi ne him

self getting out of bed, reaching out and taking the handle in
his hand. And he knew that his grip would be barely big

enough to hold it; his finger would barely reach far enough to
press the trigger.

The silence was absolute. Naismth had forgotten to breathe.



The feeling of nmenace was still in the room stronger than
before, and it emanated partly fromthe weapon in the air,

partly fromthe shadows beyond. The gun radi ated a sense of
brutal power: Naismith longed to touch it, and yet he was
instinctively afraid of it—afraid of what raveni ng energies
m ght be released if he touched the trigger. He knew, w thout
any doubt or question, that the gun was no ordinary gun

Then the darkness seenmed to lift.

At the far side of the room where his dresser and wardrobe
shoul d have been, Naismith saw a Sonmething that stirred, with

an inpossibly fluid reptilian notion, and | ooked at himw th
tiny red eyes.

He was out of bed w thout knowi ng how he had left it,
every muscle taut, the hair standing erect on his head.

The gun seened to drift closer
The darkness lifted still nore, and Naisnmith saw the hideous,
insect-reptilian formof the Thing, heard its arnored plates

grate together as it noved.

A thin voice suddenly whi spered: "The Zug! The Zug! Kill
it? Take the gun—kill it, quick!"

Nai smith noved faster than he had ever done in his remem
bered life. Wth one hand he swept up the wooden chair beside
his bed, swng it hard and | et go. The chair crashed full into
t he suspended gun

There was a sound like silk ripping, and a blinding flare of
blue l'ight that undul ated across the walls and was gone. Half-
bl i nded, heart hammering in his chest, Naisnmth found the

wal |l switch and lighted the room

The gun was gone. The Thing was gone. The chair |ay
smashed and bl ackened in the mddle of the floor

Chapter Three

1. The Zug. [Twi ce underli ned.]

2. Mss Lall. (?)

3. Things burned—Ransdel |, Ms. Becker, the chair.

4. Churan. (?)

5. Ramsdell's machine, similar to gun

6. Wiy did Churan accuse nme, then get me out of jail?
7. \Wy???

Nai smith stared at the list he had witten. A pattern was
formng init, but it was maddeni ngly obscure. He rose from



his desk and took a turn around the living room noving
nervously, conbing his hair back with an inpatient gesture. It
was m d-norning: he had finally fallen asl eep again toward
dawn, and had slept until nearly ten

He sat down at the desk again, staring at the list with nar-

rowed eyes. The pattern ... He drew a light pencil I|ine

between M ss Lall's name and Churan's. The two of them
evidently connected, simlar in origin ... one East Indian, the
other, by the sound of the name, probably Iranian. ... He

felt a touch of uneasiness at this thought, but could not identify
it, and went on. He remenbered now that Mss Lall always

sat alone in class; the other East Indian students invariably

sat in close, gossiping groups. Did she avoid them because they
woul d know she was not Indian, in spite of her nane?

Why did Churan wear actor's makeup?
Way, why, why... ?

The pencil snapped between his fingers. Naismth sat back
deep in thought. He had done the one right thing |last night,
he knew intuitively, in hurling the chair at the spectral gun
I mredi ately afterward he had felt an overpowering sense of
relief, alnost of reprieve. But why? \Wat woul d have happened
if he had touched the gun?

He thought of the bl ackened chair, and shuddered. But he
knew, sonehow, that was not the answer.

He checked off the points on the Iist again, one by one.
After a noment, hesitantly, he drew a doubtful |ine between
"Thi ngs burned" and "Ransdell's nachine."

Now t he thought that had cone to himlast night in the jail
cell began to take shape. Ransdell had died after handing him
t he machi ne from Churan. M's. Becker had died after noving
the machine fromthe desk to the closet. A comon denonmni n-
ator: both had held it in their hands.

Nai smith got up and went to the closet. The nachine

gleaned dully at himfromthe shelf. Reluctantly, he reached

up and pulled it down. It lay heavy and solid in his hands; it
was just heavy enough that, to hold it confortably, an ordinary
person would have to keep it at the level of his chest.

That was what Ransdell and Ms. Becker nust have done.

And they had been burned in the chest, face and ar nms— hat

is, in a radius of about a foot and a half fromthe point where
t hey had hel d the nachi ne.

If he was right, he had in his hands a thing of frightfu
power .

And yet he had held the nmachi ne, not once but several tines,
just as he was doi ng now.

Slow y he put the nmachi ne back on the closet shelf. He
returned to the desk, leaning over it and staring intently at



the list.
The gun—simlar in appearance to the first machine, and

evidently wielding the same terrible power. He picked up the
pencil, drew another |ine between the gun and the machi ne.
Then he traced it again, nmaking it heavier. The gun had
appeared after he brought the machine into the apartnment.
There was one nore connection: if he could trace themall, he
woul d have the answer to the mystery.

He frowned at the last itenms, the questions of notive, then
left them and went back to the head of the I|ist.

The Zug. The word had a teeth-grating unpl easantness for
hi m now, remenbering the shadowy creature he had seen in
his bedroom | ast night. Wat was it? He had no nore know
| edge than before: but he knew in his viscera that it was real

Mss Lall. There at |least was a place to start. It was she who
had begun the whole thing, with that abrupt question: "What
is a Zug?" Her voice . . . was it simlar to the one that had

whi spered to himout of enptiness last night? He could not
renmenber: but he felt certain that Mss Lall knew nore about
what a Zug was than he did.

She had not asked because she wanted to know.

Why then? To start himthinking, to create a state of mnd

in which other things mght happen . . . ? Naismth's fingers
ti ghtened on the broken stub of pencil. Yes, he wanted very
much to neet Mss Lall again.

He thought briefly of taking the machine with himto the
university |l aboratories, then dismssed the idea. It was too
dangerous; he couldn't take the chance of injuring any nore

i nnocent people. Actually the thing ought to be in a vault by
itself somewhere . . . but barring that, it was as safe here as
anywhere. He | ocked the door carefully behind him

Youngsters were strolling on the shadowed canpus | awns,
oblivious as he went past them Naismith called first at the
Registrar's office. "Dolly," he said to the brown-haired wonan
at the desk, "can you tell me sonething about a freshman

nanmed Lal | —Samar ant ha Lal | ?"

The assistant registrar | ooked up, startled. "Oh—Professor
Nai smith." She hesitated. "But, Professor, aren't you sus-
pended? Professor Orvile sai d— She stopped, enbarrassed.

"It was all a terrible mstake, Dolly,"” Naismith told her in
a confidential tone. "I had nothing to do with Ransdell's
death. They asked ne a few questions and then rel eased ne.
You can call up the police and verify that, if you like."

"Ch, no," she said, still l|ooking doubtful. "Well, |I'msure
it's all right then. What was the nanme?"

"Samarant ha Lall."



The wonman turned to her files. "Yes, here we are. Just a

mnute, 1'll give you a stat of her card." She dropped the obl ong
of plastic into a copying machi ne, handed the duplicate to
Nai smi t h.

Nai smth exami ned the card. "I see Thurnond has her in
freshman English this norning."

The wonman gl anced at the wall clock. "Better hurry if you
want to catch her there, Professor.- That class is just letting
out."

Nai smith thanked her hastily and left. He knew she woul d
notify Orvile and there woul d be troubl e—perhaps an expul -
sion. But he had no tinme for that now

He saw her ampong a group of students scattering out of the
mai n entrance of the Humanities Building. She stood com

posed and erect, in a dark blouse of figured silk and a short
white skirt, with her books and equi pment in her arns, waiting
for himwhile he wal ked toward her

Now t hat he observed her closely, she was an unusual -

| ooking girl. Her skin was a dull tan, without gloss, even her
prom nent cheekbones. Her hair was black and dull. Her rather
heavy features remnai ned expressionl ess as he approached, but
her | ong, anmber eyes regarded himwi th veil ed amusenent.

"Yes, Professor?" she said in her thin voice.

"Mss Lall." He was fighting to control a sudden anger that
made his hands trenble.

"Yes?" she repeated.

"What is a Zug?"

They stared at each other for a nonment in silence. "So you

still don't renenber?" she said. "A Zug— she pronounced the

word with an intonation of hatred and di sgust—is a mnutated
ortholidan."

"That means nothing to ne."

"An ortholidan is a nonster. Sone grow thirty feet |ong.

They are flesh-eaters, very fierce, and the nutated ones are al so
very intelligent."

"What species do they belong to? Wiere are they found?"

"They belong to no Terrestrial species. As to where they are
found— She hesitated. "I can't tell you that yet."

"Why not ?"

"You aren't ready. We thought you were, but we were
m st aken. "

"Ready for what? What do you want of ne?"



She said slowy, "I'"mgoing to be frank. W want you to kil

a Zug. The Zug is in a certain place, very hard to get to. Wen
you are ready, we'll take you there, then when you have killed
it, we will reward you liberally." She sniled, showi ng snall,
separated white teeth.

Qddly repelled, Naismith said, "Then all this has been just
to drive ne into a position where |I'd have to do what you
want ed?"

"Yes," She smiled again, and again Naismth felt a wave of
repul si on.

"But why me?"

"Because you're a Shefth. Look— She funbled in her
handbag. "Catch this." Her hand came up; sonething small
and white hurtled toward him

Nai smith's | eft hand went out, caught the thing in md-air,
batted it violently away. It bounced on the grass and cane to
rest.

"You see?" she asked, a little shakily, staring at himwith her
| um nous anber eyes. "That's why. Your reflexes are tw ce as
fast as any—hormal human being's." She stopped. "But 1've

sai d enough. Just one nore word, Professor Naismth! Struggle
agai nst us. That's what we want. The nore you struggle, the
nore ready you'll be. Now good-by."

She turned away. Taut with anger, Naismith stepped after
her, took her by the arm

Her bare flesh burned cold into his palm She was as cold as
a lizard—er a corpse

Nai smith et go hastily. Her anber eyes stared coldly into

his as she said again, "Good-by, Professor Naismth." Then

she turned, and this tinme Naismth did not try to stop her. He
wat ched until she di sappeared around a curve of the flame-tree-
bor der ed pat h.

After a noment his eye was caught by a glint of white on the
lawn a few yards away. He went to it, stooped and picked it
up. It was the object Mss Lall had tossed at him a chrone
tube like an oversized lipstick. He removed the cap gingerly:
there was a brown substance inside, the end apparently worn
by use. On his thunb it left a brown smear, which would not
cone off, although he rubbed it vigorously with his handker-
chief.

Turning the tube around, he saw lettering stanmped into its
si de:

"WESTMORE CHARACTER SKI NTONE No. 3: DARK
SUNTAN. "

Nai smith went hone in a nmood of suppressed fury. He
pul | ed the machi ne down fromthe closet shelf again, set it on
his kitchenette table, and stared at it while he ate a sandw ch



and drank coffee. The food satisfied his hunger, but his atten-
tion was not on it. He | ooked at the sleek, gleamng netal case

as if by sheer force of staring he could penetrate its secrets. The
nmetal was blue, like blued steel, but with iridescent glints of

col or. Wen he | ooked closely, he could just nake out the fine
parall el lines of the machining. That was what, gave it the

i ri descence, apparently. He examined the three oval inlays, tried
again to turn or depress them tried to force his fingernail into
the cracks around them but the separation was too fine. He

turned the machi ne over, |ooking again for any joint, but there

was none: except for the three inlays, the case was all one piece.

A prickle of uneasiness went up his spine. A machine is
i nconpl ete without controls. This had none. Therefore it was
i nconpl ete: the controls were el sewhere.

Soneone, out there, invisible ... sitting in a room watching
Nai smith every nmonent . . . with his finger on a button?

Nai smith's fists clenched. The thing was dangerous, | ethal
the fact that it came from Churan was proof enough that it
was meant to work against him And yet it was the only solid
pi ece of evidence he had.

What el se was there? He cast his mind back over the con-
versation with Mss Lall: all of it seemed subtly unpl easant
now. Like an electric current, that cold touch of her arm had
run back over all his nmenories of her

After a noment he got up and took his notepad fromthe

desk. Sitting again at the kitchenette table, he turned to the
page where he had already |isted what he knew about Lall and
Churan, and wote underneath: "Shefth. Miutated ortholidan
(sp-?). Not Terrestrial species.”

Under that again, he scrawed, "Am1?" And i mediately
crossed it out with two heavy bl ack lines.

He stood up, paced back and forth twi ce across the snall
room then went with sudden decision to the visiphone and
punched a nunmber. To the university sw tchboard operator
who answered, he said, "Professor Sturges, please.™

"I"ll see if he's available." The screen went gray, then blinked
to life again. A pale young nan peered nyopically out of the
screen. "Bio office."

"I"'d like to talk to Professor Sturges, please."

"Ckay, 1'lIl get him" He disappeared fromthe screen, and
Nai smith heard his distant voice calling, "Hey, Harry—un
down and tell Prof Sturges there's a visi for him"

After another wait, Sturges' cropped gray head and sall ow,
intelligent face canme on the screen. Sturges held the Chair of
Xenol ogy; he was a quiet nman, said to be well thought of in
his field; Naismith had only net himonce or twice, at faculty
[ uncheons.



"Sturges, | need sonme information in your line, if you will."
"OfF course, but aren't you— Sturges blinked at himwith
fai nt suspicion.

"It's all been cleared up. 1'Il explain when | see you," said
Nai smith quickly. "Meanwhile, what | chiefly want to know is
this: according to nmy understanding, no intelligent humanoid
race has ever been discovered off Earth. Is that correct?"
"Quite correct," Sturges replied, still in reserve. "In fact, no
intelligent race at all. One or two are about as smart as a

chi npanzee, according to the Europeans. Wy?"

"A student of mine asked me to criticize an inmginative

story of his," Naismith said, inprovising. "Now this may be
alittle harder. Does the word ' Shefth' nean anything to you?"

Sturges repeated it without interest, then shook his head
slowy. "No."

" Zug?"

"Have you ever heard of an organismcalled an ortho-
i dan?"

"Never," said Sturges succinctly. "lIs that all?"
Nai smith hesitated. "Yes, that's it. Thank you."
"Any tine," said Sturges distantly, and broke the connection

Nai smith sat |ooking at the blank screen. He had been on
t he point of asking Sturges, "Could a living human bei ng be
as cold to the touch as a Iizard?"

But he knew the answer. Reptiles and anphibia are cold to

t he touch because they have no sel f-regulating tenperature
mechani sm The tenperature of warm bl ooded ani mal s varies
between narrow limts; if it rises or falls beyond those linits,
general | y speaking, the animal dies.

But a col d-bl ooded ani nal's body tenperature is al ways
within a degree or two of the tenperature of the air. And it
had been cool and overcast this norning on the canpus, when
he nmet the Lall creature...

Nai smith stood up, his muscles nmurderously taut. These
peopl e, whatever they were, knew nore about himthan he did
himsel f. And that was intol erable.

"A Shefth," he said aloud. The word still neant nothing to
him called up no image.

Where had he been, what uni magi nabl e t hings had he done,
during the thirty-one years that were blank in his menory?



Where on Earth... or off it?

Nai smith thought frozenly, "Everything depends on what

action | take at this moment." Wth every nerve alert, he could
sense the gathering danger around himas if it were a visible,
geonetric web.

Suddenly he renenbered the card the assistant registrar had
given him and took it out of his pocket. According to the
schedul e, Lall had no classes this afternoon. Her address was
gi ven as 1034 Col orado Avenue, Apt. C30, Santa Mbnica.

The tube took Naismith to within a block of the address he
want ed—ene of the old gray-stone apartnent conpl exes, built
during the Cold War, with deep shelters and storage vaults
underneath. The "C30" in Lall's address, he knew, neant that
she lived in the third sub-basenent of the converted shelters.

The foyer with its peeling plastic walls was enpty. Naismith
took the el evator down into a narrow corridor, poorly lighted,
wi th nunbered red doors at intervals. The ceiling was oppres-
sively low, the floor was scuffed gray tile.

In a dead-end passage, he found the door nmarked "C30." A
plastic card gumed to the door read "Lall."

Nai smith paused, listening. There was no sound from beyond
t he door, and he had a sudden conviction that the apartnent
was enpty. He pressed the buzzer

The door clicked, swung w de.

In the opening stood Mss Lall, dressed as he had seen her
t hat norning. Behind her he glinpsed a disordered, green-
wal l ed room Cigarette snoke swirled up through the cone of
yel low |ight projected by a | anp.

"Cone in, M. Naismth," the creature said, and npved
asi de.

Nai smith's back nuscles tightened. He stepped to the room
t hen paused.

Beyond a table, watching himwi th cold anber eyes, sat a
brown-skinned man with a beard. After a nonent, his resem
bl ance to Lall was obvi ous.

Nai smth wal ked forward. "You are Churan," he said.

"I am"

Nai smith said grinmy, "You sent me the machi ne. And you
sent that |awer to get nme out of jail."

"Thank ne for that, at least," the man said, narrow ng his
eyes. The table before himwas littered with food and crunpl ed
pl astic. He picked up a chicken leg, gnawed it, spat out a piece
of gristle. Scraps dribbled into his beard. He gazed up at

Nai smith with insol ent eyes.



Lall came around and sat on the armof a chair. Toget her

Nai smith thought, they |ooked nore inhuman than either

al one. They were like two gigantic frogs, painted and dressed in
human cl ot hi ng.

A stir of revulsion went through him "Exactly what do you
want from ne?" he demanded.

"To begin with, why not sit down and tal k reasonably
t oget her ? What can be | ost?"

Nai smith hesitated, then sat in a |leather chair facing the
table. The room he saw now, was cluttered with an astoni shing
nunber and variety of things. Books and papers were stacked
unevenly on the floor, piled on tables. Naismth saw an icon, a
bronze Chi nese dragon, a plastic windup toy, a string of cheap
green beads, a can of soup. Balls of paper and plastic had been
tossed carelessly into corners. There were scraps of food on the
floor. Dust was thick everywhere.

"What can we offer you in return for your cooperation, M.
Nai smit h?" Churan asked. He picked up an orange, began to
tear the skin off with his greasy fingers. "Mney?"

Nai smith did not reply.
"Knowl edge?" Churan said delicately. Both aliens sniled.

Nai smith | eaned forward. "Very well. You claimto know al

about me. Let nme hear some proof of that—give me details.'

Churan shook his head. "Payment in advance, M. Nai -
smth? Not a very good nethod of dealing." He made a face,
spoke a few guttural words to Lall

"Doi ng business," she said.

"Yes—doi ng business. W will not tell you everything now,
M. Naismth. You have already | earned sonethi ng—that you
are a Shefth, that the Lenlu Din sent you back—

Lall interrupted himwith a hissed word. He shrugged. "Well,
it does not matter. There is still much for you to learn." He
stuffed a segnment of orange into his nmouth and began to chew,
blinking at Naisnmith in tine with the nmotion of his jaw

Nai smith felt an unreasonabl e anger. He said, "You' re asking
me to go into this blindly. Wiy should | trust you?"

Churan spat out a seed, stuffed another segment of orange
in. Wth his nouth full, he asked, "What other choice do you
have?"

"I can refuse,"” Naismith said. "I can stay here, live out ny
life."

"You are al ready under suspicion of nurder," Churan com

mented. "You will |ose your job—=



Nai smth stood up

"I amonly stating facts, M. Naismth," Churan said, staring
up at him "If necessary, you will be convicted of nurder and
will receive a long prison sentence. W can even arrange for
pai nful accidents to happen to you while in prison.”

Lall spoke to hi mwarningly. He shrugged, and said, "Only
facts. Be realistic, M. Naismth—f you do not agree now, you
will later."

Nai smith felt choked with anger. Hi s voice was | ow. "What

if I kill you instead?"

Churan flinched. "You will not," he said hastily. "But if you
di d, who woul d answer your questions?"

Nai smith was silent. Churan's blunt forefinger stirred the
papers on the table. "Meanwhile, if you want proofs, | wll give
you sone proofs. Look at this, M. Naisnmith."

Nai smith gl anced down. Churan's fingers were spreadi ng
out a mare's nest of amateur-I|ooking col or photographs.
Nai smith recogni zed a dimpicture of Fisherman's VWarf in
San Francisco, a shot of the Neumann Obelisk in downtown
Los Angel es, a grinning closeup of Churan hinself. Then
somet hing different came into view.

It was an obl ong of what seemed to be clear plastic. In it
were three tiny figures against a shadowy background.

The illusion of depth was so perfect that the figures seened
to be sunken beneath the surface of the table. Two were
shorter than the other; and Naismith recogni zed Lall and

Churan by their stance, even before he | eaned near enough to
make out the features. The third—
He stiffened incredul ously. The third nman was hi nsel f.

There was no mistake. Back in his apartnent, Naismth took

t he phot ograph out of his pocket again and examined it for

the third tune. He had stared at it on the tube car goi ng hone,
until the gl ances of other passengers had made him fee

conspi cuous.

There he was, enbedded in the clear plastic, |ooking al nbst
as if he mght nove or speak. Beside him the two aliens gazed
out with self-satisfied smles.

"Where was this taken?" he had asked Churan. The alien
had grinned up at him "Not was—wi |l be, M. Naisnmth. You

are going with us into the future, and this picture will be taken
there. So you see, there is no point in argunent." He giggled,
and after a nonment Lall joined in. Their hoarse, grunting

| aughter was so unpleasant to Naismith that he pocketed the
phot ograph and fl ed.

Now, staring at it again, he was conpelled to believe. The
background showed a room i ke none he had ever seen before.
The walls were paneled in magenta and ivory strips of sone



subst ance that | ooked hazy and blurred at the edges, although
the rest of the picture was in sharp focus. There were chairs,
tabl es of unfamliar shapes.

He knew in his bones that the roomwas not of this place

and time. Either he and the aliens had been together in the

past, in that blank period that was the first thirty-one years of
his life ... or else Churan had been telling the literal truth:
this was a picture of something yet to happen—a snapshot

fromthe future.

If the aliens thenselves could conme back fromthe future
into present tinme—f the gun he had seen in his room coul d be
proj ected back—why not a phot ograph?

But if that were so, how could he possibly escape?

He ate a solitary dinner, went to a novie, but discovered
after half an hour that he had no i dea what he had been
wat chi ng.

That ni ght, he dreaned
Chapt er Four
In the dream he wakened to a sense of danger

He struggl ed, gasping as he straightened his linbs. Athin
nmechani cal voice was shrilling, "Attack! Attack in the Fifth
Sector! G@uardi ans, awake! Attack! Attack!"

Al around himin the big gl obular chanber, his conrades

were rousing fromsleep, squirmng in the air, reaching for
weapons. The automatic guns and ot her protective devices,
floating at the outskirts of the chanber, ceasel essly revol ved,
their red | enses gl ow ng.

The vision was so clear that Naismth accepted it w thout
guestion. He had never really been Naismth; that was a

dream He was Dar of the Entertainer caste, and he was trying

to get his wits about him He had been on a thirty-hour patro

in the Eightieth Sector, and had barely fallen asleep, it seened,
bef ore the robot al arm had wakened him

H s equi prment drifted toward himas he grasped for it, half-
blindly. He put on the helnet and plastron, seized the famliar
shape of his flame rifle.

O her men were already pouring through the circular orifice

of the doorway. "Assenble! Assenble!" shrilled the mechanica
voice. Still not thoroughly awake, he aimed his director at the
doorway and fol |l owed.

In the huge assenbly room outside, throngs of armed Enter-

tai ners were noving. "Form squads!" another robot voice

shrilled. Dar set his director to "G oup" and felt hinmself drift-
i ng across the chanber

The whol e mass of men were already in notion toward
anot her open doorway. He recognized the nen of his squad as



they drifted together—Yed, Jatto, Opad. They exchanged
gl ances and a few brief words. "How many?" "Don't know. "
The words were not English, but he understood them

Then they were noving across the room the doorway
| oomed up. Tensing hinself, Dar dived through

Acrid snoke bit at his nostrils; clouds of it rolled down the
green-lit corridor, so dense that he had to switch on his hel net
ultravision. In the lum nescent gl ow, he saw green-skinned

bodi es afloat, flesh torn apart, eyes staring blindly, nouths
agape.

There was a thunderous roar from somewhere down the
corridor. Dar felt sonmething pluck at his arm glanced down
and saw bl ood welling. There was no pain, only a dull aching
sensat i on.

A patrol officer cane darting by. "All over," he said as he

passed. "W got them Any wounded here?"

Dar signaled him showi ng his pierced arm The pain was
begi nning. The patrol officer signaled a robot, which cl eaned
hi s wound, extracted the sliver of netal, sprayed bandage on it.

"Dismss," soneone was calling. "Dismss." The nmen were
crowdi ng toward the doorway again, and Dar joined them

The press was so great that it was several mnutes before he
could go through. Grunbling voices sounded all around him
"Waked us for nothing." "I'mgoing back to sleep.” "No point
toit—they'll just wake you up again." "Myself, |I'mhungry."

They were in the assenbly room Sone di spersed through

ot her doorways, but Dar's overwhel mi ng need was for sleep

He passed through into the sleeping chanber, found hinself a

cl ear space, curled up in the air and | ost consciousness al nost
at once.

Nai smith awoke and sat up with a start. Hi s heart was ham

mering. His own fam liar bedroom in the darkness relieved

only by the glow fromthe living room seened al nost bizarre
the dream had been so vivid.

He got up, turned on a light, stood blinking at his image in
the mirror, then sat down on the bed. "Dreanl was not the
wor d—he had been Dar. Looking back on it now, the experi-
ence had nothing of the incoherence or fantasy of a remem
bered dream Every detail was clear and vivid, and as he

t hought about it now, he could even call up things that had
been hinted at in the dreamitself.

The "director,” for exanple. Naismth absently stroked his

left forearm He could alnost feel the shape of the thin, flexible
device strapped to his arm Wenever he wanted to nove, in

that curious place without gravity, he had nerely had to tense

his forearmslightly, and point in the direction he wanted to go.

That place existed. Sitting hunched on the bed in the pre-
dawn darkness, Naismith grimy strove to bring back all the
details he coul d.



There were cloudy nenories of dances performed in nid-

air by troupes of Entertainers like hinself ... a vision of a
girl's face, and the nane Liss-Yani. . . . Naismth pinched the
bri dge of his nose between his fingers. The menories were

f adi ng.

D sturbed, he sat and snoked for half an hour before he
went back to bed. Even then, he could not rest, and it was
hours before he dropped into an uneasy sl eep

Soneti me before dawn, he dreaned again of the staring

green faces of the dead men in the snoke-filled corridor. It
was truly a dreamthis tinme, and he knew it; yet he could not
shake off a feeling of horror as those hideous dead faces swam

up toward himthrough the mst. They were silently trying to
expl ain sonething; one in particular appeared again and agai n,
face distorted, nouth agape...

Nai smith awoke, with a confused sense that he had al npst
under st ood sonething inportant. At last, as he stood with razor
in hand in front of the bathroommrror, he realized what it
was.

The face of the dead man, except for its green color and the
| ack of a beard, m ght have been Churan's.

It was Saturday; Naismith had nowhere to go, but the idea

of staying in the apartnent, even |ong enough to eat breakfast,
was intolerable. He left the building and began wal ki ng up the
curving street toward the park on the crest of the hill

Suddenly and wi thout surprise, he knew what he nust do.

He cal cul ated rapidly: he had sone four hundred-odd dollars

in his checking account. That woul d be enough to take himto

t he East Coast, and allow himsonme breathing space to find a
job until he could earn a teaching certificate in whatever state
he chose. ...

H s branch bank was only five bl ocks away. It would be
better not to go back to the apartnment at all.

The teller greeted himpleasantly. "Wat can we do for you
this nmorning, M. Naisnith?"

"I"d like to close my account. Can you tell me what the
exact bal ance is?"

The teller's smle grew fixed. "I don't quite understand, M.
Nai smith."
Nai smith scomed irritably. "I want to cl ose out ny account,"

he repeat ed.

"But, sir," the teller said, "don't you renenber, you cl osed
it out yesterday?"

"I what?" Naismith said, flushing with anger



The teller's smle had vani shed. "Well, sir, if you'll wait just
a nonent, 1'll get the records."

He canme back with a bundl e of papers. "Here is your closing
statement, M. Naismth-we were just about to mail it to you.
Here are your cancel ed checks—and here is your w thdrawal
slip, dated yesterday."

Nai smith stared at the paper. It was exactly what it seened
to be: a withdrawal form nade out for $412.72, and signed
by hinmsel f.

"But this is a forgery," he said at last, and stared at the teller
"Who paid this put—was it you?"

The man blinked at him "I can't just recall,"” he said

vaguel y, and turned. "Ch, M. Robinson."

The manager drifted over; he was a portly young man with
a pale, dissatisfied face. "Anything the matter?"

The teller explained it, adding, "M. Naisnmth clainms the
wi thdrawal slip is forged—but | know we paid it to him™"

"Well, I"'msure we can straighten this out. Howard, will you
get on the phone to Jack Gerber and ask himto come over
here?" To Naismith he said, "M. Gerber is our attorney. Wile
we're waiting for him let's step into nmy office.”

Nai smith crunpled the paper in his hand. "Never mind," he
said abruptly. He turned and wal ked out.

He understood now what was happeni ng; but understanding
it made no difference to the wave of hel pl ess anger that swept
t hrough him

He was bei ng pushed from one untenabl e position to another
like a king being driven by a series of checks across the chess-
boar d.

Lall and Churan were making it inmpossible for himto | eave
Los Angel es, and inpossible to stay. Under such pressure, how
| ong could he hold out against then?

Back in the apartnment, he realized abruptly that he still had
one possible way out—the machine. If he could get it open
di scover how it worked..

But when he opened the closet door, it was gone.

That ni ght he dreamed again. He was afloat, in a crowded
spherical roomof pale green light. H's own body was sone-
where off in the darkness, lost in time and space: here was the
City and the time was now.

" only a few hours' sleep since the last attack," the Dance
Master was saying. H s eyes were red-ri med. "However, it

can't be hel ped. Assune formation for Turbulent Weaths.'

W enter at position 25, follow the silver for twenty-one and
one-half spirals, and exit at position 32. Any questions?"



The others stirred in the air around him beginning to form
a long slightly curved line ainmed at the gl ow ng disk of the
doorway. "What about afterward?" called one of the girls.

"Afterward,"” said the Master grimy, "we regroup for
' Spheres and Fountains.'" There were a few groans, but no
protests.

The Dance Master cane nearer. "Dar," he said in a | ow
voi ce, "how is your arnf"

Dar flexed his biceps. "Better," he said. "It doesn't hurt."

"I would have let you opt out," said the Master, "but there
sinmply is not another nman avail able. Do the best you can.”

Dar nodded. The Master hesitated, as if about to speak
again, then went back to the head of the line. "Ready," cane
hi s voi ce.

The Entertainers faced each other, w ped their hands dry
on their clothing, breathed deeply. A tone sounded. The Enter-
tai ners began to nove, sone gripping hands, revolving around

each other, then letting go to dart ahead—the whol e ensenbl e
flowing forward in an intricate pattern.

Beyond the doorway, they emerged into a lighted sphere a
hundred tines the volume of the first one. As he went through
hi s assigned novenents, Dar was dimy aware of the crowded
room whirling around hi mthe gaily costuned Lenlu Din, as
raucous as a flight of parakeets; the robots drifting here and
there, the green-skinned servants.

He gripped hands with the next man, whirled, released,

twi sted his body as he flowed forward around the silver streak
of light. There was still no pain in his arm but it was grow ng
nore and nore awkward; once his grip failed, and he barely
recover ed.

The ensenbl e spiraled half across the room past the little
knot of dignitaries that clustered around the Hi ghborn. Dar
gli npsed her through the crowd—a fat, puffed little woman
with mad eyes.

The room revol ved agai n. "Turbulent Weaths" was a

doubl e-spiral ed pattern, with a rolling noverment that pro-
gressed along the line, checked, progressed again. It was not as
difficult as it appeared, but when properly done it was pretty
to watch.

Around once nore. Dar felt a spasm of pain as he reached

for his partner's hand. The nman's eyes wi dened in horror; he
reached quickly for his wist, but Dar was already off bal ance,
out of rhythm the pattern broken

Cursing under his breath, he spun in nid-air, put full power
to his director and managed to slide into his place in the line.
Sonmewhere off in the distance, a woman's voi ce was squawki ng



i ndi gnantly. The H ghborn—had she seen?

As they approached the exit doorway, a spindl e-shaped

robot drifted up, its yellow signal light blinking into Dar's eyes.
Despairingly, he fell out of the pattern and watched as the rest

of the line swirled through the doorway.

"Your name and designation?" the robot asked pleasantly.
"Dar-Yani, 108 class 3."
"Thank you." The robot revolved, tilted, drifted away.

Dar hung where he was for a monent, then thought of the
mar shal i ng room and di ved through the doorway.

The others were waiting for him pale and anxious. Their
voi ces came at himall together: "Wat happened?" "Did he
break the pattern?" "What was the matter?"

"It wasn't his fault," said Ten-Yani. "I sawit. It was his arm™
The Dance Master canme forward. "They say a robot stopped
you. What did it want?"

"Just nmy nanme and designation,"” Dar said. He and the
Dance Master stared at each other hopel essly.

"I blame nyself," the Master said, drifting away, poundi ng
one palmwith his other fist. "I should have refused the per-
formance—told them we were under strength.”

"\What about ' Spheres and Fountains'?" soneone asked.

The Master's face contorted. He reached out and touched
t he doorway, turning the big silvery disk transparent. "Look
for yourself. They're using a recording."

A chorus of groans went up. Through the doorway, Nai -
smth could see a line of Entertainers, apparently solid and
real, gliding through the air.

There were tears in the master's eyes. He reached out angrily,
opaqued the doorway again. "It couldn't be helped. It couldn't
be hel ped,"” he said as he turned away.

After a noment the doorway cleared and a robot glided

through. It was dark blue, a conplex mathematical shape. It

revol ved slowy, picked out Dar, blinked its light at him "Cone
with me, please.”

Dar followed it to the doorway. The other Entertainers did
not | ook at him

The room beyond was tinted a dimviolet rose, and Dar's
heart beat qui ckened. This was one of the Lenlu Din retreats,
roons whose | ocation was known to no one but the owners

and the robots.



Floating in the mddl e of the chanber was a hawk- nosed
man in flaring striped garments. Various small menocubes
and ot her equi pnent were scattered in the air around him
Fai nt music cane fromthe wall

"As you conmanded, sir," the robot said. It dipped, turned,
and fl oated through the doorway again.

"Dar-Yarni," said the hawk-nosed man, consulting a nmeno-
cube which he held in plunmp, jeweled fingers. "Nunber 108,
class 3."

"Yes, sir.

"You spoiled the formati on of your dance troupe and caused
acute esthetic pain to the H ghborn," said Hawknose severely.

"Yes, sir.

"What puni shnent do you think you merit?"

Dar swal |l owed hard. "Destruction, sir.

"True. Well said. Now suppose | were to offer you a
danger ous task instead-something to make up for your fault?"

"Sir, you would be nost lenient."

"So | think, myself. Well, Dar-Yani— Hawknose consulted

anot her menocube, pressing its sides inpatiently until he had
the information he wanted. "You know, | suppose, that we

have word fromthe future that a Zug has sonehow got through
the Barrier."

"Yes, sir.

"I't will be necessary to kill it. The Shefthi, as you al so know,
are no longer with us."

Dar's throat was dry. "Yes, sir.

"We are trying to retrieve one Shefth in order to kill this
Zug, but in case of failure, it will be necessary for someone
else to do it. Do you foll ow ne?"

"Sir, | amuntrai ned—=+ have fought Lenlu Om but a Zug—=

"Quite understood. You need not be afraid of failure. At

this time, we nerely want to ascertain if an Entertainer can kil
a Zug. W are not counting too nuch on you, Dar - Yani

however, do your best, do your best." He snothered a yawn.

"You will have one hour with the training nmachines in which

to perfect your approach. Then a robot will take you to the
doorway into the dd Cty. As you know, there are Zugs in
plenty there. The crucial thing to remenber—=

Chapter Five

The voi ce receded, becanme unintelligible. Naismth awke.



The dream had been so vivid that for a nmoment it seened
absurd to find hinmself in darkness, pressed by gravity into a
spring mattress, with the snmells of fabric and dust around him

He sat up in the darkness, realizing that another night had
passed wi thout his com ng any closer to a solution. The
sinmplest thing would be to give in to the aliens—

"No!" he said aloud, swinging his | egs out of bed. He
shower ed, shaved, prepared food and ate it.

After breakfast, he sat with paper and pencil, draw ng up
anot her |ist:

1. Capitul ate.
2. Escape and hi de.
3. Resi st passively.

He drew lines through the first two entries; the first was out

of the question, the second inpossible. The third seened to offer
some hope; but he sensed in his bones that it would never
succeed. Again he thought of a chessboard. A player under

attack, his king driven by a series of checks toward the mating
square, had only one chance: not to be driven passively, but to
attack in turn.

He crunpl ed the paper, tossed it aside, stood up. Slowy a
pl an began to take shape in his mnd

In the first place, he nmust assunme that he was under constant

observation, even here in his own apartnent. Even if he had
t he noney, he could not take the risk of buying a weapon of
any ki nd.

He | ooked at his broad, powerful hands, the thick fingers.
Once, chall enged by another student, he had bent a piece of
iron pipe in half. The aliens had already made it clear that
they were afraid of him... and, Naismth told hinmself griny,
t hey had good reason

He set about acting a part for an invisible audience. Pre-
paring to go out, he counted the change in his pockets, closed
his fist on the few coins with a gesture of anger

He wal ked for an hour through the streets of Beverly Hills,

head down, shoul ders slunped; then he visited an ex-cl assmate
and tried to borrow noney. The man was an el ectrical engineer
naned Stevens; he | ooked startled at Naismith's request, but
handed over five dollars, apologizing, "Sorry I"'ma little short
this week, Naismth, but if this is any hel p—=

Nai smith took it, wal ked two bl ocks as before, then abruptly
threw the nmoney into the gutter. He said aloud, "I've got to
give intothem I'mlicked." He took a deep breath, turned

back and picked up the crunpled bill he had just thrown away.

He smoothed it out, his face set in lines of despair and resigna-
tion. When a cab cruised by, he hailed it and gave the aliens



address. Qutside, he was all surrender; inside, all nurder

He knocked at the red door. A voice called, "Cone in—the
door is not | ocked."

The roomwas as Naismth had seen it before. Churan sat

behind his table, staring across at himw th hooded anber eyes.
The Lall creature was | eani ng agai nst a bookcase to his right,
arnms fol ded, snoking a cigarette. Neither spoke.

Nai smith nmoved forward. "1've come to tell you to call off
your dogs."

Churan's snile widened slightly; Lall glanced at him and
blew a 1 ong plume of snmoke from her 1ips.

Nai smith measured the distance to the two aliens. Half a
step nearer—

"Tell me your plans,"” he began, then | aunched hinself into

nmoti on. One hand stabbed out for Churan's throat, the other
reached for Lall's. Both missed their targets; his hands cl osed
on air.

Yet the aliens had not noved. Wth a chill of horror, Nai-
smth realized that his arms had passed conpl etely through
their bodi es.

Churan, his face abom nably close, began to laugh. After a
monent Lall joined in.

Nai smith stumbl ed backward. The two aliens glanced at each
other, their eyes welling tears of nerrinent.

"Anice try, Professor Naismith," said Lall. "But not good
enough. "

Then, in an instant, both aliens were gone. Shaking, incredul-
ous, Naismith nerved hinself to step forward again and stare
at the place where they had been

On the floor, between Churan's chair and the bookcase, |ay

a small black machine with dull red lights fading in its |enses.
When he | eaned down to touch it, a numbing electric shock

made him jerk his hand back

The room was enpty. But as he backed away, the aliens

| aughter swel |l ed out again from nowhere, malicious and nock-
ing. Then, close behind him Lall's voice whispered in his ear
"A rem nder, Professor—

As he tried to turn, something struck the side of his head.
The room dar kened.

Wthout transition, he was in the Cty, floating in the center
of a vast chanmber of carved and fretted ivory, enpty and
shadowed. When he nmoved, the faint sibilance of his garnents
echoed back in sinister whisperings fromthe walls: "Shhh ..
shhh..."



He knew that he was going to die. He had nade his fare-

wells to all his friends and the nmenbers of his troupe; had
returned his possessions to the central store; and had hinsel f
expunged his nane fromthe register of Entertainers. In a rea
sense, he was already dead: Dar-Yani no |onger existed. He
was only a nanel ess and facel ess body, a remmant, a fiction
drifting through the nenories of the dd City.

It was the first tine he had been here since the building of

the New City. It was strange to see these once fam liar roomns
and corridors in their desolation. Built of material substances,
pai nst aki ngly decorated and ornanented over a thousand years,
this had been the real and only Gty until the grow ng Zug
threat had forced nmankind to leave it for new chanbers of

Zug- proof energy. After the Barrier was put up, it was said, the
peopl e would all rnove back here; but the man who had been
Dar-Yani would not live to see it.

An injustice? Perhaps. He thought of the greenskins, and his
lip curled. It was all well enough for themto revolt when they
felt their case was desperate. But the Entertainers had their
traditions.

He paused to listen. The unfamliar arnor was tight around
his chest, and his palnms were sweaty where they gripped the
stock of the gun

The only sounds were the ceasel ess, unnerving whi sperings
that echoed back fromthe walls. He hesitated, then noved
toward one of the hundred corridors that gave exit fromthe
room

Here, in this fanous concourse, Ito-Yani had given his

recitals, holding an audi ence of thousands spell bound for hours.
Now, like the rest of the Od Cty, it had been abandoned to
those chill nonsters which ..

He froze, listening with all his body. Down the di mess of
the corridor, there had been a faint sound.

When the beast attacks, the training machine had told him
you will have at npbst two seconds to aimand fire. Should you
survive the first blow ...

Anot her sound, nearer.

He backed away fromthe opening, with a panicky sense
that he was not ready, it was too soon, he needed nore tinme ..

The noi se cane agai n; now he saw a pale glimer of notion
down in the depths.

Every call of his body shrieked its terror; but he stayed
where he was, teeth bared, his hand tight on the gun

Wt hout warning, the distant shape grew near. It floated

toward himsilently, with incredible speed. Through the view

di sk of his helnet he could see its tiny red eyes, its claws out-
stretched. As if in a nightmare, he strove to bring up the heavy



gun, but he could not nove fast enough. As the nonster
| oomed nearer, its fanged jaws .opened and—

Nai smith sat up on the floor, with the hoarse echo of his own
shout echoing in his ears. Hi s head hurt. He was shaking al
over, covered with cold sweat. In the darkness, the nonster
was still loom ng nearer, still opening its jaws .

The snell of his own fear was thick in his nostrils. H s hands
found the shape of an overturned chair . . . Were was he?

He got to his feet, funbled in his pockets for a match. The
flame showed hima littered carpet, books and papers stacked
against the walls ...

He renmenbered his |ast nmonment of consciousness, and his
fingers went to the swelling over one ear

The match went out. Naismith lit another, found the |anp
and turned it on. The machine he had seen on the carpet was
no | onger there. The apartment was enpty.

Nai smith sat down for a nmonent with his head in his hands.
Then, with sudden decision, he rose and went to the visiphone
in the corner. He punched a nunber.

The screen lighted; Dr. Wlls' brown, seaned face | ooked up
pl easantly. "Ch, hello, Naismth. How have you been getting
al ong? I's anything the matter?"

"Wells," said Naismith tensely, "you told ne once there
was a crash method we could enploy to break my amesia, if
everything else failed."

"Well, yes, but we're not down to that yet, man. Be patient,
give the routine methods a chance to work. Now, your next

appoi nt nent —He reached for his cal endar

"I can't wait," Naismith told himlevelly. "How dangerous
is this nethod, and what does it involve?"

Wl ls put his nuscul ar hands together under his chin. "It's
danger ous enough. Sone peopl e have been driven into psy-
chosis by it—+t's nothing to fool with, | assure you. Essentially,

what it amounts to is a psychic |leverage to bring up the materi al
the patient's mnd is holding back. Sometinmes, when it does

cone up, it shocks himso that he goes off into a psychotic
state. There are good reasons for |oss of nmenory sonetines,

Nai smith."

"I"ll take the chance," Naismth said. "Wen are you free?"

"Well now, hold on a minute+ haven't said |'d take the
chance. Really, Naismith, ny advice to you is to wait—

"I'f you won't do it, I'll find another psychiatrist who will.

Wl | s | ooked unhappy. "In this town, that wouldn't be im
possi bl e. Conme over, Naismith, and we'll discuss it anyhow "



Wl ls finished arrangi ng the head cl anps and stepped back
glancing at the nmeters on the control unit beside the couch
"Al'l right?" he asked.

"CGet on with it."

Vells' brown fingers hesitated on the knob. "You're sure it's
what you want ?"

"I told you ny reasons,"”
on, let's get started.”

Nai smth said inmpatiently. "Cone

Wl ls turned the knob; the nmachine clicked on, and a | ow

hum was audi ble. Naismith felt a curious tickling sensation in
his skull, and resisted an inmpulse to reach up and tear off the
head cl anps.

"I'n previous sessions," Wells said, "we've taken you back

t hrough your hospital days, covered that fairly well, and your
col | ege experiences after you got out. Now let's see if we can
bring up alittle sharper detail fromone of those nenories."
He turned a dial; the tickling sensation grew stronger

"I direct your attention to your first day in the Air Force
Medi cal Center,"” said Wells. "Try to recapture the i mage of
your first waking recollection. The first thing you renenber,
on waking up...."

Naismith tried to concentrate. He had a vague recollection
of whiteness—white sheets, white uniforns.

Watching him Wells did something at the control unit.
Instantly a vivid scene |leaped up in Naisnmth's mnd, so clear
and detailed that it was alnost like living it over again.

"Yes?" said Wells alertly. "Describe what you see and hear."

Nai smith clenched his fists involuntarily, then tried to rel ax.
"Young doctor just cane into ny room | can see his face as
clearly as yours. About thirty, heavy cheeks, cheerful -1 ooking,
but his eyes are shrewd. Looked at ny chart, then at me. 'How
are we feeling today?" Nurse glanced at ne and snil ed, then

went out. Big, pleasant roomgreen walls, white curtains. |
said, 'Where am|?' " Naismth paused, frowning in surprise. "I
didn't renmenber anything . . . not anything. Not even the

| anguage—he— Naismith tw sted suddenly on the couch

"Easy," said Wells. "Can you tell ne his reply?"

Nai smith clenched his jaw. "I can now. He said, 'what

| anguage is that, old fellow?" But | didn't understand it!"
Nai smith rose to one el bow. "He was tal king English, and
didn't understand a word!"

Wl | s pressed hi mback, |ooking worried. "Easy," he re-
peated. "We knew you were totally ammesic after the crash

You had to relearn everything.. Don't let the vividness of this
recol | ecti on—=



"But what | anguage was | speaki ng?" Naisnith demanded
ferociously. "When | asked him'Were aml|?'"

Wl ls | ooked startled. "Can you repeat the actual sounds?"

"G enu ash i?" said Naismth after a nonment, with cl osed

eyes. Tension was nounting in him he could not lie still. H's
jaw muscles were painfully tight, and he could feel his fore-
head begi nning to sweat. "Do you recognize it?"

"I"'mno linguist. It isn't German, or French or Spanish, |'m
quite sure. But perhaps Rumani an, or Croatian, something
fromthat general area? |Is there any influence of that kind in
your background?"

"Not according to the records,” Naismth said tensely. Sweat
was stream ng down his face; his fists clenched and opened,

cl enched again. "My parents were both native-born and |ived
inthe Mdwest all their lives. Both died in the Omha dusting,
and so did all ny other relatives; | was the last one. And
nearly bought it."

"Let's pass on," said Wells. "After this is over, I'll play that
phrase back to Hupka or Leary, and see what they say. Let's
try alittle farther back now Try to compose yourself."

"Al'l right." Naismth straightened out on the couch, arns at
hi s si des.

"I direct your attention now," said Wlls carefully, in a
strained voice, "to your |ast nenory before waking up in the
hospital. The last thing you remenber." He touched the
control s again.

Nai smith started, as another of those vivid i mages expl oded
in his mind. Alandscape this tine, m sty and gray.

"The crash," he said hoarsely, and licked his lips. "Weckage
all the hell over—snmpoking.... Bodi es—=

"Where are you?" Wells asked, bending nearer

"About twenty yards fromthe fuselage,” Naismth said,
with an effort. "Buck naked, bleeding. . . . It's cold. Bare
ground. There's a body, and I'm bending over to see who it is.

No face, all smashed. Dog tags. . . . Good Christ!" He sat up
abruptly, trenbling.

Wl ls went pale under his tan and switched off the machine.
"What was it?"

"I don't know," Naismith said slowy, funbling in his mnd

for the inage that was no | onger there. "I was reaching for the
guy's dog tags, and then—+ don't know what. A hell of a shock
Now it's gone."

"We'd better call this a session," said Wlls, about to dis-
connect the control unit. "Next time—



"No!" Naismth seized his arm "W're close to it now, | can
feel it. I"'mnot going to quit. Turn that thing on."

"I don't think it's wise, Naismth," said Wells soothingly.
"You're reacting too strongly; this is powerful stuff, don't
forget."

"One nmore try," said Naismith. "I can take one nore, then
we'll pass it till next time." He held Wells' eyes with his.

"Al'l right, then," said Wells reluctantly. "Let's see.

Nai smith |ay back. The humand the tickling in his skul
began again. "I direct your attention," said Wlls, "to your
chi | dhood. Any scene from your chil dhood. Anything that
cones to mind."

Nai smith went rigid. Something swamup toward his con-
sci ousness, sonething so dreadful that if he sawit, he would
go mad. Then it was gone.

So it had been a flop. Angrily, as he stood on the path out-
side Wells' hone, Naismth massaged his tenples with his
fingers. Al he had got out of the whole thing was a headache.

He stood in angry indecision for a noment. One by one,
his possibilities of action were being cut off. Ever since that
first day, in class—

A thought that had been hovering at the back of his nind

began to take definite shape. It was true that everything had
started there, while he was under the influence of the Hivert
Duplicator. . . . Was it possible that his experiences since then
—the dreams, everything—were due to sone alien tanpering

wi th that mechani sn? Had they planted something in it to

exerci se a subtle compul sion on his mnd?

Once he had asked hinself the question, he could not let it
al one. He started off down the path toward the tube entrance.

The headache got no better and no worse. It felt as though

the clamps Wells had put on his head were still there, and

al though it was sensel ess, he could not get rid of the inpulse
to brush them away.

Going to Wlls had been a nmistake. Al the disconfort, the
paraphernalia, the tine wasted, and still they had got absolutely
nothing fromthe blank period that ended four years ago. Sone

few bits of menory fromhis tine in the hospital after the
crash—nore than they had got previously—then nothing at all.

He got off at the University stop, wal ked to the Science
Building in bright sunlight. A few students he passed stopped
and | ooked after him but he met no one he knew well, and

no one spoke to him

As he clinbed the rear stair to the classroons, he net
jittery Donald Kl enperer coning down, followed by a young
preparator naned lrving; both were wearing |ab snocks, and



| ooked startled to see him Kl enperer was the youngest mem
ber of the Physics Department, an anxi ous, blinking youngster
Irving was dark, heavy and pl acid.

"Ch, uh. Professor Naismth," Kl enperer stamered. "Pro-
fessor Ovile said—=

"Have you been taking over my classes?" Naismth asked
pl easantly, continuing to clinb the stairs past them

"Yes, yes, | am but what | wanted to say—

"How di d the denpbnstration go today?" Naismith was at
the head of the stairs, turning his head to | ook back. Kl enperer
and Irving, craning up, both had their nouths open

"Al'l right, ah, pretty well, but—=

"That's good, keep it up." Naismth started briskly down the
hal I .

"But Professor Ovile said if | saw you, | was to be sure
and get your key!" Kl enperer wail ed.

Nai smith did not answer. He unl ocked the door of the
duplicator room slipped inside, slamed it behind him Re-
acting to his presence, the lights slowy gl owed on.

He | ooked around the room exam ning the famliar equip-

ment as if he had never seen it before. The duplicator mech-
anism in three nmetal cases grouped against one wall, and in
the two units above and bel ow the object platform was a
standard ni ne-gang Hivert Duplicator outfit. It had an object
field six feet in radius, here marked off by a low railing. The
tabl e and apparatus were set up nmuch as he had left them the
tank, the tau accumul ator, the rel ease nechani sm now pushed
to one side. Several itenms had been added: a photoneter and
interferometer, a small theodolite, sone prisms, the usua
equi prent for denmonstrating the optical properties of quasi-
matter. In addition, the heavy base-plate of a hydraulic jack
had been bolted to the floor, and a snmall traveling crane had
been positioned to take the weight of the tank when the table
was renoved.

Nai smith recogni zed the preparations for the third in the
series of quasi-matter denonstrations; Kl enmperer and Irving
nmust have been setting themup just before he arrived.

He gl anced thoughtfully at the tank itself. The liquid inside,
still in the quasi-matter state, reflected light |like a tankful of

mercury. The reflections of the walls, the door and the equip-

ment around the roomwere distorted by the tank's curvature,

and by sonething el se. Fromwhere he stood, Naisnmith could

clearly see the i mage of the duplicator machinery on the wall

to his left, whereas his own reflection was a barely visible stripe
at the right rimof the tank

Wth some difficulty, he got the front panels off all three
units of the control nmechani sm and exam ned the nmassed tubes



and wiring inside. He was not an expert on the Hivert, but was

generally famliar with its design, and as far as he could tell
there were no signs of anything unusual. The units in floor and
ceiling were less readily accessible, but both were thick with

dust and grine: obviously they had not been opened for

nont hs.

H s ears caught a faint click, and he turned in tinme to see
t he door swi ng open.

In the doorway stood two broad men in naroon jackets.
Light glinted fromthe guns in their hands. "Hold it!" said one
sharply.

Caught off balance, with no tinme to think, Naismth instinc-
tively slamred one hand down onto the light button on the
control pedestal. He pivoted in the sanme notion and kept goi ng,
while the roomlights w nked out and the room darkened,

except for the broken shaft of illum nation fromthe doorway.

Soneone shouted. Naismith was noving fast, sw nging

around the corner of the table. There was a deafening roar as
one of the guns went off; then Naismth was crouching, shel-
tered by the tank. Only two or three seconds had gone by.

In the ringing silence, one of the nen called thinly, "Cone
out of there, Naismth! You can't nake it—there's only one
door!"

By the flickering of the Iight fromthe doorway, Naisnmith
could tell that both nen had cone farther into the room
novi ng apart, one to each side. Poised and alert, his heart
t hudding steadily, Naismth was able to think with cold pre-
cision: The tank rotates nmomentum 90° countercl ockwi se.

Bot h hands went quickly to the tabletop. One closed on the
heavy brass theodolite, the other snatched up two of the prisns.

In his mnd he was keeping track of the two men's positions,

di agramm ng themlike an el enmentary problemin trigononetry.
He waited until the last instant, then sprang up and threw the
prisms at the man on his right.

The roomroared again, with a volune of sound that nade

the walls shiver and hurt his eardruns. The gl ass tank dis-
solved into a hundred fragments, but the silvery cylinder of
guasi -matter stood unchanged. As he ducked down behind the
tank, Naismth heard the shots continue: three, four.

There was a faint clatter and a thunp fromthe other side of
the room to his left.

Nai smith risked a | ook: the man on his left was kneeling,
arnms crossed tightly over his stomach, head forward. H s gun
was on the floor. The nman swayed and began to topple.

Nai smith gathered hinsel f, swung the heavy theodolite over

the table with all his force, and instantly followed it, vaulting
the table. The second man was down, off bal ance, having

ducked to avoid the missile. He snapped one shot at Naisnith,



filling the roomw th sound: then Naismth was on top of him
Nai smith felt a brief shock in one hand, and the man was
sprawing linply under him his neck unnaturally bent.

Nai smith was up again al nost wi thout a pause, running out

t he door, past the white faces of Kl enperer and Orvile; then
down the stairs, out into the sunshine. He discovered that he
was bl eeding freely froma cut on one cheek, probably where
one of the slivers of glass had struck him

Real i zi ng abruptly how fast he had been noving, he forced
hinself to walk at a nornmal pace across the | awns toward the
tube entrance. A few students were gathered around a gray

and bl ue copter parked on the |lawn: the bubble was enpty,

the blades still. On inpulse, Naisnmth went that way. A prickle
of uneasi ness went up his spine as he wal ked. It had been too
qui ck: he had not had time to do nore than act instinctively.
There had been a threat to his life; he had net it with the neans
at hand, making one of his attackers shoot the other, by de-
flection fromthe kinetically inert quasi-matter. If he had

t hought at all, he had assumed the two nen were gunsters

hired by Lall and Churan. But..

He was at the copter, ignoring the students who turned to
stare. Inside the bubble, a radio voice was nuttering indis-
ti ngui shably. Naismth opened the door, stepped up and | eaned
his head in to listen

The uniformed patrolman in the tiny visiscreen was sayi ng:

" detention and interrogation. This man is wanted for the
murder of Dr. Claude R Wells, a psychiatrist at the University
of California in Los Angeles. Wl ls was battered to death, and
his office conpletely wecked an hour ago. Naismith is con-
sidered extrenely dangerous. He is not known to be arned, but
is to be approached with caution. Hi s description again,

WMA., six feet two inches..."

The | ast words barely registered. Naismth turned away, wth
a roaring of doomin his head. When they saw his face, the
students | ooked al arned and backed off. He went through
them past them noving |like a somanbulist.

He could not even reject what he had heard in disbelief. He
had realized instantly at the first words fromthe copter radio,
that he had no nmenory of Wells at all beyond that frightening

unseen thing that had cone up out of his childhood. After
that, a bl ank.

"Struggl e against us," the Lall creature had said. And he had
done it; and this was the crushing result. He had killed Wlls
and two detectives. Now he was "ready"; he had nowhere |eft

to go, except to Lall and Churan

Behi nd hima weak, distant voice was calling. "Hey . . ."
cane faintly over the lawns. "Hey, stop him Stop him
Hey..."

Nai smith gl anced back, saw two doll-figures emerging from
t he Science Building. One had white hair, and he identified it



instantly as Orvile. Both running, waving their arnmns.

The students around Naismith turned their heads indecisively
fromthe two figures to Naismth. Like nost people, they were
slow to react. Naismith turned his back on them careful not to
nmove too quickly, and started to wal k away.

At the last monent, a husky senior blocked his path. As he
opened his nmouth to speak, Naismth straight-arned himand
began to run. Hi s last glinpse of the senior showed himon one
leg, windmilling his arms for balance, his nouth all amazenent.

Nai smith sprinted. He had taken four strides when the sound
he dreaded broke out behind him a chorus of yells from many
young throats; the sound of nob in pursuit.

As he ran at full speed toward the tube entrance, a second
police copter was sidling down out of the sky.

Chapter Six

Wth the sound of the mbb in his ears, Naismth ducked into

t he tube entrance and went down the stairs three at a tine. He
had one chance in a thousand. If there should be a train just
pul i ng out.

The station was enpty.

He saw that in one instant. In the next, at the edge of his

vi sion, he saw a door open. He whirled. It was the door to a
mai nt enance room as it swung open, he saw it was bl ank

except for ventilation |ouvers, and a nunber painted in white.

Inside the room dark in a shimer of faint colors, stood
M ss Lall with Churan behind her. She held out her hand.
"Cone in!"

He sprang toward the doorway, aware as he did so that there
was sonet hi ng abnornal about the walls of the room They

were curved and insubstantial, with a soap-bubble shimer
about them they were partly transparent. Beyond them he
could dimy nmake out the real walls of the room wth clothing
hangi ng on hooks, a nop | eani ng agai nst one cor ner

Then he was inside. Lall sidled past himand cl osed the door
Churan remai ned seated. The three of them | ooked at each

other. They were encl osed and huddl ed toget her by an oval

shel | of transparent, streamng color. The light was strange; it
was |ike being inside an egg made of rushing shadows.

Qutside, an instant later, the rattle of footsteps and a frantic
bayi ng of voices poured down the stairs, onto the platform

Nai smith took a deep breath, let it go, relaxed deliberately
with his hands at his sides. "All according to plan?" he asked
ironically.

"According to plan, M. Naismith," said Churan. He was
seated on a stool which appeared to be part of the substance of
t he shadow egg. The dancing prismatic colors streanmed out



fromthe base of this stool and di sappeared at the apex of the
shel | over their heads.

Churan's stubby, short-fingered hands |ay casually upon the

bl ued-steel object in his lap. Wth a shock, Naismth recogni zed
t he machi ne that had di sappeared fromthe closet of his Beverly
H1lls apartnent.

Churan's eyes flickered. "W have saved your life, M.
Nai smith," he said hoarsely.

"Al'l right, let's say you did. You must have done it for sone
reason. Here I am Just what is it you want?"

Lall, her eyes shining, said sonmething swift and enphatic in
a | anguage that sounded tantalizingly famliar to Naisnth—a
curious conbination of |iquids and deep gutturals. Churan
nodded, wet his lips nervously. "W want you to come with
us," he said. "A long journey, M. Naisnmth—twenty thousand
years. Does that interest you?"

"What if | say no?"

Churan's anber eyes glinted briefly. "W want you to cone
willingly, M. Naismth."

Nai smith gave a mrthless bark of laughter. "lIs that why you
did all this—killed Ransdell and Ms. Becker?"

The wonman bent toward himslightly. "lI'mnot sure you
understand, M. Naismith. The machine killed M. Ransdel

and Ms. Becker. It is tuned to our mnd patterns—yours, his
and m ne. You see, for anyone else, it is not safe to touch. A
precaution against theft."

Naismith felt his anger growing in spite of hinself. "Are you
saying that two people died just for nothi ng—ust because you
wanted to get that nmachine into nmy hands?"

"No, on the contrary," said Churan. "Sending the machine

to you was nerely a device to kill M. Ransdell, so that you
woul d be suspected of nurder. Qur aimwas to weaken your
associ ati ons here. You were too well convinced that you were
really Gordon Naismth."

Qut si de, the noise of the crowd was dwi ndling; Naisnith
coul d hear isolated querul ous voices calling fromone end of
the platformto the other. Fromtime to time, someone woul d
approach the maintenance room try the knob, find it |ocked,
and go away agai n.

Def eat ed, he made his decision. "All right, I'mready. Let's
go."

Lall and Churan exchanged a quick gl ance. Then the nman's
stubby fingers noved on the surface of the machine.

Nai smith watched in fascination as the inlays, which had
resisted all his efforts, depressed and noved under Churan's
fingertips. As they did so, although there was no sense of



nmotion, the walls of the mmintenance room hangi ng garnents,

mop and all, gently receded. In the act of turning, Naismth
felt a psychic shock as the closed, shadowy door drifted through
hi s own body.

Then they were noving across the station, a foot or two

hi gher than the young nmen who stood in postures of arrested
notion, scattered here and there about the platform There
was no sound. Every formwas still, although some were caught
in md-stride. Faces were contorted, eyes glared blindly.

Movi ng at the sane even pace, they drifted into the wall of
the station. Another nmonment of darkness, then they energed,
on a shallow upward slant, into the open air.

Nai smith wat ched everything with intense concentration
trying to fathomthe rel ati onship between their novenents
and Churan's handling of the nachine.

"What | fail to understand,” he said abruptly, "is how the
energi es you are using can be contained in so small a space."

"They are not, M. Naismth," said Lall with a | ook of

respect. "The forces we use are generated in the future. This
machi ne that you see is only the control unit. W call it— She
uttered two throaty nonosyllables. "In English, what would it
be?" She paused, and said doubtfully, "Tinme sphere? No, be-
cause it is not a sphere. But the nane neans sonething that is
lowered in tine, as you | ower a bathysphere in the ocean. How
woul d you say—you ought to know this, M. Naisnmth-a
tenporo-... ?"

Qut side, the bright canmpus was |ike a col or transparency:

the two copters, the students on the lawn, all were caught in one
frozen moment. Naisnmith stared in fascination as the shadow

egg drifted, now nore rapidly, eastward across the | awns.
Bui | di ngs, flanme trees and peopl e receded in perspective—not

i ke a photograph now, but |ike some incredibly detailed and
lifelike mniature nodel.

"Tenpor oscaphe?" he suggested wyly, after a nonent.

"Good, tenporoscaphe. But it is a very ugly word. . .. You
see, we can control our position in both space and tinme. Just
now, we nove in space while remaining fixed in time. Later on
t he ot her way around."

Bel ow, the | andscape was now fl owi ng back nore rapidly.

Sunlight glinted yellow off the tip of some building on the
northern horizon. Rising on a slant, they were now passing

over Burwash Park. Naismth could see the gravel wal ks, the
pedestrians frozen in place like bright-colored dolls, the silvery
| ake and the handball courts. It flowed away and was gone;

t he densely packed buil dings of nmetropolitan Los Angel es swam
into view, all in the sane unearthly silence.

Standi ng there in the confined space of the shadow egg,
Nai smith was abruptly aware of sonething that had been at
the edge of his consciousness: the snell. It was cheap perfune,



wi th an undertone, al nost masked, that he recogni zed: the

same col d, nmusky odor that he had snelled in Churan's office
Looking at the two of themnow with renewed attention, he
realized again how quite astoundingly ugly they were when seen
toget her. What m ght have been an accidental cast of features
in Lall—+the flat, wi de-nostriled nose, the | ong amber eyes, the
t hi n nmout h—becane, in this doubled inage, the pure stuff of
ugliness. They were like two painted frogs, there in the
shadow egg, both staring at himw th unw nki ng anber eyes—
frogs, obscenely vivisected to stand erect and wear human
clothing. And remenbering the cold touch of Lall, Naismith

shi ver ed.

The foothills were sliding away beneath them now, yell ow

brown and bare in the sunlight, then the nmountains rose slowy
into view. Naismith glinmpsed sunlight wi nking fromthe w n-

dows of a canyon-perched house, tiny with di stance. As they
crossed the nountains, still gaining altitude, he could see the
whol e circle of the horizon, msty blue, with flecks of cirrus
floating high in the pale vault. Something el se caught his eye, a
bright glint above the clouds, rapidly com ng nearer. Now he
could al most make it out; now it grew plain—a blue and silver
Trans Amairliner. They were going to pass it al nost on the

sane level. As it swelled nearer, brilliant and solid in the sun-
light, Naismith flinched involuntarily; he could see every rivet
inits polished skin. He could see, too, that it was hanging
absolutely notionless in the air, as if enbedded in gelatin.

Behi nd the wi ndshield, the pilot and copilot were stiff wax

dunmi es; faint spears of flame were frozen in the jets. It

whi pped past and dwi ndl ed behind them still hanging inmov-

abl e.

The two aliens were watching himwi th intent, unreadable
expressions. Naismith's lips were dry. He said, nore harshly
than he had intended, "Were are we goi ng?"

"Not so far now, M. Naismth," said Churan. Below, the

round world was rolling back at an incredible speed; there was

a glint of silver that Naismith recognized as Boul der Dam

then the m ghty scar of the Grand Canyon, filled wi th shadow,
passed beneath. Then there were nore nountains, and a

threadli ke river that nust be the Col orado. Down on the plain
beyond the mountains, Naismth caught sight of a city spraw ed
like a scattering of silver domnoes. It glittered in the parched
| and. "Denver," he said.

"Not the city itself," said Churan, glancing down at the
machine in his lap. "We use it for a |landmark." Now his

pudgy brown fingers were dancing over the machi ne, and

Nai smith saw t he odd-shaped inlays depress one after another
glinpsed a shimer of light that floated briefly over the
machi ne. Then there was a spot of angry red light that pul sed
slowy and regularly; then nore rapidly as they crossed the
city, slowing now, then nmore rapidly still as the shadow egg
drifted to a stop; and after a noment the red |ight shone
steadily, with the faintest suggestion of a shinmering notion
The shadow egg canme to rest.

"From Los Angeles to Denver," said Naismth, "in-what?
Fi ve mi nutes? Four?"



"In one sense, no tine at all," said Lall. "You realize, this
is still the sane instant as when we |left the tube station. No
time has el apsed.”

Churan grinned up at him show ng yell ow stubs of teeth.
"Now we have reached the right position in space," he said.
"Therefore we shall begin to nove in tine. Are you ready,
M. Naismth?"

Wthout waiting for an answer, he touched the machine

again, and as if in response, the whole vast | andscape beneath

t hem di mred, went dark, glowed to Iight again. Looking up

Nai smith was in time to see the sun arching overhead like a
fireball. It plunged into the western horizon with a flicker of
red; then all was dark again. Light! The sun sprang up in the
east, hurled itself overhead, plunged, and the world was dark

Li ght! Dark! Light! In the shadow egg, Naismith saw the faces

of Lall and Churan lit by the flickering alternation of days and
ni ghts. The | andscape below, trenbling in the swift waves of

dar kness and light, was tortured, changing, shaking itself into
new forms. Naismith saw the city put out new tentacles, under-
go withing transformations, sprout taller buildings. It was |ike
a grotesque animated film the city had a rhythm of grow h,

rest, growth again.

Then, abruptly, there was a gigantic crater where the eastern

hal f of the city had been. The growth cycle stopped. Naisnith,
rigid with fascination, saw areas of the city darken slowy,
saw parts of it collapse into black ruin. "Wat year?" he asked
hoar sel y.

"Toward the end of the nineties, | think," said Lall's in-
different voice. "It's not inportant.”

"Not inmportant!" said Naismth automatically, but his voice

di ed away as he watched the | andscape bel ow. The dead
nmetropolis sank. It went down as if into quicksand; the earth
visibly swallowed it. Then there was only a featurel ess plain,
shimering in the ghostly twilight. For what seemed |ike hours,
t here was no change.

Agai n Churan touched the machine. The flickering alter-

nati on of days and nights abruptly stopped. It was early
evening, the clear sky darkening to a steely blue in which one
or two stars were visible. The whol e | andscape, as Naismth

| ooked around fromhis el evated position, was unearthly vacant
and still. Not a roof, or a wall, or the trace of a road in the
whol e i mmense plain; not a |light anywhere.

"What year?" he asked agai n.

No one answered. Churan touched the machi ne again, and

t he shadow egg began to drift down in a long slant. They were
ski mmi ng al ong at ground | evel now, through the knee-high
grasses, toward a long, |ow nound that was just visible against
the sky. The rest of the | andscape was enpty and dark

As they drifted nearer, Naismth felt his body trenbling



with the shock of visceral realization: this was real—+this earth
and its wet grass, this dark sky overhead. He was here,
physi cal ly and i nescapably.

Back in Los Angel es, Klenperer was taking his classes;
someone el se would be living in his Beverly Hlls apartnent..
No: they were all dead, dead and forgotten. The thought gave
Nai smith an extraordinary feeling of rel ease and pl easure.
What ever was going to happen to himnow, at least it would
not be the safe, dull mddl e age he had | ooked forward to...

The nmound they were approaching was both | arger and

nearer than it had appeared at first: perhaps thirty feet high, it
was i mensely long and straight, |ike one of the |ong barrows

of Wltshire. There were faint, earthy and woody snells in the
cold air; but the black hulk of the nound hung silent and still.
It was covered with the grasses that grew on the plain; on the
skyl i ne, against the moonlit clouds, Naismth could nmake out

an occasional small shrub or tree.

They drifted into the bl ackness of the nound, which cl osed
like a stifling curtain about their heads: then, w th shocking
suddenness, they were dazzled by golden light.

Chapt er Seven

The roomin which the shadow egg now fl oated was a gigantic
hal |, paved with sone gl eam ng, hard substance that was at

once like marble and Iike netal. The gol den |ight surrounded
themonly in a circle a few yards wide; but in the darkness
beyond, Naismith could make out the gleamof a pillar, a distant
wal I, the shapes of furniture. Here was the future: and it was
a deserted nmarble hall, buried under a nound of earth.

"What is this place?" Naismth demanded.

"A ship. A buried ship." The echoes of Churan's voice
whi spered away i nto enptiness.

Nai smith thought, A ship. Wat kind of a ship?

Now, in their circle of golden light, they were drifting al ong
a spattered trail of bright-red pignment that began a few yards
fromthe door. It |ooked as if paint had been dripped froma
can along the shining floor, and then as if something el se that
Nai smith could not quite understand had happened to it: the
red pignent was crazed, checked, alnost |ike weathered paint,
and it was powdering away visibly, in streaks, toward the

near by wal I .

Nai smith bent to examine it as closely as he could through

t he shadow egg. The only thing it suggested to himwas a wi nd,
drifting sand away froma dune: as if there were an inpal pable
slow wi nd here, drifting nolecules of the red pigment across
the floor....

He followed the red streaks to the wall, where, by squinting,
he coul d make out a hairline of bright red along the join
between wall and floor, running out of sight in either direction



Did the floor reject anything that did not belong there? Wre
dust, dirt, and red pignent swept away automatically and
di sposed of ?

He straightened. The wall itself was of the sane netallic
marble as the floor—arble, if such a thing were possible, with
fl ecks and veins of gold diffused uniformy through it. A few
feet farther on there was an el aborate netal frame on the wall,
and Naismith's interest quickened: but the frame was enpty.

They floated through an archway, into a chanmber only | ess
gigantic than the first. Divans and tables stood here and there,
inlittle, widely separated groups. Rich, soft rugs covered the
floor; the red trail had been dripped indiscrimnately over
them but here, too, the pignent was drifting away in |ong,
faint streaks.

Sonme of the furniture | ooked |Iike parodies of the over-

stuffed sofas and arncthairs of his own tine—puffed, bul ging
t hi ngs, looking inflated rather than uphol stered, and apparently
made all in one unit—Ao separate cushions, no | egs underneath.

O her pieces were built on a different principle: these were
suspended, l|ike porch gliders, fromnetal frameworks which

rose to cylinders at either end. Between these cylinders swung
chairs and sofas whi ch appeared neither stuffed nor inflated,
but were as if poured fromsone taffy-1ike substance, in silky
bright colors and with a curious, eye-deceiving mstiness of
surface. They were |ike shapes of bright snoke poured out of
the cylinders at either end; and Naismth had the fancifu

t hought that if one turned off the mechanismin those cylinders,
the chair or sofa would dissolve into vapour

The red trail led themdown a corridor lined with nore of

the enpty metal frames; then through another archway, up a
stair and around a gallery, over an enpty chanber still |arger
than anything Naismth had seen; up another stair, down a

hal I, through anot her doorway.

The room they now entered was a snmall |ounge from which

ot her doorways opened on all sides. Naismith's first inpression
was of a fully illum nated room nore cluttered and di sorderly

t han anything he had seen until now. Then his attention cane
to a sharp, incredul ous focus: across the room he saw the
shadowegg plainly reflected in a mrror ... but his ow inage
was not there.

He blinked and | ooked again. There was no mi stake; only

the reflections of Lall and Churan stared back at him... there
was sonet hi ng wong about them too, in the way they were
dressed, or—

Then the vision faded, becane transparent and was gone.

There was no mirror. He realized abruptly that the inage had
not been reversed; his mnd had supplied the mrror, an effort
to make an intelligible pattern out of what he saw. But what
had he seen? ..



Besi de him Churan | aughed—a hoarse, nervous bark. "Don't
worry, M. Naismth," he said

Nai smith turned. Both aliens were glancing at himwth

mal i ci ous smiles, but their attention seened el sewhere. Churan
made a final adjustnment on the polished surface of the machine
as the shadow egg touched the carpet: then, |eaning upon the
machi ne with one hand as if it were a table-top, he got his |egs
out fromunder it and stood up. Over the stool on which he had
been sitting, the machine hung in air, unsupported and i m
novabl e.

Churan exchanged a few words with Lall; both | ooked
serious and intent. Bending over the machine, Churan did
something to it that Naismth could not follow and the
shadow egg burst |ike a soap-bubble.

They were standing in the mddle of the brilliantly |ighted
room all three; Churan tucked the machi ne under his armli ke
a brief case.

There was movenent in one of the doorways, and a snall
creature wal ked out into view. Naismth had to | ook twice to
see that it was a child.

Lall bent over the creature, snoothing its dull black hair
mechani cally with one hand. The child spoke to her in a high
thi n whi ne; she answered perfunctorily and pushed it away.
Wth an incurious glance at Naismth, the child stunped off
on its thick | egs, sat down and began to play with a rag doll

It was a quite incredibly ugly creature, greenish-brown-
skinned, with sullen features. It |ooked |like a caricature of Lal
or Churan, everything about it coarsened and exagger at ed.

"I's this your child?" Naismth asked, turning to Lall.

She nodded. "It is a fenal e—her nane is Yegga." She added

a sharp sentence to the child, which was picking its nose; it
left off and screaned once at its nother, without changing its
sul l en expression, then bent over its doll once nore.

Nai smith gl anced around the room d othing was strewn
over chairs and carpet; there were crunpl ed papers, even bits
of food dropped here and there.

The high walls were paneled in vivid nmagenta and ivory: the
ivory, Naismth discovered, was the wall itself, a dull, texture-
| ess surface; the wi de magenta strips were hangings of the

same substance as the suspended furniture, and had the sane
snoky outlines. Some of the chairs were of the sane bright
magenta; others were electric blue or ivory; the deep-piled
carpet was apple green. The clothes piled carel essly here and
there were of all hues.

"You |l eft her here when you went back to nmy tinme?" Nai-
smth asked, indicating the child.

Lall nodded again. "She would have interfered with our
wor k. "



"What if sonething had happened, and you'd never cone
back?"

"But we knew we would cone back, M. Naismth," said
Churan, stepping nearer. "W saw ourselves arrive, just as we
saw oursel ves | eave just now. .. renenber?"

A tingling sensation went down Naismith's spine as, with

a renewed shock, he thought of the vision he had seen. If
Churan were telling the truth, for an instant, just then, tine
had been doubl ed back on itself.

Nai smith sat down on one of the arnthairs, watching

Churan as he stepped to the wall, opened a panel, and thrust
the machi ne inside. Lall was stretching herself, |ooking relieved
but abstracted, |ike any housew fe returning after an absence.

"Let me understand this,"” Naismth said vehemently. "You
knew t hat your m ssion would be successful, then—because
you saw yourselves comng back with nme, before you |eft?"

"Yes. W knew." Churan began unfastening his jacket and

shirt, pulling themoff. He threw themon the nearest sofa with
a grunt of relief. Hs hairless chest fromthe neck down, and
his arms as far as the el bow, were a browni sh-green color, the
green of algae; it was apparently the natural color of his skin.

"Sit down, M. Naismith," said Lall, taking off her blouse.
"Dial for sone food, Gunda." Her body, the sane brownish-

green as Churan's, was squat and soft-1ooking; the proportions
were not quite human. Their bodi es were mammal i an, but

entirely hairless, and, conpared with a human bei ng of
Naismith's tinme, hardly sexed at all. Lall's breasts were al nost
as small and flat as Churan's.

The child glanced up fromits play, then bent over again. It
was, Naismith saw with a shock of distaste, pushing |ong pins
or wedges of netal into the soft body of the doll

"There's a paradox here, then," he said, |ooking away wth
an effort. "Way not turn me over to your earlier selves? Then
you woul dn't have had to go at all."

"No paradox. If we did that, it would pinch out the |oop
then we woul d have to go just the sane." Seeing Naismth's
frown, Churan added. "Think of it as a short circuit, M.
Nai smith; then you will understand."

I gnoring the two nmen, Lall dropped her remaining garnents

and | eft the room Churan, wearing nothing but sandals, went
to one of the wall panels and paused with his hand on it. "You
woul d I'i ke sone food?" he said to Naisnith. "Something hot?"

"I'"'mnot hungry,"” Naismth said.
"But you nust eat to live. Let ne offer you something, M.

Nai smith; perhaps you will like it." Pulling the panel aside, he
rapi dly thunbed down several novable strips, checkered green



and white, which seened painted on the wall and yet slid freely
under his thunmb. Interested, Naisnmith noved nearer, but

Churan finished aligning the strips, closed the panel, opened
anot her one. He reached in, took out steam ng di shes one

after another, and dropped them casually on a | ow, round

table. "Please sit down, M. Naismth. | amgoing to wash
now, then we shall eat and have a talk." He smiled, showi ng his
yel l ow stunps of teeth, and followed Lall into the adjoining

room The child got up and foll owed him squalling something
inits thin voice.

After a nonment Naismith began to exami ne the food. There

were four dishes, each containing a different ness, from which
the diners were evidently intended to help thenselves with their
fingers. One was dark green and snelled |ike seaweed; one
creamcol ored, with pink lunps; one was a pasty nound; and

the fourth was a varicolored mxture, with shreds of what
| ooked li ke nmeat and vegetables in it.

From the other roomcane the muffled sound of voices.
Nai smith turned, stepped to the wall where he had seen
Churan put the machi ne away.

He touched the panel, tried to nmove it aside as Churan had
done, but the stuff was half like cloth and half |ike water—t
resisted, then seened alnost to flow between his fingers. The
| ook and feel of it, no nore definite of outline than it had
seened from a distance, were subtly unpleasant, and after a
nmonent he gave it up. As he turned, Lall cane out of the

adj oining room fastening a short-sleeved white tunic around
her waist. Her skin, where it was visible, was now a uniform
brown-tinted green; she had removed her nakeup. So had
Churan, who appeared behind her, dressed in sleeveless red
paj amas. Hi s poi nted beard was gone; the whole shape of his
face seenmed different, and uglier, without it. Now Naisnith
realized sonmething that had el uded hi m bef ore—+he Churan

in the other shadow egg had been beardl ess.

The child wandered in, seized a bow of food fromthe table,
spilling it, and took it to a corner, where it sat down and began
stuffing itself.

"It is good to be clean again," said Lall. "Pardon nme, | did
not think. Perhaps you would also |like to bathe before eating,
M. Naismth?"

"Later," Naismth said. "Right now, | want to talk."

Churan had seated hinself at the table, and was tucki ng gobs
of food into his mouth, using two fingers |ike a spoon. He
grunted, chewi ng a nouthful that bul ged his cheeks. "Good."

Lall sat down and offered Naismith the place beside her

"Pl ease help yourself, M. Naismth. Forks are not used here,
but I am sure you can nanage."

"I"'mnot hungry,"” Naismith said inpatiently. He sat; the

cushi oned stool was unconfortably |ow, and he had to jack-
knife his legs to get themunder the table. "You eat, and I|'|l



ask questions. To begin with—=
' "Something to drink, then. Gunda, a cup of water."

Wt hout | ooking up, Churan reached out to the wall beside
him opened the panel, and w thdrew a porcel ain cup which
he set on the table.

Nai smith took it in his hand; it was half filled with clear
water; the cup was chill to the touch. He hesitated, then put it
down. Bathing had apparently renoved the aliens' perfunme as

wel | as their brown makeup; under the odors of the food and
water, he could snell the cold, reptilian scent of their bodies.
I"mnot thirsty, thank you."

Lall paused with her fingers in the dish of creamcol ored
substance. "M. Naisnmith, our foods may be unfamliar to

you, but surely you can drink our water, which is chemically
pure."

Nai smith stared at her. "Even water can be poi soned, or
drugged. "

"Drugged!" she repeated, and w ped her fingers slowy on

the side of her patterned tunic. "M. Naismth, if you could
be drugged, do you think we would have been to so nuch
trouble to get you here?" She paused, glanced at her fingers,
t hen sucked them slowly clean. She pushed the dish away from
her, | eaned her elbow on the table, staring at him The folds
of her eyelids were odd, not quite human. "Think about it, M.
Nai smith. Do you renenber Bursar Ransdell —and the | awyer,
Jerone? The peculiar things they did and sai d? They were
drugged; that was sinple to do." Churan had stopped eating to
listen; his anber eyes were narrow and watchful. "But you

are an altogether different problem M. Naismth. Don't you
realize, haven't you any i dea—Think a nonment, have you ever
been ill?"

"My nenory goes back only about four years. | don't
know. "

"But in those four years? An upset stomach? A col d? Even
a headache?"

"I had a headache when you knocked nme out, and anot her

one when | left Wells' office this afternoon. I mean— He
groped for a word to express the time that had el apsed, gave it

up.
"I ndeed? | don't understand. Did he use drugs?"

"No, sone gadget-—-a headband, with clanps."

She raised her eyebrows. "Ah, | see. And the gadget gave
you a headache. But aside fromthat, can you renenber any
slightest illness?"

"No," Naismth adm tted.

"No, of course not. The Shefth does not becone ill, cannot



be drugged or hypnotized; his body rejects nobst poisons. He
is very hard to deal with, M. Naisnith; he nmust be treated
with respect. So if you are thirsty, please drink wthout fear."

Nai smith gl anced down at the cup of water, then at the two

ali ens who sat watching him notionless and intent. "I1'll drink
this," he said slowy, "when | understand one or two things a
little better.”

"Ask," said Lall, dipping up another [unp of the cream
col ored food.

"Let's begin with this place—you call it a ship. Wwo left it
here, and why?"

"It's an interstellar liner. Wen the col oni es were abandoned,
in the hundred tenth century, there was no nore need of it,
they just left it. That was about a century ago."

"Way did you bring ne here?"
"To teach you, M. Naismth—ertain things which—=

Nai smith made an inpatient gesture. "I nean why here?
Why coul dn't you have taught me things, whatever they are,
back in Beverly Hills?"

She chewed, swallowed. "Let us say, there was a need to be

i nconspi cuous. This is a dead period, for hundreds of years
on either side. No one knows about this abandoned |iner except
us, and no one would think of Iooking here."

Nai smith knotted a fist inpatiently, stared at the taut skin
over the knuckles. "This is getting us nowhere," he grow ed.
"You tal k about a dead period, Shefthi, Zugs—+t's all Geek
to ne. How do | know there's a word of truth in it anywhere?"

"You do not," said Churan, |eaning forward earnestly.

"You're right, it is futile for us to tal k about these things. Talk
goes around and around, endlessly." He made a circul ar notion

"But there is another way."

He got up, crossed to the opposite wall, where he opened
one of the panels. He reached in and took out a netal frame-
work, with an obl ong box dangling froma strap. "This, M.
Nai smith."

Its resenbl ance to the machi ne Wel |l s had used was obvi ous
at a glance. Naismith pushed his stool back. "No," he said.

Chur an paused, disconcerted. "But | haven't even told you
about it yet."

"It doesn't matter—'ve tried one. Once was enough.™

"You tried one?" Lall repeated, with a disbelieving snile
"Where was this?"

"At Wells' office. | blanked out, evidently—But you know
all about that—that's why the police were after ne, back there



at the campus.”

Both aliens | ooked alarmed. Lall turned and shot a question
at Churan—rapid guttural syllables, in which Naismth caught
the nane "Wells." Churan answered expl osively, then both
turned and stared at Naismith.

"This may be tremendously inmportant, M. Naisnith. Please
descri be the machi ne he used, and the effect it had on you."

Nai smith did so, as best he could. As he spoke, both aliens
visibly rel axed; after a few nmonments, Lall raised her hand to
stop him "That's enough, M. Naismth. It's apparent that this
was not exactly the sane kind of nachine.”

"I never said it was. But nobody is going to nonkey with
my mnd again, with any kind of machine."

"What are you afraid of, M. Naismth?" Churan asked
softly.

Nai smith said nothing for a monent. Then: "You're the
one who ought to be afraid. | killed Wlls while that machi ne
was operating."

"Evidently because there is sonething in your past that you

subconsciously did not wish to renenber. That is not hard to
understand. Let me put it this way, M. Naismith. This machine
wi Il not bring back any of your own nenories. Instead, it wll
add certain nenories which you never had before.”

"I't's put of the question,” Naismth said flatly. "Teach ne
the ordinary way, if it's so dammed inportant. Start with the
| anguage. G ve ne books, records, whatever there is. | happen
to be quick at | anguages. Even if | weren't, you've got plenty
of time."

Chur an shook his head. "Books and records could be falsi-
fied, M. Naismth."

"So could that thing."

"No, it could not," Churan said hoarsely, blinking with
anger. "Wen you experience it, you will know That is why
no other method will serve. It's not just a question of tine,
M. Naismth. You nust be convinced, beyond any possible
doubt, that what we are going to tell you is true."

They | ooked at each other in silence for a nonent.

"Why?" Naismith asked bluntly.

The two aliens glanced at each other with resigned expres-
sions. Churan sat down, holding the hel net and the contro

unit on his I|ap.

"M. Naismith," Lall said after a pause, "what if you knew

that the ruling class of your own people had deliberately
thrown you back in time, to the year 1980, believing you



woul d be killed?"
"Why should they do that?"

Her fingers stretched into claws, then rel axed. "Because they
are selfish and cowardly. After they had made up their m nds

to create the Barrier, they felt the Shefthi would be nore a

danger than a—*

"Wait," said Naismith with an inpatient gesture. "The
Barrier... tell me about that."

"I'n our own tinme, the ruling caste found a way to nake a

Time Barrier that woul d pass only the Lenlu Din into the

future. It would be tuned to their mind patterns, you see; in
that way, on the far side there would be no nore Zugs, and

also no nore Lenlu Om Just Lenlu Din, all by thensel ves,

safe and contented. You understand? But it is not going to

wor k. We know, because they are sendi ng back nessages

through the Barrier. There is one Zug up there, still alive. And
they are very frightened." He grinned unpl easantly.

"I'f none of this has happened yet, what makes you so sure
it's going to happen?"

The wonman sighed. "These are only ways of speaking. Surely

you understand that by now, M. Naismth. From your point

of viewin 1980, all this 'has not happened yet.' But here we are.
As for the Barrier, we know it exists in the future. W know it

is going to work, except that one Zug will be left alive. As
@unda has just told you, we know all this because we have
recei ved nessages from beyond the Barrier."

Nai smth sat back. "The future can conmunicate with the
past ?" he asked di sbelievingly.

"Haven't you seen that it can? Didn't we go back to the
twentieth century, and scoop you up like a fish in a net?" Lall's
anber eyes were brilliant, her fingers tense.

"Then why don't they sinply tell their earlier selves to do
things differently, and eliminate the trouble?"

"They can't find the trouble," said Lall, her eyes shining. "It
is inmpossible for a Zug to pass through the Barrier alive. But
their detectors show that there is one, and that's why they are
so frantic. When we | earned that, we saw our opportunity.”

She | eaned forward, intent, lips noist. "W searched the main
stem as far back as the twentieth century. Every anonaly above
a certain value had to be investigated. It took years, subjective
time. It was only the nost incredible |uck that we found you at
all. Then we had to prepare this place; then go back to 1980
and | earn the | anguage, custons, everything, fromthe begin-
ning. And now it all conmes together. Because you see they are
desperate. |If you return, with some story of having built your
own time generator, they will believe you—they have to, you

are the last Shefth, and they need you." Both aliens were

breat hing heavily, staring at Naismith across the |ow table.



"Then a Shefth can go through the Barrier?" asked Nai -
smith.

"The Shefthi are Lenlu Din," Churan answered. "If they had

I et well enough alone, all the Shefthi would be on the other
side of the Barrier, and there would be no problemwth the

Zug. But they didn't want any warriors in their safe future,

wi t hout Zugs, without Lenlu On They woul d have kill ed you,

but they were afraid. So they invented a story about an expedi -
tion to kill Zugs in the past, and threw you all back. At random
wi t hout destination. Wthout protection. The shock of |anding
was to kill you all. Even if it did not, w thout equipnent, you
could never get back to bother them That was their plan."

"l see," said Naismth.

"What is your reaction to this, M. Naismth?" Churan's
voi ce was strai ned.

"If it's true, I'm. . . very interested," said Naismth. "Now
one nore point. Wat's this about the Lenlu On? You said

the Barrier was to keep themout too. Who are they, or what
are they?"

"W are Lenlu Om" said Churan quietly. "The nane neans

"the Ugly People.' W are their servants. They brought us from
anot her place, centuries ago. W are not considered to be
human. "

Nai smith gl anced up: the faces of all three aliens had turned
hard and expressionless. He put the cylinder down carefully
and stood up slowy, feeling their eyes on him "And all this,"
he said, "in nore detail, you would have taught ne with that
thing." He nodded toward the device in Churan's |ap

"As well as many other things. The |anguage. W can teach

you to speak it perfectly in less than two hours. And you nust
speak it perfectly. Then the City itsel f—+the castes—forns of
courtesy—a thousand and one things you nmust know, M.

Nai smith. You can learn it all by primtive nethods, of course,
but believe ne, it is not worth the effort.”

"But you used so-called primtive nethods to | earn English."

Churan hesitated. "Yes and no. W enpl oyed t he educat or

—we recorded disks fromthe thoughts of natives whom we
captured and drugged. But that is not the same as having an
edited subject disk all prepared. It was tedious, it took tine.
Then we al so had to spend tine establishing identities for our-
selves. W took, |I don't know, perhaps six nonths, subjective
time. Wthout the educator, it would have taken years."

Sonet hi ng that had been bothering Naismith cane abruptly

into focus, and he swung around, with one foot up on the
bench, facing Churan. "Tell me this," he said. "Wy not sinply
go back, learn what you need to know+then put it all on one

di sk—reet yourselves arriving, and cut out all the trouble?"

Churan sighed. "As | told you before, it would pinch out
the [ oop. You cannot use tinme in that way."



Chapt er Ei ght

After a noment Lall and Churan yawned together like two

frogs, showi ng the dark greenish roofs of their nouths: the

ef fect was grotesquely unpleasant. "W are tired," Lall said.
"It is late." She rose, followed by Churan, and led the way to
the room opening off the far end of the |ounge, opposite the
one she and Churan had used. The child trailed after them
dragging its doll by one arm

The door was cl osed, but opened at Lall's touch. She stood
aside. "This will be your sleeping room M. Naismith. | think
you will find all you need."

The three stood waiting. Naismith glanced in; there was a

| ow bed, a footstool, sone anbi guous half-real draperies on

the wall. He nmade no nove to. enter. "Thank you," he said.

"You will sleep here?" Lall asked plaintively.

"When | am ready. Good night."

"But at least you will inspect the room to see if everything is

to your liking?" Churan denanded.

Lall turned her head and said something to himin their own
hi ssing, guttural speech. She turned back. "Just as you wi sh,
then, M. Naismth. W will talk again in the norning."

The three aliens crossed the | ounge and entered their own
room The door slid shut after them

Nai smith paused a noment, listening: he could hear Lal

and Churan noving about in their room talking sleepily

toget her, with occasional bursts of acrinmony. There was no

point in waiting any |onger. Naisnmth nmoved noi sel essly out

into the corridor. The drifting red trail guided his feet; at the
first turning, he deliberately left it. He went down a flight of
stairs, stepped through a narrow doorway, and found hinsel f

i n darkness relieved only by spectral, phosphorescent gl ows
fromthe outlines of machinery here and there. He kept noving
down the narrow aisle, under a |ow ceiling, not pausing to

exam ne any of the machi nes he passed. For the nonent al

he wanted was to put distance between hinself and the three

al i ens.

After a quarter of an hour, even the phosphorescent nark-
i ngs thinned out and ceased. He was groping in total darkness,
thoroughly lost in the interior of the great ship.

Satisfied that he was secure for the noment, Naismith sat

down in the darkness and considered his position. In spite of

its inmense, al nost overwhel ming inplications, the problem

was basically that of buyer against seller. Each party had

somet hing the ot her wanted, and each was determined to give

as little as possible. Naismith's first objective was to keep the
aliens fromcoercing him that was now acconplished, since

he was out of their reach. H's next objective must be to im



prove his bargai ning position. That nmeant, above all, increasing
hi s know edge: for it was know edge that Lall and Churan held
out as bait, and know edge again that gave thema tactica
superiority. Hi s course, therefore, was clear. He nust begin by
exploring the ship, no matter how nany weeks or even

nont hs—

The t hought broke off. A breath of danger was passing down
the narrow corridor, making his skin prickle and his nostrils
wi den. He stared blindly into the darkness: was the shadow
egg, invisible and intangi bl e, passing there?

VWhatever it was, in a nonment it was gone. Naismith rose
and once nore began feeling his way down the corridor

Hours later, he found a narrow passage | eading off at right

angl es, and crossed the waist of the ship, emerging finally in
a huge deserted salon. Here the noving overhead lights fol-
| owed himagain, but there were no red trails on the floor, and
he guessed that Lall and Churan had never been in this area.

In the days that followed, Naismith prowed the enpty ship
alone. Its gigantic scale never ceased to oppress and astonish
him it was inpossible to i magi ne what kind of people could
have built a vessel like this, equipped it so massively and

el aborately, and then left it to be nmounded over on the

Col orado pl ai n.

Wherever he went, the lights wi nked on ahead, w nked off

behi nd. There mnmust be sone way of illum nating whol e roons

at once, but Naismith had not found it. He nmoved in a noving
circle of pale light, while all around himwas green silence.
There were cycl opean galleries and choirs, around which he
crawmed like a fly; there were baths, gymmasia, theaters, gane
roonms, machine roons, all enpty with an inexpressible enpti-
ness, hollow, not-quite-echoing...

Never once did he catch a glinpse of the aliens or their

shadow egg, although he felt sure they were trying to find him
Everywhere he went, there were enigmatic, silent nachines,

i ncludi ng sonme that he guessed were television instrunents, but
he coul d not make them function. Here and there he saw

synmbols printed on the walls; they were in an al phabet resem
bling the Cyrillic, but with many added characters. Nowhere
could he find a deck plan of the ship, a directory, a travel
bookl et, anything that would give himthe least clue to the

obj ect of his search.

At last, on the fourth day, entirely by accident, he found it.

He was in a roomfilled with the omi present balloon-1ike
arnchairs and with tall, angular devices, chest high, on which
square greenish plates of metal were arranged in two slanting,
over |l apping rows, formng an inverted V. They might have

been nagazi ne racks, with the thick nmetal plates substituting
for magazines. As the thought came, Naismith put his hand
casually on one of them and the thing flapped open with a
clatter. Crouched, ready to fight or run, he stared at it.



The rank of overlapping plates had opened, exposing the

whol e face of one of the plates: and where a bl ank square of
greeni sh nmetal should have been, he saw a noving, brilliantly
col ored picture.

Nai smith's breathing qui ckened. He hardly heard the voice
whi ch spoke casual ly and i nconprehensi bly fromthe nachine.
This was it; he had found it: this was the library,

The picture he was watching showed a wonan in an oddly

cut red garment, posturing before a background of vaguely
Oiental domes that gleamed in bright sunshine. The picture
changed; now he was | ooki ng at a passageway between eart h-

col ored buil di ngs, down which nmen in white robes wal ked with
heads bowed. It night al nbst have been a street scene in
anci ent Turkey or Egypt, except that the men were | eadi ng
bri ght blue, hairless beasts of burden...

The picture changed agai n. Now, under a gigantic orange

sun, stick-thin brown creatures with many | egs were buil di ng

a scaffold of wooden rods. Naismith understood that he was
bei ng shown an interstellar travel ogue: ports of call at which
this very ship had touched, perhaps . . . He watched until the
pi ctures stopped, then closed the machine, opened it at a

di fferent place.

A new picture sprang into being: this time he saw two nen,

with thin, bearded faces, denmpbnstrating some sort of physical
apparatus. There was a thing that |ooked a little |like a Crookes
tube, and what m ght have been a series of accunulators. He
could not understand a word of the spoken comentary,

t hough the | anguage sounded hauntingly fam liar. The subject,

at least, was apparently unrelated to the previous one. The
arrangenent, then, was either random or al phabetical, wth

a strong probability of the latter ... all he had to do was to
find the key to it.

That took himtwo nore days. Then his progress was rapid.

The written | anguage was a rmuch nodified English, phoneti-
cized, with a sinplified grammar and nany vocabul ary changes.
The spoken | anguage was nore difficult to follow, slurred and
elided that it was al nbst inmpossible to follow, but Naisnith
found he could neglect it by concentrating on reference codes
whi ch produced di splays of printed books, page by page. By
the end of his fourth day in the library, he had an accurate
conception of the world these star-travel ers had inhabited.

He had found out two things of inmportance, and another of
possi bl e significance. First, the entries under "Tine Energy" in
the Iibrary showed that the state of the art had not advanced
since his own era; in fact, the tenmporal energy generator was
regarded as a toy. There was no possibility, therefore, of his
di scoveri ng anot her shadow egg aboard the ship or being able

to construct one: that invention was still to cone.

Second, the Lenlu Omtall's peopl e—were natives of a

pl anet of 82 Eridani, and had been introduced into the Sol ar
Systemin about the year 11,000. They were not called by that
nane, but the characteristics of those shown in the pictures



wer e unm st akabl e.

Third, the franed pictures Naisnith found on the walls, in

pl aces where Lall and Churan had apparently never been

were paintings and stereographs of Terrestrial scenes, including
a nunber of portraits. The people represented, like those in

the Iibrary machi nes, were ordinary native Terrestrials, in no
way remarkable to Naisnmith's eye except for their costunes.

As far as Naisnmith could tell, pictures were mssing from

their franes wherever the aliens had gone. It was conceivable
that this was sinply the result of looting, but Naismth did not
think it likely. The aliens seened indifferent to all the other
articles of value around themin the ship, and had apparently
taken nothing fromthe world of 1980. It was Naismith's
tentative opinion that sonething in the pictures was distasteful
to Lall and Churan—that they had taken them down, and

very likely destroyed them in order to be rid of an unpl easant
rem nder.

Nai smith sat up in bed. The roomlights slowy cane on as

he did so, showing the unfanmliar walls paneled in nmagenta

and appl e green. As usual, he had worked in the library unti

he felt it unwi se any |l onger to ignore his increasing fatigue;
then he had chosen a new suite of rooms—here were hun-

dreds, in this section of the ship alone, and he never used the
same one tw ce—prepared and eaten his dinner, and gone to

bed. But the thought that had cone to himwas so radical, so

br eat ht aki ng—

In all the tinme he had spent aboard the ship, although he had
many times wondered what had become of its passengers and
crew, it had never once occurred to himto | ook for any per-
sonal possessions they m ght have | eft behind. The spotl ess,
orderly appearance of everything in the ship had made him
assune unconsciously that the roons had been cl eaned out and
set in order when its passengers |left.

And yet he knew that this ship cleaned and tidied itself. Dust
deposited anywhere in a roomslowy crept toward the nearest
baseboard gutter, where it ran into channel s—Nai smth had
traced themin the narrow passages behind the wall s—+eadi ng

to storage bins and, Naismth guessed, eventually to conversion
chanmbers. Cl othing taken froma closet and dropped on the

floor would slowy, over the course of a few hours, creep back
to its proper place, shedding its dirt in the process. Even the
trails of sticky pignent Lall and Churan had left to guide them
around the ship must have to be renewed every few days. And

t heref ore—

Nai smith swung hinmself out of bed in nmounting excitenent.

Havi ng examined a few of the wall closets in these living suites
and found themenpty, he had lost interest in them But sone

of the bedrooms—this one, for exanple—had clothing in their

cl oset s!

He cursed his own stupidity. If clothing were part of the
roonms' standard equi pnent, as he had unt hi nki ngly assuned,
why woul d some roonms have it and not others? But if this

room had been occupied at the tine the ship made its fina



| andi ng, and if the occupant had left his clothing behind, then

it was an al nost foregone conclusion that he had | eft other
possessi ons as wel .

Nai smith went straight to the |argest wall panel, thunbed
the control strip to open it, found it enpty. He tried the snaller
cubi cal one on the adjoining wall.

At first it seemed equally enmpty; then he saw a scrap of paper
or foil on the bottom of the conpartnent. He drew it out.
Printed on the foil in lumnous purple letters were the words,
"G GANTI C ALL- NI GHT GALA! Danci ng! Sensori al s!

Prizes! Y Section ballroom beginning 23 hours 30, 12th day

of Khair ..." followed by a date which Naismith translated as
11, 050.

It was little enough in itself, but Naismith clutched it as if
it were precious. He went on fromone wall to another, search-
i ng out panels and opening them But the results were dis-
appointing: a plastic identity card made out in the name of

I sod Rentro, and bearing the stereo picture of a nman's | ean
foxy face; a bundle of netallo-plastic tokens strung on a wre;
and a toy of sone sort, a gray plastic box with a tiny view
screen.

Absently Naismith pressed the button on the side of the box.
The viewscreen lighted up, and he was | ooking into the pale,

| ean face of the man on the identity card. A voice began to
speak—a nasal, negligent, cultured voice. Naismth caught a
few words, recognized themas a date a few weeks earlier than
the one on the "all-night gala" announcenent.

He set the box down with reverent care. He had had an

i ncredi bl e piece of luck, and had alnost failed to recognize it.
He was | ooking at the journal of Isod Rentro, a passenger

aboard this ship in the year of our Lord 11, 050.

Rentro was dressed in a loose-fitting blouse of netallic
silver-white, with a violet scarf at his throat. H's skin was pale
and unheal t hy-1 ooki ng, very faintly freckled, as if it had sel dom
been exposed to the sun. H s hands were thin. He gestured

wearily with a long carved holder in which a green stick of
somet hi ng was snol deri ng.

The scene flickered, changed. Naismth was | ooking out at

a vast space in which crowmds of colorfully dressed people
noved, while Rentro's conmentary conti nued. He was | ooki ng,

Nai smith realized, at the spaceship's berth before the takeoff.
Anot her ship was visible in the distance, under the done of a
gigantic transparent roof. Misic was playing; colored streaners
were twi sting through the air.

A chi me sounded, and Nai snith saw faces turn, hands begin

to wave. Like an el evator dropping, the whole vast concourse
slowy began to drift downward. Above, the transparent roof
parted, opened out into two graceful w ngs. They, too, drifted
downward and out of sight.

Nai smith had a glinpse of a msty |andscape, quickly and



silently shrinking. C ouds whipped past and were gone. The
hori zon grew round, then the earth assumed the shape of a
bowl, a sphere, visibly dwi ndling. The sky grew purple, then
bl ack; stars appeared.

The screen flickered again. Rentro came into view once

nmore, still sitting calmy in his cabin, with an expression of
anmused boredom He spoke a few final words, gestured, and

the screen went dark.

It Iighted again i mediately. Rentro appeared, dressed in a

di fferent costune, against a background Naismith recognized.
He caught his breath involuntarily. This was a place he knew
—the great lounge at the end of this section, the one with the
enornmous central chandelier and the tiers of bal conies.

Walls, furniture, everything was exactly the sane: but the
vast roomwas brilliantly lit, aswarmw th people. It was |ike
wat chi ng a corpse suddenly grow vividly, beautifully alive.

Rentro turned, faced the screen, spoke a few words. A young
worman in a white gown cane into view, her conpl exion was

rosy, her eyes surrounded by startling blue rings of cosnetics.
Rentro took her casually by the arm spoke her nane—ze

Dor may—and added a few words whi ch made them bot h

smle. The view changed again...

Nai smith followed the record through the first few weeks

of the voyage. Allowing for the difference in technol ogy and

in the incredible consunption-|level of these people, it was very
much |ike a luxury cruise of the twentieth century. The pas-
sengers played ganes, watched the entertai nment screens, ate,
drank, strolled about. Once or twice a ship's officer appeared,
spoke a few polite words into the screen. The crew and nost

of the passengers were human, but Naismith occasionally

glinpsed nmenbers of Lall's race.

Then there was a change. It happened so gradually that

Nai smth was not aware of it at first. The crowds in the |ounges
and game roons grew | ess. Crew nenbers in their gray and

bl ack unifornms were nore in evidence, and noved nore pur-
posefully. Once Naismith saw a stunbling, slack-jawed nman

bei ng hel ped out of a roomby two crewnen: he | ooked

drunken or perhaps drugged. Rentro's conmmentary was dis-

dai nfully cool, as usual, but Naisnmith caught a worried expres-
sion on his face.

A day or so later, there was no m staking the difference.

Few people were in the | ounges or on the pronenades. Rentro
ventured out briefly, then went back to his cabin; his next entry
in the journal was nmade there, and so were all those that
followed. H s expression grew daily nore strained: he | ooked,

Nai smith thought, like a badly frightened man. Once he nade

a long speech into the nachi ne, which Naismth would have

given much to interpret, but he could only catch a word here
and there, no matter how often he played it over—carrying,"
"danger," "contagion."

A day later, the entry was brief, and Naismith was able to



make it out: "We are returning to Earth."

The rest of the journal consisted of brief entries, only the

date and a few perfunctory words, with two exceptions. In the
first, Rentro spoke at sone length, seriously and soberly, from
time to time consulting a tablet he held in his hand: it occurred
to Naismith that he was making his wll.

The second tinme, after announcing the date and repeating a
phrase he had used several tines before, Rentro suddenly and
horrifyingly lost his conposure. Wth a distorted, withing face,
he shouted sonething into the machi ne—four words, of which

Nai smith coul d make out only one. It was "G eenskins"—

t he contenporary nanme for Lall's people.

Two days after that, the journal stopped. It sinply ended,
wi t hout any clue to what had happened next.

Nai smith searched the adjoining suites, then and on the
foll ow ng day, and found three nore such personal journals.

Wien he had run themall off he was no wiser: all told essen-
tially the same story, and all ended abruptly, at varying tines,
bef ore the ship reached Earth.

For the time being, he gave it up. Naismth had been two

weeks alone in the ship, enduring its green silences, and the
solitude was beginning to wear on him He began to think of
goi ng back to the aliens. He had explored the ship as thoroughly
as he could, inthe limts of the tinme he had spent, and w t hout
going near the red trails left by Lall and Churan

It occurred to himfor the first tine that this precaution m ght
have been unnecessary.

Suppose the aliens had begun to use the tine nachine to

search for himas soon as they had found himm ssing. Al npst
certainly they would have begun by searching their own | ounge
and the corridor outside it, for a nonth or so into the future.
If they had done that, and found him there would never have
been any necessity to search el sewhere in the ship. Accordingly,
if Naismth was in fact going to be found in the aliens' suite or
near it, he could roam anywhere he pleased until that tine,

el sewhere in the ship, without any fear of discovery.

It was a curious sensation, following the fading red trail on
the carpet. Here and there still fainter trails branched off.
Doubtl ess the aliens had first explored the ship at random as
he hinself had done; these early trails | ed nowhere. But the
strong red trail, recently renewed, neant that there were places
in the ship the aliens wanted to revisit. \What were they?

The path | ed through enpty galleries and | ounges, down a
broad corridor, up a stair ... Naisnmth's own know edge of the

ship soon failed him he no | onger knew where he was except
in a general sense.



He passed through an anteroominto a vast, echoing

nat at ori um surrounded by bal coni es. Cushions and reclining
chairs were strewn beside the pool; the tank itself was filled
with clear water. There was no debris on the bottom not a
particle of dust visible on the surface. Renenbering the col or-
ful crowds he had seen in Rentro's journal, Naismth was
oppressed by the sense of their alnobst-living presence—as if
they had only stepped into the next roomfor a nonent....

Beyond the natatoriumwas a row of dressing roomnms, and

beyond that, unexpectedly, a small gymasium Here, for the
first time, there was evidence of an alien presence. The parallel
bars, horses, tranpolines had been pushed aside, and three

smal | bl ack-netal boxes lay in the middle of the polished floor
One had a line of transparencies and dials on its upper face.
Remenbering the machine the aliens had used on himin their

Los Angel es apartnent, Naismth was careful not to approach

them He skirted the room cautiously, |ooking for a continua-
tion of the red trail, but there was none: it ended here.

He turned. And Churan was standing in the doorway, with
a bl ack, lensed machine on a tripod beside him

Wth shock tingling through his nervous system Naismith
took a step forward; the nmachine swiveled slightly onits
mounting to follow him He stopped.

"Don't do it, Naismth," Churan said tensely. "This is a
force gun, |locked onto you as its target. If | press the re-
| ease— he showed Naismith a tiny control box in his hand—
"or if you nove too suddenly, the gun will fire."

Nai smith forced hinself to relax. "Wiy the armanment ?" he
asked cont enpt uously.

"W have decided it is safer. If you have no plan to attack
us, it will make no difference to you. Now foll ow, please, and
make no sudden nmoves for your own safety.”

He backed away, and the machine roll ed back beside him its
glittering lenses swiveling to stare at Naismth, alnost with an
air of intelligence: as if the nmachine were alive, watching
him...

| should have | ooked for the arsenal, Naismith thought, with
a sick feeling of defeat. But perhaps it would not have nade
any difference—they would have found ne there before

could take anything ..

Churan backed out into the mddle of the corridor and
stopped. The headband with its nmetal box |lay on the carpet.
"Pick it up," he ordered curtly.

Nai smith nmoved forward as slowy as he dared. "Were are
Lall and the child?" he asked, tenporizing.

"Safe," Churan spat. "Pick up the headband!"

Nai smith stooped, got the thing in his fingers. Tell ne,



Churan," he said, "why all this caution? Wiy can't you just go
forward in time and see if everything turns out all right?"

Churan's anber eyes gleanmed. "W did that, M. Naisnith
The resul t s—aere ambi guous. W decided to take no chances
with you. Put on the headband."

Nai smith rai sed the headband, weighing it in his hands. He

swayed slightly, watching the feral head of the machine turn,

al nost inmperceptibly, on its oiled socket. Wiat was the principle
i nvol ved? Heat? If he coul d sonehow manage to reduce his

body tenperat ure—

Churan glared. "Put it on!"

Nai smith's body tensed. For reasons he could not clearly
understand, the thing he held was intensely abhorrent. It m ght
be better to junp, take his chances—

"I warn you!" said Churan, holding the control box in squat
fingers.

Naismith's lips pulled back in a grimce. He raised the
headband, slowy fitted it over his skull.

The last thing he saw, before darkness crashed around him
was Churan's triunphant smle.

Chapter N ne

H s head ached. He was sitting on the floor, holding his head
in his hands to quiet the throbbing pain. He | ooked around,
novi ng with exaggerated caution, for the slightest notion made
his head feel as if it were about to split.

The headband | ay across the room bent out of shape. Churan
was staring at him breathing hard; sweat was beaded on his
narrow f orehead.

"How do you feel ?" he asked hoarsely.

Naismith tried to sit up, groaned and sl unped back. "Pain
in my head," he answered indistinctly. "Wat happened?"

"You tore off the hel net hal fway through,” Churan mut-
tered. "It's lucky for you that | had neutralized the gun. Mke
no m stake—t's | ocked on again now" He twitched, and

resumed, "I don't understand how—You are not supposed to
be able to resume voluntary control until after the menory
unit has stopped working. ... Do you understand everything
| say?"

"Why shouldn't I?" Naismth asked, and then halted, trans-
fixed by a realization that alnost drove his pain into the
backgr ound.

He and Churan were not speaking English. They were talking
in the | anguage of his dreans—the sanme hissing, guttura
tongue the aliens used—but now every word was cl ear



"Who is the Hi ghborn?" Churan demanded, inching nearer

"The hereditary aristarch,” Naismth answered inpatiently.
"She— Once nore he stopped, in total dismay. The know edge
that he found in his mnd, a conplete and detailed history of
t he Hi ghborn and her court, had not been there before.

"The process was successful, then," Churan said with evident
relief. "You nmissed the end of the disk, of course, but we can
supply that later, if necessary. | was afraid that—Sit still until
you feel better.” He turned, retreated.

He was back in a nonent, followed by Lall. Both aliens
were staring at himwith an air of suppressed excitenent.
Churan, muttering sonething under his breath, stepped over
to the wall and picked up the damaged headband, show ng it
to Lall.

Her muddy conpl exi on pal ed. She held out her hand for the
headband, fingered the bent nmetal unbelievingly. "He did that?
Wil e the educator was turned on?"

Both aliens stared at Naismth. "Does he have the com
pul si on?"

"Cbvi ously not."
Lall snarled at him "How do you know?"

The pain in Naismth's head had eased a little. He got
gingerly to his feet and retreated with cauti ous novenents to
the wall. He | eaned back, watching and listening, while the
aliens erupted into a sudden furious argument.

"How, then?" Churan demanded, thrusting his face into
Lall's. "Tell nme how "

"Try it yourself!" she returned, and thrust the headband into
hi s hand.

Churan | ooked at it with surprise; his anber eyes narrowed,
then glinted with understanding.

"The disk will begin at the monment it was interrupted,"
Lall said. "Go ahead, put it on—what harmcan it do you?"

Churan grinned mrthlessly. "True. Very well." He pried
dubi ously at the bent framework. "I do not know if it wll
functi on—= He shrugged and put the headband on. Hi s eyes
cl osed, then opened again.

"Well?" the woman denanded.
Churan took the headband off slowy. "You were right. The
conpul sion forrmula was al nost all there-he could have heard

only the first syllable of it."

Again the two aliens stared at him wth sonething |ike
respect in their faces.



"This changes matters," Churan nuttered. He gl anced si de-
long at Naismith, and added, "Don't forget, he understands
what we say now. Cone— He took Lall's arm drew her aside.

Nai smith strai ghtened up. "Just a nonent!" he said. "Are

you going to go on trying to keep nme in the dark? Because if
so, | give you warning now that nmy cooperation is over. He
gestured at the gun on its tripod. "Turn that thing off, and
tell me what that machi ne was neant to make ne do."

The aliens | ooked at himsullenly. "There was a conpul sion
formula init,"” Lall said at last, "to nake sure you would do
as we wi sh, when you are past the Barrier."

Nai smith said, "Then the story you told me about nyself
was fal se?"

"No, it was true, every word," said Churan earnestly, coning
forward a step. "W only wanted to make sure—=

"Wait," Lall interrupted. She peered into Naismith's face.
"M . Naismith—do you hate the Lenlu D n?"

Nai smith opened his mouth to reply, then shut it again. At
her words, menories had begun to swi mup out of sone bl ack
place in his mnd.

"The Lenlu Din . . ." he said. Plunp, floating people in
puf fed costumes of scarlet and gold, peach, frost-white, orchid,
buff. Shrill overbearing voices, glittering eyes.

"This may be the answer,"” the woman was saying in a tense
undertone to Churan. "Forget the conpul sion—+f he really
hates them he will do it because he wants to. Let us try him
on the lie detector. Wat can we | ose now?"

Churan | ooked uncertainly at Naismith, and there was a
flicker of anger in his eyes. "How can | tell?" he nmuttered. "He
is a Shefth."

"All the nore reason. W will do it. Cone." She beckoned
to Naismth, started off down the corridor

"The gun," said Naismth, not moving.

"No," she said. "W are going to be frank with you, M.
Nai smt h—but the gun stays, a little |longer."

Nai smith shrugged and foll owed. The gun retreated as he
nmoved, rolling snoothly along beside the two aliens, with its
| ensed nmuzzle trained steadily on him

It was that way all the way back to the aliens' suite. The
pain in Naismth's head was receding, only a dull ache now,
but his nmind was confused by an insistent crowd of images,
sounds, voi ces babbling together, faces that were unknown and
yet famliar...

Yet he was dinmy aware that there was sonethi ng unex-
pl ai ned about what had just happened. Wy had Churan



found himjust there, in the corridor outside the gyma-
siun? ...

They entered the | ounge, where Yegga sprang up fromthe
floor, spilling a bowl of sonething greenish-yellow, and went
toits mother with an angry squall.

She cuffed it aside inpatiently. "Sit down, M. Naismth.
Gunda, get the detector.”

"It will take a few—= Churan began. "No, | amwong, |
have to retrieve the time vehicle anyway. | may as well do it,
and t hen—=

"CGo, get it," she said inmpatiently. Churan went out, with a
| ast sullen glance at Naismith.

Nai smith | owered hinself into a chair, thinking hard. Lal

sat down opposite him her |ong anber eyes hooded and

wat chful . "What were you doing in the ship, all that time unti
@unda found you?" she denanded.

Nai smith stared back at her sonberly. Twi ce now, he was

t hi nki ng, soneone had tried to tanper with his nmi nd—first

Wl ls, now Churan—and tw ce, while he was unconsci ous,

somet hing in himhad expl oded with incredible viol ence

some thing buried in his mnd. Naismth felt the birth of an
angry inpatience. This nust not go on; sooner or |ater he nust
find a way to reach those buried depths, force themto give up
t heir know edge. ..

"I was in the library," he answered.
Lall's fingers curled tensely on the table. "And what did you
find there?"

She was so evidently nervous, anxious about his reply ..
Nai smith considered her narrowWy, and said, "I found out that
the tine vehicle is not a part of this era's technol ogy."

Her body visibly rel axed. She | aughed. "I could have told

you that much, M. Naismith. No, if you are going to build
your own tine vehicle, you cannot do it here. For that we nust
take you nany centuries forward."

"How far ?"
She shook her head. "When the tine cones, M. Naismth."

Churan canme in, carrying the machi ne under one arm and

an oblong gray case in the other. He set the gray case down on
the table, with a curt "Here," and crossed the roomto deposit
the other nachine in the wall cabinet.

Lall was renoving the cover fromthe obl ong box, revealing
a snmooth gray-netal base with two protrusi ons—ene a dull

pi nki sh-gray ovoid, the other a nore conpl ex shape, sone-
what |ike a m sshapen nmushroom



"This is an ordinary lie detector, M. Naismth," Lall said,
pushing it toward him She noved her chair quickly, stood up
and stepped back. Churan was at the farther wall, watching
intently. The gun on its tripod pointed steadily at him

"Try it," said Lall. "Pick up a dish in one hand, take the
grip of the machine in the other. . . . Now say, '|I am not
hol di ng the dish.'"

Nai smith foll owed directions. Nothing happened.

"Now say, '| am hol ding the dish.

Nai smith repeated it after her. The oval bulb flared into
pi nk, hot brightness.

"Now, this is all you have to do," Lall said breathlessly.
"Put your hand on that grip and say to ne, 'l hate the Lenlu
Dn.'"

Churan noved his hand slightly: in it was the control box of
t he automatic gun.

Nai smth stiffened, aware that he had let the crisis find him
unready. |If he refused, he would be shot. If he took the test,
and fail ed—

Once nore the inages of those bright, bloated people drifted
up to the surface of his mnd. He exam ned his own feelings

di spassionately. He neither hated nor |oved them To part of
his mind they were utterly strange; to another part, they were
fam liar and al nbst comonpl ace. ..

"Now, M. Naismith," said Lall sharply.

Nai smith put his hand on the rounded rmushroomtop of the
grip. It was a shape that smoothly fitted his palm He tensed
his muscles, w thout hope—he knew he could not nove fast
enough to escape the gun. Because he coul d think of nothing
else to do, he said, "I hate the Lenlu Din."

The oval bulb burned fiercely for a | ong nonment, then

slowy faded, glinmered, went out. Naisnmith heard Lall's and
Churan's intake of breath, saw themrelax and begin to nove
toward the table.

He stared blankly at the detector, thinking, But that's im
possi bl e!

The staggering thing was that the aliens thensel ves showed
no suspicion. As far as they were concerned, the detector test
was obviously conclusive. Lall said briskly, "One nore day

here will be enough. You will put on the educator headband
once nore—without tricks, this time, M. Naismth. Then it
will take you sone twelve hours to absorb all you have | earned

the process is sonetinmes fatiguing, and it is inportant that
you rest during that period. After that," she finished, "you wll
be ready to begin building your time vehicle."

Nai smith | ooked at her sharply, but there was no hunmor in



her expression. "Do you nean that literally?" he denanded.
"I thought =

"How el se can we get you into the Gty?" she countered.
"You may be positive they will check whatever story you tell
If you say you nmaterialized in the factory city of U in the

fifth century before the Founding, they will go there in their
own time vehicle to see. Therefore, you nust not only tell the
story, you nust actually be there, building that vehicle, when
they come to look. It will take you a little over ten years."

"Ten years" said Naismth, stunned by the matter-of-factness
in her tone.

"Understand this," she said harshly, |eaning toward him
"It's that or nothing. Make up your mind."

Her gl ance was sullen. Churan, across the room was |ooking
at himw th the sane expression, his eyes hooded and dul |

Nai smith shrugged. "Wat choice do | have?" He held out
his hand. "G ve nme the headband."

Afterwards, he lay back in a soft chair, his mnd a cloudy
confusi on of new thoughts and inages, while the three aliens
prepared a neal and ate it.

"We are going to bed now," Lall said dully to Naismth.
"Your roomis there. Till the norning, then."

They went into their roomand closed the door. Naisnmith sat
where he was for a while, then went to the roomLall had
poi nted out, exani ned the door controls. There was nothing
unusual about them as far as he could deternine; the door
cl osed and opened again easily.

He went inside and |ay down on the bed, half aware of his
surroundi ngs as the stream of nenories, voices, faces came and
went in his mnd. Wien an hour had passed, he sat up

He rose, opened the door and listened. There was no sound
fromthe aliens’ room He closed the door behind himand
nmoved quietly across the | ounge. Qutside, he foll owed the red
trail, heading directly for the place where Churan had found
hima few hours ago

He passed through the natatoriumagain, into the gym

nasium. .. and stared with specul ative interest at the pieces of
equi prent |ying on the polished floor. Something had been
prepared for himhere: but what?

He noved cl oser, bent to exanine the black case with the
transparencies and dials. It was evidently the control box;
three of the dials were calibrated and set. A fourth had only
two positions, marked by a red dot and a white one. The pointer
lay on the white dot.

Caution held himback, but Naismth had a sense that there
were too many things still hidden in the background. Events



wer e sweeping himon, and ignorance was still his nost danger-
ous weakness. Certain risks had to be accepted.

He nade up his mind. Kneeling, he turned the dial from
white to red, then got to his feet and stepped back.

Not qui ckly enough
The far end of the gymasi um dar kened suddenly. Qut of

t hat bl ackness, like a vault opening where the far wall should
have been, sonething stirred.

Fear entered the room It cane like a cold wind out of that
darkness. Naismith's fingers were cold; his skin prickled.
Straining his eyes, he could nmake out a glint of light here,

anot her there, as sonething inpossibly huge came toward him

in the blackness. It was the nonster of his dreaml Two little red
eyes stared at him and there was a faint rattle of bony plates.
The head of the thing began to enmerge into the |ight.

Nai smith forced hinself to remain still as that inmmense
body canme fully into view It was a shape of trenendous
ani mal power, arnored and cl awed, nmany-linmbed . . . but the

nmost frightening thing about it was the | ook of intelligence, of
nmercil ess, ancient wisdomin its eyes...

Wth a bone-chilling roar, the thing sprang. In spite of him
self, Naismith flinched back. The gigantic body swelled, filled
the universe ... and was gone. The darkness wi nked out. The
gymmasi um wal | reappear ed.

Nai smith found hinmself trenbling and covered with sweat.

The far wall darkened again. Wth a sense of panic, Nai-

smth realized that the experience was begi nning once nore.
Again the stirring in the darkness, again the red eyes, the
energence: but this time the beast sprang nore quickly. The
lights came up; after a nonent, the darkness fell a third tine.
Gimy, Naismth watched the sane terrifying bul k appear

even nmore quickly, spring with less delay. A fourth time, and a
fifth, he watched, before the lights cane on and stayed on: the
cycl e was over.

And that, he thought bleakly, was probably only the begin-
ning. The beast itself must nove inconparably faster than
that...

He | eft the gymmasium and went into the corridor where
Churan had found hi m before. Al nost absent-nindedly, he

gl anced around. Hi s attention sharpened, as he thought again
of the anomaly of Churan's finding himjust here. Wy not

in the gymmasiumitsel f? Wiy in the corridor outside?

Alittle farther down the corridor there was an open door -

way. Naismth renenbered glancing in before, and finding

only a small, uninteresting room He went over to it, |ooked in
again. It was as he recalled it, a tiny green room hardly |arger
than a cl oset.



He stood in the doorway, frowning. There was a small bare
desk, the sane green as the walls, a sinple-Ilooking vision

i nstrument over it, and an array of green and white panels on
the wal | behind.

The little room m ght have been a storeroom of sone kind:
but it was the wong size. Either it should have been nuch
bi gger, Naismith thought, or else there should have been no

desk, no vision apparatus. |In sudden excitement, he rounded

t he desk, began to funble at the control strips of the panels.
This mght, just might, be the purser's office, with all the
records of the voyage ..

But it was not. It was the dispensary.

The wal | panels held rack on rack of drugs in cylindrica
bottl es, each el aborately |abel ed. Probably nost of them were
wort hl ess by now. Naismith exam ned a few, put them back

He tried another section of the wall.

I nsi de were gl eam ng, ranked strips of nmetal, each |abel ed
with a name and a date. Naismth touched one experinentally,
and it tilted out into his hand, a netal -bound sheaf of papers.

It was the case-history of a passenger aboard the ship: the
others were the sane.

In five mnutes the whole story lay under his hands. A virus
carried by the green skinned people had nutated; the new

form attacked hono sapi ens. The synptonms were fever, nausea
and intense feelings of anxiety, followed by coll apse and cons,
then a slow recovery. Death ensued in only a small percentage
of cases: but every recovered victimhad suffered severe and

i rreparabl e brain damage. There were stereo pictures, from
which Naismith averted his eyes: vacant faces, dull eyes, jaws
hangi ng. . ..

The epidem ¢ had broken out on the same day the ship left
Earth. In the end, it nust have been only the greenskins,

i Mune to their own infection, who had been able to bring
the ship back and land it safely with its cargo of mindl ess
human beings. Al over the Earth, the sane tragedy .

Nai smith coul d i magi ne the shanbling anents who had

been the luxury ship's passengers, wandering out onto the
plain by ones and twos . . . out into a | and where nothing
waited for them but death by exposure arid starvation

Nai smith closed the book slowy and put it back inits
pl ace.

He understood now why this was a so-called "dead period."
Only a handful of imune human bei ngs nmust have survived,
along with the greenskins, to rebuild civilization slowy and
pai nful ly over the course of centuries. Yes, that explained
many things....

Chapter Ten



In the norning, both aliens were sullen and heavy-eyed; they
spoke to each other in nonosyllables, and to Naismith not at
all. The child, Yegga, alternately screaned and whi ned.

After they had breakfasted, Lall and Churan seened to cone
sluggishly to life. The woman began to dress in the sane short
robe she had worn yesterday, saying over her shoulder to

Nai smith, "Today you will train in the gymmasiumthere is
some equi prent there which will prepare you to hunt Zug."
"I know. | found it there."”

She turned to | ook at him expressionlessly, then went on with
her dressing. "Very well, that will save us time. You saw the
Zug, then? What did you think of it?"

"Very inpressive, but | don't see why it was necessary."

"You are to play the role of a Zug hunter," she said, fasten-
ing the robe around her waist. "If you should see one wi thout
preparation, you would betray yourself imrediately."

"I see." Remenbering the vision that had come to himthat
night in his Beverly Hlls apartnent, Naismth asked, "And
t he gun? \What was that for?"

She turned with a questioning expression. Churan, who had
just entered the |lounge carrying the time vehicle, paused to
[isten. "@n?" asked Lall

"Yes, certainly,” Naismth answered with a touch of im

pati ence. "That night, in ny bedroom Tell ne, just what woul d
have happened if | had accepted that gun?"

The two aliens | ooked at each other. Churan opened his

mouth to speak, but Lall said sharply, "Be still!" She turned to
Nai smith, funmbling in the pocket of her robe, and produced a

bl ack cylinder. She pushed bowl s and pl ates aside, and rapidly
sketched a pistol recognizable as the one Naismith had seen

with its flowng |ines and nassive grip. Churan canme to watch
over her shoul der; there was sonething strained in his silent
attention.

"Was it a gun like this?" she asked.
"Yes, of course."

She turned away indifferently, putting the cylinder back in
her pocket. "It woul d have given you a compul sion to kil
Zug," she said. "Only a precaution.”

Churan was staring at her silently. "Well, are you ready?"
she snapped at him "Wy do we have to wait—why can't
we go?"

Churan shrugged, held up the machine in both hands. He

touched the controls; the shadow egg sprang into being around
him Wth a last quick glance to left and right, Lall herded the
child inside, stood back for Naismith to enter, stepped in
hersel f.



It was nore crowded than ever in the shadow egg, and the
scent of the aliens' bodies was oppressively heavy. By their
tense attitudes and their sidelong glances at him Naisnith
could tell that his presence nmade them equally uneasy. Seated
on the stool, Churan touched the controls, and they drifted
up fromthe floor, across the I ounge and into the corridor
Once nore they followed the red line; blackness swall owed
them as they passed through the nound, then they were in
dazzl i ng sunlight.

Suddenl y, the contrast between the unpl easant cl oseness of
t he shadow egg and that cl ean brightness outside was nore
than Nai smith coul d stand.

"Wait," he said. "I want to get out."
"What ?" Lall and Churan stared at him

"Set me down there, on top of the nound," he said, pointing.
"I want to breathe the fresh air for a mnute."

Churan said inpatiently, "W have no tine to waste—you
can breathe where you are." He put his hands on the controls,
but Lall stopped him

"After all, you want to practice using the ejector," she
nmuttered. "What harmcan it do? Set himdown."

Churan grunbl ed, but in a noment the shadow egg swung
up along the steep slope, rose to the sunmt and hovered there,
a few i nches above the grasstops.

Churan stared down at the nmachine in his lap, rubbing his
squat fingers together and grunting. At last he said, "M ko,
nmove back a little—+take the child. M. Naisnmth, you stay
where you are."

The woman and child crowded back beside Churan. Nai -

smth waited tensely. Churan's fingers touched the controls
again, and abruptly Naismith felt hinmself picked up, swing
out away fromthe aliens. The shadow egg had bul ged out -
ward; now it was |like two eggs, connected by a narrow tube of
shadow. Then, wi thout warning, the bul ge vani shed. Naisnith
was falling...

He | anded with a jar, arms out for balance. Wen he | ooked
up, the shadow egg was drifting off on a I ong slant down
toward the base of the nound.

He stood | ooki ng around him breathing thankfully deep

The greenish-yellow plain rolled away unbroken to the horizon
It was early, the sun low in the east, and the thick grasses
around his |l egs were beaded with dew. The sun was warm but

the air had a bracing coolness. Naismith filled his |lungs again

and again; earth snells, green smells, scents of spring flowers.

He sat down and watched the great winkled sheet of cloud
drift slowy toward the west. Down bel ow, the shadow egg



still hovered over the plain, a hundred yards or so away. He
could just make out Lall's and Churan's faces: they seened
close in conversation. Farther out, a flock of birds arose from
the grass and settled again. Still farther away, Naismith saw

a |l arger body noving through the grassy hunmmpcks—a quad-

ruped, too large for a deer; perhaps an el k. But there were no
men. Not a thread of smoke; not a cloud of dust.

Fromthis height, he could see the i nmense buried shape of
the ship nore plainly. The world around hi mwas peaceful and
enpty, as if waiting for another Creation

Nai smith thought of the blank thirty-one years of his life, and
of his four years in California, now seen as futile and nis-
under st ood; then of the trenmendous di stance he had travel ed

in the shadowegg with Lall and Churan—over nine thousand
years; and the Earth was still here with its seasons. ... He

t hought of the distance he had yet to go—twenty thousand
years, M. Naismth," Churan had said. And it seened to him

as it had fromthe beginning, that there was a nonstrous mean-
ing hidden in all this. It was all around him in the slowdrift
of the clouds across the sky, in the sense of the buried giant
under his feet. For the first time, he felt less as if he were
fighting a battle than as if he were engaged in a quest for
know edge.

He stood up again. Who am1? he thought; and unexpectedly,
his body began to trenble. Images floated up into awareness:
he coul d see the corridors of the GCity, and the colorful, float-

ing throngs of Lenlu Din—all clear but distant, like figures in
a peepshow. He knew who the Shefthi were, and could even
conjure up some of their faces . . . but there was no i nage of
hi msel f. Who and what was he? . . . that was what he had to
find out.

He stared down at the shadow egg. The two aliens were

still talking together, but in a nonment they gl anced up. Nai-
smth gestured. Churan raised his hand; then the shadow egg

began to drift nearer, growing larger as it swept up the side

of the nound. There was sonet hi ng i ncongruous about the

egg' s absolute internal stillness as it moved—as if the egg itself
were really fixed, in sone transcendent dinmension, while the
world swam under it.

The t hought ended as the shadow egg came to rest, near
enough to touch. The orifice opened. "Get in!" said Lall

Then he was inside, in the suffocating cl oseness of the
shadow egg, while the | andscape receded beneath. They were
rising, noving nore and nore swiftly northeastward; and
Nai smith saw that tinme outside was at a standstill: there was

no movenent of wind in the tall grasses bel ow, and the cl ouds
overhead were as solid and notionless as if painted on the sky.

"Where to now?" he asked.

The aliens glanced up but did not speak. Even the child
Yegga, was staring at himsilently.



The Earth becane a blurred green ball, spinning massively

bel ow. The sense of notion was so powerful that Naismith

had an i npul se to brace hinself against it. But when he cl osed
his eyes, there was no feeling of novenent at all

When the Earth's giddy notion slowed, Naisnmith saw a

glint of silver ahead, and realized that they nmust be approach-
ing one of the Great Lakes, probably Lake M chi gan. Now

they were dropping closer to the ground, skirting the rim of
the lake . . . slowy, now, alnost at a wal king pace . . . The
egg cane to rest.

Churan's fingers touched the controls. Qutside, day was
abruptly replaced by night: then day again, |like a sudden white
bl ow. N ght, day, night, blending nowinto a shivering gray-
ness. Once nore Naismith saw the sun arching over themlike

a fireball, and the ground bel ow seened to heave and then
subside, while a m st of foliage cane and went, cane and

went .

Abruptly, there were roads. They sprang into being as if

di e- st anped—+eal hi ghways, crisscrossing the land. At the foot
of the |ake there was a blurred city, grow ng and changi ng too
fast for Naismith to catch its outlines. There was an inpres-
sion of mud-brown hovels, replaced instantly by taller, paler
bui | di ngs; then skyscrapers were sprouting upward, glittering,
like a sudden growth of crystals.

Now t he growth stopped, fell back. In another nonment the

city was gone; the roads were gone: nothing was left but the
bare earth and a scattering of tiny, cone-roofed structures no
bi gger than barrels.

"What' s happened?” Naismth demanded.

"They went underground,” Lall said tonelessly. "The city is

still there." A breath of darkness crossed the sky; there were
glints of fiery light init, gone alnost too quickly to see. "There
was a war," she added.

"Her e?" Churan asked.
"Alittle farther," the woman mnuttered.

Day again: night; day. And the shadow egg was hoveri ng

under a late-afternoon sky. It noved, drifting down toward

t he nearest of the cone-roofed objects. Naismth saw now t hat
the thing was a ventil ator.

The shadow egg went on dropping. The ground cane up

around themlike a tide of darkness, and Naismth held his
breath instinctively as it nounted over their heads. There was
an instant of stifling blackness, and then they were droppi ng

down through a blue-green cavern ... a vast place, acres of
gi gantic machi nes under a rock ceiling, illumnated by the
eye-hurting glare of nercury vapor lights. The place was
gigantic, throbbing with power . . . and enpty.

Nai smith | ooked around as the shadow egg touched. "Where



are all the peopl e?"

"Dead," said Lall tensely. "There was a war. They are al
dead." She noi stened her lips. "Now |l et ne give you your
instructions. You realize that once we have dropped you here,
you are on your own. \When you were thrown back in tine,

this is where you will say you landed. You will find here an
unfinished tine vehicle, the first crude prototype. You will
conplete it, following the plans you find beside it. Then you
will go forward to the City. After you get through the Barrier
the rest is up to you." The shadow egg was drifting down a

wi de corridor between gigantic machines.

"There it is," she said

Nai smith saw a cl ear space, sone | ow workbenches, and

| eani ng against the wall, a thing that m ght have been the
skel eton of a rocket-sled. It was a tapered bar of netal, six
feet long, with two crosspieces. Controls were set into the
upper crosspiece, and Naismith could i magi ne the rider |ying
on the shaft, feet on the | ower crosspiece, hands gripping the
upper one |ike handl ebars. ..

"That is the tine machi ne?" he asked, half incredul ously.

"No, not yet. It can be adapted as such. The inventors were
trying to make a device for exploring the interior of the Earth.
They hoped in this way to escape the devastati on which over-
took them But all they succeeded in doing was to neutralize
matter. If you boarded the machine as it nowis, you would
sinmply fall through the Earth, and go on falling. The pro-

pul sive unit is not installed.”

Nai smith gl anced around. Tools lay on the workbenches,

anong scattered papers, as if someone had |l aid them aside only
an hour ago. ... He felt a touch of uneasiness. "Wat hap-
pened to then?" he asked.

"Killed in the first attack," Lall said enotionlessly. "That
bl ack cl oud you saw, just before we stopped—that was the
bonbs. "

"How—=2" began Naismith. But already Lall was draw ng

the child back beside her; Churan's fingers were busy on the
controls. Naismith felt hinself lifted as the shadow egg bul ged
agai n. Then he was dropped uncerenoni ously on the stone

floor. The shadow egg hovered a few feet away.

"One thing she forgot to tell you," said Churan, with an

unpl easant smile. "The second attack is going to take place in
just thirty seconds. That is the one that pulverizes this Gty to
a depth of fifty meters.”

It was like a pailful of icy water in the face. Naisnmith found
hinsel f thinking with cold clarity, Then the workers nust have
gone down to shelter. That's why there are no bodi es.

"But why?" he said, taking a step closer. H's nmind was
ferociously concentrated on the shadow egg: he nust succeed
in getting back in, sonehow ...



"You shoul d not have told us about the gun, M. Naismith,"
said Lall, watching himthrough narrowed eyes.

Real i zation struck him The aliens had not sent the apparition
of the gun. They had not sent the dreans, either. Then there
were ot hers, who—

"Ten seconds," said Churan, glancing up fromhis controls.
"The lie detector— said Naisnmth desperately.

"They know about you," replied Lall. "Therefore you are
useless to us." Her face went hard and ugly. "The whole effort
is wasted."

"Fi ve seconds," added Churan. "Four. Three. . . ."

Nai smith whirled. In one | eap he reached the skel etal
machi ne; feet and hands were on the crosspi eces. He found a
| ever under his fingers, pulled it over hard.

The worl d went grayish and unreal around him As it toppled,
t he machi ne began to sink into the floor—falling, as if the
stone floor and the earth beneath it were so nmuch mist.

Once nore, before the darkness cl osed over his head, the
| ast things he saw were the triunphant smles of the aliens.

Chapter El even

Nai smith's first enotion was a consunmi ng rage. Gathering

hi nsel f, he kicked agai nst the crossbar, flung his body upward
—and was hurl ed back again by a curved, elastic wall. He

| anded hard agai nst the netal framework, which began to
revol ve slowy and di zzyingly around him The falling sensa-
tion conti nued.

H s one opportunity was gone: for a nonent that was al

he could think of. If he had been able to | eap out of the

machine's field during the first second of its fall . . . but it was
i npossible to get out of the field without turning off the

machi ne, as he had just discovered.

In fact, the opportunity had been illusory. He had been

dooned fromthe nonent he turned on the machi ne. Now he
was falling, falling endl essly—+o what fate?

The aliens had told himone truth and one |ie; he had taken
the Iie for the truth, exactly as they had intended himto do.

Rage and despair all but choked him as he clung to the
nmetal frame work, falling, in darkness and sil ence. He wanted
to live!

A faint hope canme, as his fingers touched the control knobs
on the crossbar. If the aliens had lied about this, too
Cautiously he tried one knob after another, avoiding the |ever
whi ch had turned the machi ne on. There was no perceptible



result, except that, when he had turned the third knob, he felt
a cool breath of air.

There was sonet hi ng he had not even considered: at |east

he woul d not smother on his way down. . . . But he did not

succeed in arresting his fall, or changing its direction, so far as
he could tell, by a hair's breadth.

The t hought of the gulf bel ow hi mwas hideous. Wat,

actual ly, was happening to himat this noment? The answer
cane at once. He was acting out one of the ol dest physics
problems in the book, sonething that every freshman "was
famliar with—the imginary tunnel drilled through the Earth.

In fact, his body was a harnonic oscillator. Assum ng a
honbgeneous Earth and a non-rotating frane, he would de-

scribe a long narrow ellipse around the Earth's center. H's grip
on the crossbar tightened convul sively. O course—and unl ess
friction retarded himtoo much, he would rise at the antipoda
point to exactly the same | evel he had started from

Wait, now-he had fallen fromthe floor of an underground
chanmber perhaps a hundred feet or so under the surface
Where was he going to cone out?

The nonent the question occurred to him he realized that It
was of vital inportance. He had entered the Earth near Lake
M chi gan, probably not far fromthe site of Chicago. If he
went straight through the planet, he should cone out some-
where in the Indian Ocean ... and Chi cago, he was sure, was
several hundred feet above sea |evel

Wait a monent ... he was neglecting the rotation of the

Earth; that would bring himout sonme distance westward of

t he anti podal point. How far depended on the period of his
notion. . . . Call the radius of the Earth four thousand mles
—about twenty nillion feet, for convenience. Gravity at the
surface of the Earth, thirty-two feet per second per second. The
square root of twenty mllion over thirty-two would be two
hundred and fifty times the square root of ten ... tines pi..
about twenty-five hundred seconds. Call it forty-two m nutes.

He ran through the cal cul ati on once nore, found no error

Very well, in forty-two minutes, if he was right, he would

be emerging fromthe far side of the planet. In the neantine,
the rotation of the Earth woul d have brought his exit point
about ten or eleven degrees westward. ... It was all right: that
woul d still be in the ocean.

He took a deep breath. At |east he would cone out, not
cycle inside the Earth until his momentum was used up. If his
cal cul ati ons were right —

How | ong had he been falling?

Cursing hinself, he funmbled for his wistwatch. The dial was
not lum nous, but with a nail-file fromhis pocket he pried up
the crystal, felt the hands with his fingertips. They indicated
about ten minutes after nine. He had been falling for what



seened hal f an hour or nore, but was probably less than five
m nutes. Assune, then, that he had begun his fall at 9:05 by
this watch. The tine it showed was local California tinme as of

1980 A.D.—urious to think of this mechanismstill faithfully
keeping track of the m nutes now buried thousands of years
in the past... but that did not matter

At 9:47, he should enmerge. If friction was a negligible factor
and he could not assume otherwi se, then he would rise to a

hei ght of two or three hundred feet above the ocean . . . top
high. He felt hinself begin to sweat, as he realized that it
woul d be necessary to chance falling back through the Earth
—all the way through to the Western hem sphere, then back
again, hoping that in those two additional passages, friction
woul d bring himout at a I evel fromwhich he could hope to
fall safely.

Luckily, there was plenty of roomin the ocean. Two
nore passages would bring himwestward only twenty-odd
degr ees.

A feeling of disconfort drew his attention. He was uneasy:
what had he been negl ecting?

Friction: what if it were not negligible? For that matter
what about the interior heat of the Earth?

He was to pass near the center of the core, which was
t hought to be at about four thousand degrees centigrade

Sonet hi ng was wong. He reached out quickly, touched the

hol | ow curve of the force-shell. It was neither warm nor coo
to his senses. But he had already been falling ... he felt the
hands of the watch again . . . nmore than six mnutes . . . t
squared, call it a hundred thirty thousand, times one-half the
accel eration—+wo mllion feet, or sonething close to four
hundred mi | es.

While part of his mind to grasp that, another part went on
coldly cal cul ati ng.

Tenperature of the Earth's crust increased with depth, by
about thirty degrees centigrade every kil oneter. And the shel
he was in was transparent to visible light. Therefore

He was through the crust, falling through the nantle.

He shoul d have passed the red-heat stage |ong ago; by now
he should be well into the white. And yet—

He touched the shell again. It was still neither hot nor cold.
The darkness was unbroken

Doubt struck him Was he really falling? Suppose he was
si mply hangi ng here, suspended, w thout gravity . . . drifting,
like a disenbodied spirit, forever under the Earth?

He gripped the crossbar fiercely. The Uni verse obeyed
certain |laws, anong these were the nutual attraction of
mat eri al bodi es and the equival ence of gravity and inertia. H's



senses told himthat he was falling, and in this case it happened
to be true—he was falling.

He touched the hands of the watch once nmore. They seened
hardly to have nmoved. He held the watch to his ear to listen
for the whirr of the notor, then swore at hinself inpatiently.
O course the watch was running: it was his own perception of.
tinme that was at fault.

If he only had a light. .. He would be seeing what no nman

had ever seen, the rocks of the deep mantle. In a few ninutes
he woul d be passing through the rimof the outer core, into
that curious region where nickel-iron was conpressed into a
[iquid.

The watch again. The m nute hand had noved, just per-

ceptibly. Falling into this dark enptiness, Naismth could not
hel p thinking again of lost spirits, wandering forever under the
Earth. The Greeks had imagined a Hell |ike that; the Egyptians,
too. A phrase from some chance readi ng came back to him

"the chthonic ourobouros."

He shuddered, and gripped the crossbar hard. | ama nan,
not a ghost.

He wondered if what he was experiencing had ever hap-

pened before: if any other living soul had nmade this incredible
pl unge. Such a man, failing to reach the surface again, sw ng-

i ng back and forth, thousands of tinmes ... until eventually his
lifeless body cane to rest at the center of the Earth.

What woul d have happened then, when the machi ne's power

ran out? A gigantic explosion, probably violent enough to
cause vul canismall over the planet, perhaps even shift the
bal ance of the continents.... Therefore it had probably never
happened.

But suppose the power had never run out? Then what was
left of the man nust be still hanging there ... or perhaps a
cluster of corpses, each in his shell of force

Ti me passed. In the darkness and silence, Naismth found

hi nsel f becoming intensely aware of his physical substance—

his body's attitude, the partly flexed linbs, the sense of half-
percei ved processes going on inside him Wat a curious and

al nost incredible thing it was, after all, to be a living nan!

For four years he had believed hinself to be Gordon

Nai smith. Then he had been told that this identity was a nask,
that in reality he was a nenber of a different race, froma
worl d twenty thousand years in the future.... But this identity
was no nore real to himthan the other

What was the truth? Were had he really cone from and
what was the goal to which he felt hinself so irresistibly
driven?

Blurred, illusory shapes swam before his eyes in the darkness.
He blinked irritably, then closed his eyes, but the shapes re-



mai ned. He felt hinmself grow ng drowsy.

He cane awake with a start, realizing that time had passed.
He felt the hands of the watch. It was nine-thirty. Twenty-five
m nut es had gone by. But—

Nai smith clutched the crossbar hard, as the icy shock struck
him In twenty-two ninutes, he should have reached the center
of the Earth. Surely, at that depth, there would have been sone
rise in tenperature in the capsul e!

He reached out, touched the shell. It was just perceptibly
war m

He deliberately let five mnutes go by, then touched the shel
again. It was definitely warmer....

Was there a delay factor in the capsule's transnission of
heat? O had he sonehow taken | onger than twenty-two
mnutes to reach the center? But that was inpossible.

Again he waited five mnutes before he touched the shell
This time there was no mstake: it was hot.

After a nonment, even the air in the capsul e began to seem
unpl easantly warm and heavy. Naismth found he was sweat -
ing; his clothes began to stick to him

After five minutes nore, it was not necessary to touch the
wal |l again. It was glow ng dull red.

Two minutes dragged by. The shell brightened through the
red, into the orange, yellow, then white.

Nai smith was in agony. Even with his eyes tight shut, the
gl are and heat were unendurable. He was being burnt alive.

He buried his face in his arms, sobbing for breath. The heat
pressed in relentlessly upon himfromall sides; he could feel it
li ke a heavy weight on his clothing. Now he could snell his

hai r begi nning to crisp and snol der

The netal framework grew too hot to touch. Naisnith

retreated fromit as far as he could, touching it only with the
soles of his feet; but to do so was to draw nearer to the white-
hot shell of the capsule.

He groaned al oud.

It seened to him after a noment, that the heat and gl are
had abated a little. He opened his eyes warily. It was true: the

shell had turned fromwhite to orange. As he watched, it faded
slowy onto the red.

Nai smith breathed in a great, tortured gasp of relief. The
crisis was over-he was going to live

Ti me—he nmust notice the time. Ignoring the pain of his
blistered skin, he felt for the hands of the watch. It was exactly



ten o' cl ock.

H s passage through Inferno had taken about fifteen
m nut es.

Ten o' cl ock—+ifty-five mnutes fromthe beginning of his
fall. By now, if his calcul ati ons had been correct, he should
have emerged on the far side of the planet.

But he had just passed through a zone of heat that could
only be the corel

The air in the capsul e was grow ng cool er by the nmoment.

The shell faded fromdull red into hot darkness again. A few
mnutes later, Naismth dared to touch it cautiously; it was
hot, but bearabl e.

Naismith felt totally bew | dered. The period of his transit

t hrough the Earth had to be approximtely forty-two m nutes,
no matter from what hei ght he began his fall. Could his watch
be running too slowy? Was tine in the capsule noving at a
rate different fromthat of tine outside?

As the fall continued in darkness, Naismth grew aware of

both hunger and thirst. He had been penned up here for only
about an hour, and that ought to be well within his tol erance;
but how | ong was this going on? How | ong could he |ast?

Once nore, by an effort of will, he calned his mnd. The
shell steadily cool ed; otherwi se no change was percepti bl e.

If he assunmed a lag in the capsule's absorption and re-

radi ati on of heat, Naismith drowsily thought, then it could
be supposed that he had reached the md-point of his orbit in
just about twice the predicted tinme. That would inply that
there was a difference of tine-rate inside the capsule, or

el se that some other factor had been reduced for unknown
reasons. ..

For a nonent he allowed hinself to specul ate on what he

would do to the two aliens, if by some incredi ble chance he
cane out of this alive and nmet them again; but he cut off the
thought. He felt hinmself drifting again into sleep, and aban-
doned himself to it willingly.

He snapped back to awareness with a start. How | ong had
he been dozi ng?

He felt the watch. It was 10:17. He had been in free fall for
seventy-two m nutes.

Tensi on began to build in himagain. Unless his understand-
ing of the situation was sinply, grossly wong, then the zone

of heat he had passed nmust have been the core of the Earth;
and his period nust be about tw ce what he had originally
cal cul ated. But why?

Time dragged. It was 10:19; then 10:23; then 10:27. Nai-
smth waited tensely. Ten-nineteen. Now, if ever—



One nmonent he was still in utter blackness. The next, stars

bl oomed out beneath him a galaxy of them blindingly brilliant
in their half-globe of night. Above himwas a dark orb that
occluded the other half of the sky; it was drifting away as he
wat ched.

Nai smith blinked up at it in unconprehendi ng wonder for
a nonent, until he realized that it was the night side of the
Earth—that he had burst out of it feet-forenost.

H s breath caught, and tears came to his eyes. He was out,

out in the fresh air at last! He made an instinctive attenpt to
squirm around right-side-to, but gave it up imredi ately; that
did not natter.

What did matter, he realized with sudden alarm was that

he was rising too high! The winkled, starlight face of the water
was draw ng away overhead—five hundred feet, a thousand,

with no sign of slow ng down.

The tine had been top long; his speed was too great.

Comi ng down, Naismith realized with horror, he would be
goi ng much too fast to dare turn off the machine ..

He woul d have to go all the way through, past that inferno
of heat—at |east once, perhaps twice. He was grimy sure that
he coul d not survive even one nore passage.

The gl obe above him continued to recede. Now it was con-

cave, a gigantic silver-lit bow: now it turned convex. The sky
beneat h changed from bl ue-black to purple, to ebony. The

stars shone with a cruel er sharpness.

Veil s of cloud whisked by and receded, dw ndling. How was
it possible that he should be rising so far? He nust be nearly
into the stratosphere.

Now hi s speed was dim nishing. He hung fixed in space for
an instant, then saw the Earth creepi ng nearer again.

On the whol e broad, overhangi ng curve of the ocean, there

was not one light, not a ship. H s ascent had taken perhaps a
mnute and a half; in the same length of tine he nust plunge
back into the sea

Nai smith stared at the i mmense globe as it swelled toward

him There must be sone explanation! It was out of the ques-
tion for a falling body to come up ten or fifteen niles higher
than the point it had started from.. Unless—

Suddenly Naismth renenbered the instant of his fall, and
t he seem ng nightnmare sl owness of it, while he fought to escape
the shell of the force-field he was in.

Make this assunption: that the relation of the machine to

t he normal physical universe was such that its gravitationa
interactions were reduced . . . that it fell, say, with half or a



quarter the normal velocity.

He ran through the cal cul ations quickly, with grow ng
excitement. Substituting one-quarter g gave hima figure of
ei ghty-five mnutes, which was al nost exactly right.

There was an apparent violation here either of the conserva-
tion of energy or the principle of equival ence, but never nind
that now . . . The consequence was that during his fall, he
woul d tend to swing out away fromthe Sun, being | ess attracted
to that body than the Earth was. The center of his orbit would
be di splaced a few niles, just enough to account for this
rise....

The gl obe of the Earth was rushing toward him Naismith
watched it grimy, thinking that the next time he approached
the surface it would be somewhere in the Pacific, about forty-
two degrees west of Lake M chigan. Then ei ghty-four m nutes
back again; this tinme he would come out somewhere near the
63rd neridians, still in the Indian Ccean.

Now t he dark surface was hurtling down at express-train
speed. Naismith involuntarily braced hinself, even though he
knew t here woul d be no sense of contact. He saw a whor| of

bl ui sh l'ight just above him expanding, rushing down. H s
eyes w dened; he had just time to gasp, then sonething struck
hi m a murderous bl ow

The uni verse wheel ed majectically around him there was
pain deep in his head. The stars slowy darkened and went out.

Chapter Twel ve

He was aware of having been unconscious, of a pain in his
head, and of a wordl ess anxiety that had driven himup out of
sl eep.

He opened his eyes.

He was | ooking up into a gulf of blue sky, dotted with

cl ouds. Hardness pressed agai nst his back; the air he breathed
was cool and pure. Something dry and flexible brushed his

cheek as he turned his head; vague yell ow sh rod-shapes noved
across his vision. He sucked in a breath, rolled over and sat up

He was on the ground, wi th grass shoul der-high all around

him A few feet away, on the tranpled grass, lay a small bl ued-
steel nmachi ne.

Nai smith stared at it in frozen surprise for an instant, before
he realized it was not the sane one the aliens had used: the
shape was sinilar, but not identical

He reached for it, and found hinself held back, although he
could neither see nor feel any obstacle. I|Incredul ous, he put out
his full strength, straining until the blood roared in his ears;
but he could not force his body an inch closer to the machine.

After a noment he gave it up, and cautiously got to his feet.



He felt no restraint, and was able to stand; but when he tried
to take a step toward the machi ne, the sane inpal pable barrier
hel d hi m back

He strai ghtened again, |ooking out over the sea of grass. At

first he sawonly the rolling yell ow waves, wi th an occasi ona
green treetop in the distance, and a line of nmisty hills along the
hori zon. Then he becane aware of novenent.

A few hundred yards away across the plain, a human form

was nmoving slowy through the grass. It was a girl, the upper
part of her body either nude or lightly clothed; her |egs and
hi ps were hi dden by the grass. She was wal king with |eisurely
grace, halting occasionally, with her face turned up to the sun
He could not make out her features, but something in the |lines
and the nmotion of her body made hi mthink she was young.

She had not noticed him Naisnmith glanced again at the

machi ne on the ground, then crouched out of sight and once
nore began a desperate effort to approach it. He found that he
could walk in a circle around the machi ne, but coul d never
cone any nearer. He dug his feet in and pushed, with sone idea
of forcing the nachine to nove ahead of him but did not
succeed.

He stopped, gasping for breath, and | ooked over the tops of
the grasses again. The girl was rmuch closer. This tine she saw
hi m

Nai smith stood up and waited.

The girl wal ked unhurriedly toward him Her skin was

tanned, her hair coppery, shining in the light. She was dressed,
or half dressed, in bits of contoured netal and fabric that clung
to her body here and there, in a pattern nore esthetic than
functional. Her eyes were narrowed as she wal ked, as if she

were aware of nothing but the caress of sun and air on her body.

She waited until she was only a few yards away before she
spoke. "Awake al ready?" she said. The | anguage she used was
BoDen.

Nai smith did not reply. Seen so near at hand, the girl had
a startling, provocative beauty. Her skin was satiny, as if
covered by an al nost invisible sheer tissue—spi derweb-stuff
that ended, wi thout a visible border, at the edges of her Iips and

eyes. The red-violet of her lips mght have been natural or
artificial. Her eyes were pale green, fringed with dark | ashes,
startling agai nst her brown face.

She was wat ching himw th an anmused expression. "Well,
don't stand there—back away."

Nai smith did not nove. "Who are you-what is this place?"

"Earth, of course. Now back off so that | can get in.

Nai smith gl anced down at the machine, then back at the
girl. "What if | don't?"



"I"ll leave you here until you get hungry."

Nai smith shrugged, backed off a few steps into the tall grass.
The girl waited, then darted forward to the nachi ne. She sat
down on the ground beside it, folding her |legs neatly, and

| ooked up at himwith a nocking smle. "All right, you can
cone back."

Nai smith | ooked at her, then stared around at the grassy
pl ai n, peaceful and silent under the sky.

Absently he let his fingers trail through the dry, bearded
grasses.

Far off, the tiny dot of a bird |aunched itself from one of
the isolated treetops; he followed it across the sky until it
al i ght ed agai n.

"This is a beautiful spot," he said.
Her |aughter made himturn. "Like to see what it's really
like?" she said. She tossed something toward him "Here."

Nai smith's hand went up automatically to bat the thing away;
at the | ast nonment he changed his mnd, plucked it out of the
air.

It was a shaped blue grip of some snooth, waxy substance.
When his hand cl osed around it, a disk of dark col or gl owed
into being just above it.

He stared at the thing in perplexity for a nmoment before he
realized that he was | ooking through the disk, at a three-

di rensi onal scene beyond. He turned the grip this way and

that, swung it around, and discovered that the view through

t he di sk corresponded with the | andscape around hi m—

hori zon, hills, the plainitself were all there, but all changed.

Grass and trees were gone; instead, there was raw earth and
rock—bl ackened, cratered and barren under a starred purple
sky. The sun bl azed over head—ot the ordinary ball of light,
but a monstrous thing with flames spreading high fromeither
side. Naismith [owered the disk, puzzled.

"What is that—another tine |ine?" he asked.

"I told you," she said | ooking up at himserenely. "That is
what is really here. Everything you see is only a clever illu-
sion." She indicated the | andscape around them "Earth is a
dead pl anet now-destroyed by wars. You could not even

breathe here, if you were not protected by this nachine."

Nai smith frowned, and put out a hand to touch the nearest
clump of grass. The dry stems, the bearded tips, were real to
his fingers. He pulled up a few, wadded themin his palm

wat ched themfall.

"I don't believe you,"
t hi ng?"

he said flatly. "Wio would do such a



"They say Zugs did it," she answered indifferently. "The

proof is that only human bei ngs see any of this—a canera wll
not photograph it, and the illusion will not pass through that
viewer. Gve it back."

After a noment's hesitation, Naismth tossed the grip to her

The di sk winked out as it left his hand, wi nked on again as she
caught it. She glanced through it, said with a trace of bitterness,
"Al'l dust and stone,"” and put it away in her silver belt.

"Then why were you wal ki ng out there?" Naisnith asked
curiously.

She shrugged her bare shoulders. "It's beautiful,"” she said.
"Why shouldn't | enjoy it, just because it's an illusion?" She
gazed up at him "Well, get in."

Nai smith stepped cl oser, watching as she picked up the
machi ne. "Where are you taking nme?"

W thout replying, she touched the controls of the machine.
A faint jolt came, and they were enclosed in a transparent
bubbl e, through which the | andscape shone spectral bl ue.
Al most at once, without any feeling of nmotion, the earth
dropped away underneath, the sky began to darken

Nai smith | eaned forward slightly, found that the sane barrier
kept himfrom approaching the girl. She smled up at him
nockingly, and lit a green cigarette with jewel ed fingers that
trenbled slightly. "Sit down, Shefth."

Nai smith obeyed slowy, staring at her. "I renmenber now, "

he said. "I saw sonething blue com ng up, then—=

She nodded, blowing a jet of greenish snoke. "I didn't dare

take a chance with you," she said. "I hit you with a force-rod
as | pulled you in. Then | thought | nmight as well wait till you

woke up, so | went forward a few thousand years and | anded

down there." She noistened her lips. "You' re strong," she said.
"By all the rules, you should have been unconscious for at | east
anot her twenty mnutes. Anyhow, | had time to put a mnd

hel met on you and read all your little secrets.™

Nai smith felt his body tensing. "Wat secrets?"

"I know themall," she said, wagging her head w sely. "Al
about California, and the two Uglies you called Lall and

Churan." She | aughed. "And what they wanted you to do."

Nai smith stared at her, eyes narrowed. "Do you speak
Engl i sh?" he asked abruptly.

She did not respond.

"Do you know that you are a dirty little slut?" he asked in
the sane even tone.

Her eyes blazed at him Her lips pulled away from her teeth,
and for an instant Naismth felt a chill of alarm Then it was



gone.

"I won't kill you now," she whispered in English. "That
woul d be too easy. Wien | kill you, it will be slowy and
painfully, to teach you not to speak that way to Liss-Yani."

Nai smith caught his breath, then pointed a finger at her.
"Now | know you," he said. "It was your voice, that night,
when | saw the Zug. You said "Kill it' in just the sanme tone.
You sent that—vision, whatever it was. And those dreans—
Why ?"

She blinked at him "Aren't you afraid?"

"Why should I be? You said you're not going to kill mne
now. "

"And | ater?"

"Later, maybe I'lIl be afraid.”

"I wonder," she said, licking her noist violet |lips. She

stubbed the cigarette abruptly into a hole in the floor, and it
vani shed. "Wat's your nane?" she asked.

"CGordon Naismth."
"Not that. Your real nane, what is it?"
"l don't renmenber," said Naismth.

She | ooked at himthoughtfully. "And you don't renenber
anyt hi ng about the City, or the death collars, or Thera-Yani?"

"No. "
She sighed. "I wish I could believe you. Cone here and ki ss
me." She tilted up her face and sat waiting, hands on the

control box.

After a surprised instant, Naismith slid toward her. The
invisible barrier halted him then seened to soften; it nelted
away until his face approached hers; but when he tried to
extend his arms, they were stopped in md-air.

"Well, cone on," she said, half-closing her eyes.

Nai smith, half annoyed, half intrigued, |eaned forward and

ki ssed her. Her lips were soft, hot and noist; they parted
under his at once, and her soft tongue probed into his nouth.
After a few nmonents, she lay back and pushed hi m away.

"I's that your best effort?" she asked. "Go on, sit down."

She pl ucked anot her green cigarette out of the floor and lit
it. "Well, | never heard of a Shefth that could kiss."

Nettl ed, he asked, "Then why did you suggest it?"

"I wanted to see what you would do. A real Shefth would



not kiss a Yani." She cocked her head at him "Actually, it
was not too bad."

Nai smith stared at her in surprise for a nonent, then
| aughed. Remenbering the world of his dreams, he thought,

No, of course a Shefth would not kiss a Yard; and she had
all the stigmata—the coppery skin and hair, green eyes, slender
tapering fingers....

"How di d you know where to find nme?" he asked in BoDen
"Were you watching, all that tine | was with Lall and
Chur an?"

"OfF course. Uglies are very stupid. They thought you woul d
sinmply drop into the Earth and never cone out again. But |
knew better. | conputed your orbit, and— She shrugged.
"Then it was easy."

Her fingers were slowy stroking one of the buttons on the
control box she held on the floor. Naismith said, "You know,

of course, that it was on your account the Uglies decided they
couldn't trust nme?"

"1 know. "

"Then why can't you trust ne?" he demanded. "Either I'm
on one side or the other."

"Because there's sonething wong about you," she said, and
bl ew green snoke at him "I felt it when | kissed you, and
am never mstaken. | don't know what it is—you seemto be
just what you say, a Shefth who has |lost his nmenory. But
there is ... sonmething. Oh, well—forget it." She touched the
control box, then | eaned back against the wall. "Are you
hungry? Thirsty?"

At once Naismith was again acutely aware of both needs.

Wat ching nun, the girl reached behind her to the wall, wth-
drew a cup of foaming white liquid and a browni sh, solid cake.
She broke the cake in half, offered himthe cup and one piece
of the brownish stuff.

Nai smith accepted both, but cautiously watched the girl

ni bble at the cake before he tried it hinself. It was chew and
rich-tasting, sonmething like figs. He sipped the liquid, found
it agreeably astringent.

The girl |aughed suddenly.

"What is it?" Naismth demanded, |owering the cup

"You were so easy," she said. "How do you know | did not
put ten-day poison in the fruit or w ne?"

Nai smith stared at her. "D d you?"
"Maybe." Her eyes glittered with anusenment. "If | did, you

can only get the antidote fromne. So if | ask you a favor, later
on, you may want to do it instead of taking a chance."



"What sort of favor?" Naismth asked. He gl anced at the
food, laid it down.

"Go on, eat! If there is poison in it, you ve had enough
al ready—the rest won't nake any difference."

Nai smith | ooked at her grimy, then nodded and t ook anot her
bite of the cake. "Wat sort of a favor?" he repeated.

"I don't know," she said indifferently. "Things were becom

ing alittle difficult when | left. The Barrier is so close now
doesn't hurt to have friends at a tinme like that."

In spite of hinself, Naisnmith smled. "lIs that your idea of a
fri end—soneone who has to do what you say because you've

poi soned hi nP"

"Pl ease don't be dull," she said, with a noue of distaste.
"After all, we are going to be in this travel er together for
another ten minutes."

"Then what happens?"

"I hand you over to the Circle," she said without interest.
She thrust out one hand, |ooking conplacently at the nacrous
violet of her nails. "Do you like this col or?"

"It's very pretty. The Crcle—what do they want from ne?"

"They think you can kill the Zug. They are terribly worried
about it."

"Then that part was true?"

"About the Zug? Onh, yes. This is total-access clothing, did

you know t hat ?" She touched the curved and ornamented

pl agues that clung to her body one after another. Each one

wi nked briefly out of existence, revealing an arm a breast with
a rather startling violet nipple, a hip, a thigh.

Naismith felt an intense, nomentary interest in that tender-
| ooking flesh, but he put it aside. "Which faction is ascendant
in the Grcle now?" he denanded.

The girl frowned. "What a dull thing you are! You Shefthi
actually ..." She yawned once nore and stretched back agai nst
the curved blue-mist wall. "I think | shall take a little rest,
eyes cl osed.

Nai smith gazed at her in annoyance, but before he could

speak, sonething new in the sky caught his attention. It was a
mass of spectral blue gl obes, hanging notionless at eye |evel:
it had not been there a nonment ago.

"What is that?" Naismth demanded.

The girl opened her eyes briefly. "The City," she said.

It

Her



At first her words seened irrelevant. Then a shock went
t hrough Nai snmith's body. "Do you nean that is the Cty?" he
demanded.

She sat up, eyes wide open. "Wat's wong with you?"

Nai smith did not reply. H s pseudo-nenories of the Gty
were all of gigantic roons, corridors, floating shapes, crowds of
peopl e.

Now t hat he | ooked for it, the know edge was there: but it
had never once occurred to himthat the Cty was not on
Eart h.

H's inner agitation increased. Here was the danger, not in
Li ss-Yani's petulant threats.

H s know edge of essential things was inconplete, badly
organi zed, not readily avail able. \Wat other blunders m ght

he not nmke at sone crucial noment? . . . And how nuch
| onger did he have to prepare hinsel f?

Qut si de, the huge, conpl ex shape ponderously revol ved as

they drew nearer. A bull's-eye pattern rolled into view, centered
itself in the mass, grew steadily larger. The inner circle yawned
and swal | owned them They were inside

Chapter Thirteen

Through the walls of the time vehicle, Naismth found him
self looking into a huge gl obul ar rooma hol | ow, pal e-green
sphere, with regular markings at intervals on its surface, in
whi ch floated a confusing array of objects.

Li ss-Yani snmiled at himsidel ong, her hand on the contro
box. "Are you ready?"

He stared back at her, said nothing.

Smiling, she did something to the controls. The tine vehicle
wi nked out of being.

At the same instant, something dark and incredibly swft
flapped toward them enclosing them Naismth flung up his
arms in instinctive defense, then rel axed. Sonewhere a bel
was ringing.

"What is this?"

"A precaution," she said, enjoying his reaction. "Wat if we
had been Uglies?"

Through the dark transparency around them Naisnith

could dimy perceive notion in the great gl obe. Angul ar

machi nes drifted nearer, lenses glowing sullen red, like coals in
the heart of a fire. Alittle above them another shape was

nmovi ng: Naismith realized suddenly that it was a man. Sone-

thing was wong with the | egs, but he could nake out pipe-
stemarmnms, a head, the glint of eyes staring.



Abruptly the bell stopped; the darkness w nked out. They

were floating in the mddle of the green sphere, surrounded by
machi nes in whose | enses the red gl ow was dying. Nearer, the
man Nai snmith had seen before was floating towards them body

at an angle to theirs, hands gripping his forearns, like a
Mandarin. He was dressed in a fantastic, puffed and ruffled
garnment of yellow and white stripes, the top a short-sleeved
singlet, the lower part a tube covering both | egs and cl osed at
the bottomwith a yellow bow. H's face was | ean and gnoni sh

at once angui shed and ironic. His eyes glittered; his w de nmouth
twitched. "You got him | see," he said.

"Yes, here he is, Prell.”
"I's he danger ous?"

The girl turned slowy in md-air and gazed at Naismith.
"I"'mnot sure," she said thoughtfully.

"We'd better keep the automatics on him for the tinme being.
Later they' |l give hima collar.” Prell turned in the air, spoke a
single, harsh word

Qut of the clutter of objects hanging in the vast space, one
drifted nearer: it was a mniature sarcophagus, with a design
painted on it in blue and yell ow. The drawi ng was a crude
sketch of a young girl with yellow hair, eyes closed, lips
demurely sniling. Her hands were crossed over her breast.

"Tell the Highborn," said Prell, "the attenpt was successful
We have the Shefth."

The sarcophagus clicked, humed, drifted away again.

"Probably it will take a while to get her attention," said
Prell. "Do you want to | ook at the work, in the nmeantine?"
"Yes, all right," said the girl indifferently. The two of them
turned, drifted rapidly away from Naismth. After a nonent,
already tiny in the distance, they paused and | ooked back, wth
com cal expressions of surprise on their faces.

"I forgot," said Prell's distant voice; "he doesn't have a
director. Wait a nonment." He spoke the harsh word agai n;
anot her machine drifted toward him This one was box-shaped,
ornanented with red and green arabesques on a bl ack ground.
"A director for that man," said Prell, pointing.

The box dipped slightly, turned, and cane rocketing down
at Naismith. At the last monment it slowed, cane to a halt facing
hima yard away.

"For my information, sir," said a nusical voice fromthe
box, "what is that man's name?"

"Naismith," said Naismth, |ooking at it curiously.

"Excuse me, sir, but that is not a catal ogued nanme," said



the box politely.

The voices of Prell and the girl nurnured together a

nmonent; then Prell said, "W'll get hima name presently. For
now, just call him'that man.'"

"Thank you, sir," said the box. A hopper in its center slowy
opened; out floated a narrow, flexible band of some cream

col ored substance.

"Put it on your wist," called the girl. Naismth did so, and

the stuff curled around his wist as if half-alive, clung to itself
and seened to nelt together; the seam di sappear ed.

"Now point in the direction you want to go and just tense
your wist slightly,” her voice went on

Nai smith did as he was told, and found the vast green

sphere rotating slowy around him while certain distant clunps
of machines drifted nearer. When Prell and the girl came into
vi ew again, he pointed toward them and this tinme managed to
keep them centered. He lowered his arm cane to rest a few

feet away.

"You'll get used to it," said Liss-Yani. "Conme on!"

She and Prell noved off again, but cane to a halt al nost

i mediately. Naismith jockeyed up beside them Prell was

nmovi ng some small glittering object across the vacant air before
him suddenly there was a shimrer, a crackle, and a great

round sheet of silvery reflection came into being.

Prell touched it again; the disk turned transparent, and they
were | ooking into another room darker and even nore enor-
nmous than the one they were in. In the vast space nyriads of
tiny shapes were noving: some were human, sone were the
symmetrical forms of machi nes—boxes, sarcophagi, vase

shapes. As Naismth's vision adjusted to the scene, he began
to make out serried ranks of dark objects, not visibly con-
nected to one another, anong which the human and robot

forms came and went.

Prell reached out again, and the scene appeared to drift
nearer. They were | ooki ng down upon one of the thousands of
ranked machi nes, over which a gnom sh young man in a dress
like Prell's was hovering.

"This is the Barrier control network," the girl's voice ex-
pl ai ned. "They've been working on it for five years. It's al nost
finished."

"I's this an actual entranceway into that room" Naismth
asked, funbling for words, "or a—a viewscreen?"

Prell | ooked at himcuriously. "What is the difference?"
Nai smth realized, in confusion, that there was no difference,

in the question as he had asked it: the two phrases, in BoDen,
were al nost identical



While he was still thinking dazedly of the inplications of
this, Prell reached out again.

"Wuld you like to see what they're doi ng?" he asked. Wth-
out waiting for a reply, he gestured once nore with the shining
obj ect in his hand.

Part of the scene before them seened to expand. Were one

of the floating machi nes had been, there was a dimlattice of
crystals, growing nore shadowy and insubstantial as it swell ed;
t hen darkness; then a dazzle of faint prismatic Light—tiny
conpl exes in a vast three-di mensional array, growing steadily
bi gger

Nai smith caught his breath. He realized that he was seeing
the very nol ecul es that made up the substance of the machines
that were being built in the next chanber.

"This is why it takes so long," Prell said, rubbing his fore-

arnms nervously. He grimaced. "Every channel has to be built
up mol ecul e by nol ecul e, under rigid control. Like to see it
cl oser ?"

The magnification increased. In |um nous darkness, Naisnith

saw nol ecul es scattered like tiny planets. A moving dot of

light appeared, slowy traced a nathematical arc across the

bl ackness. Other arcs of light sprang out fromit, like ribs from
a spinal colum; slowy, the dots that were nol ecules drifted
across to take position upon them

"I's that direct vision, or a display of sone kind?" Naisnith
demanded, fasci nated.

"I't's a mat hemati cal anal ogue,” Prell answered. "Just a toy,
really.” Hs nouth twitched; he scrubbed at his wists as if in
pai n.

"It's beautiful,"” said Naismth.

Prell shot hima startled glance, then seenmed to go into a
reverie.

The sarcophagus robot drifted up, said discreetly, "The
H ghborn has received your nessage. She asks you to send that
man to the social room"

"Al'l right," said Prell. "Liss-Yani, you mght as well take
hi m over. Cone back later, | want to talk to you."
"Yes," she said. Turning, she took Naismth's arm "This

way. "

Nai smith's body was trenmbling in alarm The thought cane:
Prell is dangerous. He knows what | am

Brain working furiously, he allowed the girl to |lead him
away fromPrell. Hi s reactions are slowhe is still thinking
about it. But in another few seconds



The girl came to a halt in md-air; awkwardly, Naismith
stabilized hinself beside her. Before them faintly, he could
make out a silvery circle in the air. Liss-Yani reached out,
touched it with a glittering object, as Prell had done before.
The ten-foot circle quivered, rippled: they were looking into a
gigantic roomfull of color and nmotion. "Come," said the girl
agai n, pulling himthrough

On the opposite side, Naisnmth brought hinmself to a halt,

| ooki ng back. He could still see the scientist, hovering in thought
besi de one of his machines. The girl's armreached past him
touched the circle, and the scene bl anked out, was gone.

Nai smith whirled. "Teach ne how to operate these door-
ways, " he said angrily.

"It's perfectly easy," she said, staring at him "You just
touch themwi th the opener and think about where you want
to go. There'll be plenty of time for that—ome on."

"Gve it to ne," he said, holding out his hand. After a

nmonent she shrugged, put a snooth silvery object into his

palm It felt like plastic rather than netal; it was an el ongat ed

ovoid, fitting naturally into his hand so that the blunt tip of it
pr oj ect ed.

Nai smith reached out, touched the circle. The view sprang

into being again. Prell had turned slightly, was massaging his
forearns with his hands; there was an anxi ous expressi on on
hi s face.

"One monent," said Naismth. He propelled hinmself through
t he opening, turned, touched it with the silvery object again; it
bl anked out. Instantly Naisnith hurled hinmself at Prell

The scientist turned, with a startled expression, as Naismth
hurtled up. Naisnmith seized the man by the front of his robe,
yanked Prell toward him Terror sprang into the little man's

eyes.

"What was ny mi stake?" Naismith denanded. "Tell nel™
He tightened his grip.

"Beautiful ," the little man gasped. H s mouth opened and

closed like a fish's, making no sound, until Naismith inpatiently
shook him "You're not—a Shefth . .. They have no—esthetic
responses .. ." His face contorted with sudden mal evol ence. "I
know what you are—hel p!— His lungs filled, he opened his

nmouth to shout.

Nai smith gripped his frail body with one arm put the other
forearm agai nst his chin, pressed. There was a gurgling sound
as the man's wind was cut off; then a dry, |oud snap. The body
sagged.

As Naismith turned, one of the ubiquitous machines drifted
nearer. "For ny information, sir," it said nusically, "what has
happened to Master Prell?"



"Uglies attacked him" said Naisnmth at random noving
away. "They appeared suddenly, killed Prell, then vanished."

"The automatic weapons did not fire," said the machine
politely.

"They were out of order,"” Naismth said. He gl anced around;

none of the other floating robots seened to have noticed any-
thing. Could he disable this one, if he had to? Was it necessary?
"For my information, sir," said the robot, "which were out
of order, the automatic weapons or the Uglies?"

"The weapons,” Naismith told it, staring at the intricate
design on the front of the box.

"Thank you, sir.

"For ny information,’
you intelligent?"

Nai smith said suddenly, "tell me, are

"I amintelligent. | have a machine intelligence of plus
forty."

Nai smth frowned. "That was not what | wanted to know.
Are you—are you consci ous?"

"] am not conscious, Sir.

"Have you volition?"

"l have no volition, sir.

"Thank you."

"Thank you, sir.
drifted away.

The machi ne di pped politely, turned,

On the other side of the doorway, the girl was waiting.
Nai smith slipped through, closed the circle quickly behind him

"What took you so | ong?" she demanded.

"I had trouble finding the doorway again," he said. Breath-

ing hard, he stared around at the crowded i nmensity behind

her. The room was gl obul ar, and so vast that he coul d not
estimate its extent. In a pale greenish haze, what seened to be
t housands of floating bodies were ranked: sone com ng and

going, in a slow circling novenent, others fixed. In a given
group, large or small, all the heads woul d be pointing one way
and the bodi es spaced about equally, like fish in.a school. Somne
were right-side up fromhis point of view others upside down,
others at all angles. It gave hima vertiginous feeling.

"Well, come on," said the girl.
Nai smith hesitated. Things were nmoving top fast; he needed

time to think. It was incredible that he had just conmitted a
murder . . . This was not |like the other tinme, when he had



bl anked out and discovered |later that he had killed Wells. This
time, something in his own brain had said, Prell knows what |
am For the nonment, he had known exactly what he had to do

and why. Now it was fading. . . . In God's nane, he thought
suddenly, what kind of a nmonster am|?

Chapt er Fourteen

He was aware that the girl had taken his hand, was tugging
himoff toward the center of the sphere. After a nonent

Nai smith cooperated, using his own director. They passed a
little shoal of brightly dressed people, then another. The room
was full of the tiny sarcophagus-shaped robots, too, Naisnith
noticed. Then, with a shock, he realized that many of the
floating bodies were those of green-skinned Uglies.

They were carrying things, noving this way and that on
errands, their faces expressionless. Sone of the brightly
dressed people were self-propelled, like hinmself and Liss- Yani
but others were being nmoved from one place to another by

Uglies or by robots. Al of themwore garnments like Prell's that
seened to hide stunted or atrophied |egs.

Nai smith and the girl rounded a huge, comnpl ex spray-shape

of glittering golden material, through the branches of which
tiny fish-shaped robots swam On the further side, past a throng
of floating people, Naismth caught sight of another huge
object, this one as hideous as the other was beauti ful

It was the torso of a female Ugly, magnified to the size of a
ten-story building. Ggantic and grotesque, it |ooned over the
glittering throng Iike a human body surrounded by mayflies.
Its arns were secured behind its back; its skin was pierced here
and there by | ong needles, fromwhich drops of dark bl ood

were slowy oozing. Through the echoing talk and | aughter,

Nai smith suddenly heard a hoarse bawl i ng sound—a groan

i mensely anplified, that seened to conme fromwhere the

Ugly's head should be. The talk died away for a nonment, then
there was a scattering of |aughter, and the hum of conversa-
tion began again.

Nai smth felt sickened. "What's that?" he denmanded.

"Asolid,” the girl answered indifferently. "That's one of the
rebel Uglies they captured. They made a big solid of her so
everyone can watch. Look over there."

Nai smith turned his head, saw a girl of Liss-Yani's caste
entwined in a sexual enbrace with a slender, nuscul ar man.
There was a little ring of spectators around them and sone
| angui d appl ause.

"No, not them" the girl said inpatiently. "Look farther up."

Nai smith did so, and saw nothing of interest except stil

anot her worman of the Entertainer class—dressed, this one, in
| ong gossaner robes—drifting across the roomw th an en-
tourage of young nen and wonen. Her face was nobl e and

sad; she | ooked straight ahead, w thout expression



"That's Thera-Yani," said the girl in a nuted voice. "lsn't
she wonderful !'"

"I don't see it," Naismith said. "Wy wonderful ?"

"She was the best-loved Yani in the Gty until |ast nonth,
when the new nutations were rel eased and t he fashion changed.
Now there is nothing left for her. She took twenty-day poison
and she is saying her farewells to the Gty."

Nai smith snorted, uninmpressed. Up ahead, a green-skinned
femal e servant was pushing a trenmendously fat old wonan

across the air by the small of her back. The Ugly, Naismith
noti ced, was wearing a bright metal collar around her neck; he
now recal l ed seeing simlar collars on other greenskins,

A fragnment of speech drifted back: "But why nust all the
Uglies die, Mstress? Haven't | always been good, haven't |
al ways—

"Ch, don't be tiresone, Menda. | explained to you before,

| can't do anything about it. It's sonmething to do with science.
Don't let ne hear "

Now t hey were approaching the center of the enornous

room where the largest and nost tightly packed nass of people
floated. The shrill hum of conversation grew |l ouder. Naismth's
nerves prickled; the closeness of all these people was subtly
unpl easant .

Up ahead, a raucous femnl e voice was scream ng, |like an
articulate parrot's: the words were not distinguishable. Naisnith
and the girl noved nearer, threading their way patiently

t hrough the press, sonetines horizontally, sometines in the
vertical plane.

At last Naismith could make out the scream ng worman. She

hung in the mddle of alittle group of gaudily dressed people.
She was hugely, obscenely fat in her puffed and ornanmented
garment of white and scarlet. Wen she swng around, Nai -

smth could see her body quake like a jelly inside the fabric.
Her face was sallow and |lined, the eyes bright wth madness.

" cone in here and tell me, who do you think you are, be

silent and listen, | tell you |l will not have any di srespect, why
don't you observe the rules, don't talk to me, | tell you,
listen . "

"Hi ghborn, if you please," said a fat man in brown, with
ruffles around his worried baby-pink face.

" never in three hundred years have | been treated |ike
this, be quiet, Truglen, | wasn't speaking to you, how can |
bear these constant interruptions, Regg! Regg! where is the
creature, Regg!"

"Yes, Highborn," said a green-skinned man, floating up beside
her.



"Gve me a pickup, can't you see the state I'min?"

"Hi ghborn," said another man, alnpost as fat as the first,

"try to be calm You may want to wait a little before you have
anot her of those, recall that you' ve already had ten this
period . "

"Don't tell ne how many |'ve had, how dare you!" She

choked apopl ectically, took sonething the greenskin was hol d-
ing out, swallowed it and gl ared, speechless for a nonent. The
servant handed her a tube leading to a flask of reddish fluid,
and she sucked at it, her old face hollow ng deeply and her mad
eyes bul gi ng.

Li ss-Yani spoke to a robot, which glided forward and said
politely, "Hi ghborn, here is the Shefth you sent for."

Her head swi vel ed; she gl ared, spat out the drinking tube.
"And high tine, too! Wiy can't | get any obedi ence any nore,
why do you all make things so difficult for nme, do you

want to kill me, is that it? Come forward, you, what's your
name?"

Unwi I lingly, Naismth floated toward her. "Naismth," he
told her.

"That's not a name, are you making a joke of ne? Wiat is
his name, | say, what is this Shefth's nanme?"

"He does not know his name, Highborn," said the robot.
"He is to be referred to as '"that man.""

"Be quiet!" screamed the fat woman. "You, are you a
Sheft h?"

"As you see, Highborn," said Naismth. A globe of watchers,
nost of them hugely fat, was beginning to formaround t hem

"I nmpertinence! When have | ever had to bear such insults!
Do you know how to kill a Zug, answer ne directly, and nind
your manners!"

"l don't know," said Naismth.

"He is the only Shefth we have, H ghborn," said the baby-
pi nk fat man, bendi ng near

"Well, | don't like him Go back and get another one at once,
do you hear ne, take this one away, | won't have him | won't!"

"Hi ghborn, there is not enough tinme— said the fat nan.
"Time, tune, don't we manufacture time, how can you be
so cruel and thoughtless, don't contradict me, | say, go and

get anot her!"

Two or three of the nen around the fat woman exchanged
gl ances.

"Well, what's wong with you all, are you deaf or paral ysed,



why can't | get a sinple order obeyed in Mnd' s nane, oh, why
are you all..."

A chi me sounded nearby; heads turned. "One nonent," said

t he pink man anxi ously. "Hi ghborn, the nessage.”

The wonman fell silent, gaping and blinking. There was a
nmoverrent in the gl obe of people as the pink man drifted back
Now Nai smith could see a yel |l ow box-shaped machine with a
lighted face, suspended in a transparent gl obe. The chine

cane again. The pink man tilted hinself nearer, staring at the
face of the machine. Naismth could see words forming in
threads of white light, one, then a gap, two nore, another

gap ...
" "Danger . . . Zug alive . . . send Shefth.'" The pink man
paused, then straightened. He sighed. "That's all. Al nost the
sane as last tinme."

"Well, it's clear enough, isn't it?" the woman screaned.
"Danger, send Shefth—+to kill the Zug, that's clear, isn't it,
what nmore do you want ?"

"But the words left out, Hi ghborn," the pink nan said
despairingly.

"Never mind, you're only trying to confuse nme! They want
a Shefth to kill the Zug—we want a Shefth, up there in the
future, that's clear, isn't it? Well, then, what's the nmatter?"

There was nmotion in the gl obe of watchers; a hawk-nosed

man, |eaner than the rest, cane plunging through and stopped
before the fat woman. Behi nd hi mwas a gnorme in brown and
red stripes, one of the scientists. "H ghborn, this man says
Prell has been killed in the workroons!"

"Prell? Killed? Who killed hinf Who is Prell?"

"The tine-laboratory director, H ghborn! H s spine was
br oken, not nore than five m nutes ago."

"There is the man who did it!" blurted the gnome suddenly,
pointing his finger at Naisnmith. Heads turned; there was
agitated nmotion in the group

"He did it? Then kill him quickly, quickly, you idiots, before
he does it to sonebody el se! What are you waiting for, kil

him " The worman grew yel | ow-faced and shrunken; her little

eyes glistened with fear.

"One nonent," said the hawk-faced nan. "Aut os—that
man." Three of the dark, red-lensed nmachines drifted toward
Nai smith, taking up positions around him

"Kill him" squalled the wonman.

"That can be done in a nonment, after we ask one or two
guestions," said Hawknose. He turned to Naismith. "Don't
make any sudden notion, or the guns will fire. Did you kil
Prel | ?"



"No," said Naismth. He caught sight of Liss-Yani hovering
i n the background.

"Who did, then?"

"Uglies," said Naismth. "They came into view, killed him
di sappeared again." Sweating, he tried to rel ax.

"You saw this?"

"Yes."

"Why didn't you speak of it?"
"No one gave ne an opportunity."

The man's lips quirked in a half-snile. "Were is that
robot ?" he asked, turning.

The box drifted up to him Naisnmith recognized the red
and green arabesques. "Yes, sir?"

"I's this the man who told you Uglies had killed Prell?"
"Yes, sir."

"Did you see it happen?"

"No, sir."

"Did the automatics fire, or did the alarm sound?"
"No, sir. That nan said they were out of order, sir."
"Were they?"

"No, sir."

The hawk-faced man turned to Naismth again. "That seens
concl usi ve. Have you anything el se to say?"

"Kill him" screamed the woman again. "Kill him Kill
him"

"What about the Zug, Hi ghborn?" ventured the pink man.
"The Zug, | don't care about the Zug ..."
"But who will kill it, if we kill the Shefth?"

"CGet another one," she muttered. "Don't bother me with

these details, I've told you a mllion tines, | don't want to be
bot hered, can't you understand that, | only want to be |eft
al one—=

"One nmonent, " sai d Hawknose. He gestured toward the
nearest of the machi nes. Bl ackness flapped suddenly toward
Nai smi t h.



For a heart-freezing instant, he thought the gun had fired;
then he realized he had been encl osed by another of the dark
gl obes. Through it he could hear their voices, but could not
make out the words.

Ti me dragged unendurably. Then, suddenly, the little group
br oke up; the dark gl obe vani shed.

"Well, that's settled," said Hawknose agreeably. "You're to
have a reprieve, Shefth. W're going to let you kill a Zug—
here, on this side of the Barrier. If you do, well and good. If

not — He shrugged, turned to the gnome beside him

"G ve himsone equi pnent and get the gate ready," he

said. "A few of you go al ong and wat ch—you, you and you.
Anyone el se want to go? All right, four vehicles, then. See to
it."

As he turned away, there was a babble of voices around

Nai smith. The gnone had darted away and di sappeared; other
bright forns were clustering nearer. Naismth caught sight of
Li ss-Yani, and of a smooth-linmbed, athletic man who m ght
have been her brother. Two gorgeous fat nen in candy stripes
of violet and pink drifted up, chattering excitedly to each
ot her.

Wth a | ook of sullen hostility, the gnome reappeared carry-
ing a small bundl e of equi pnent. "This way."

As the group followed him he edged closer to Naismth and
nmuttered, "You animal, you're going to be clawed up and
eaten alive inside half an hour. I'Il be watching, and I'Il laugh!"

Nai smith felt chilled. The holiday nobod of the people around
him their |aughter and bright faces, suggested that they were
about to enjoy some amusi ng spectacle. Cawed up and eaten
alive . . . Wuld that amuse then? A cold fury canme to drive
back his fear. Sonehow, somehow, he woul d cheat them of

t hat pl easure.

Darti ng ahead, the gnone checked at one of the nmirror

di sks. He touched it briefly. The disk cleared: they were | ook-
ing into atiny, blue-walled room on the far wall of which

gli mered anot her silvery disk

"Go ahead, get in," said the gnone inpatiently.

Nai smith entered the chanmber slowy, glancing around him

The gnome handed hima clutter of harness and equi prment.
"Put these on."

Nai smith exam ned the objects. There was a pistol-1ike
weapon in a holster, a helmet with a curious forward-jutting
spi ke, and a conpl ex webwork of plastic straps with netal

i nsets.

"Here, let me show you," said the nan who resenbl ed Liss-
Yani, comng forward. "Rab-Yani is nmy name. You may cal
me Rab." He took the harness from Naisnmith's hands, deftly



| ooped it around his torso, arns and | egs.

"What's this for—+o protect me fromthe Zug?" Naismith
dermanded.

Rab- Yani gave himan odd | ook. "It gives sone nonmentary
protection,” he said. "Nothing short of a force-field will protect
you agai nst a Zug, however. What this does principally is to

seal off wounds and prevent shock. In that way, you can go on
fighting for another few seconds before you | ose consci ousness. "

Nai smith watched grimy as the Entertainer passed the
hol ster strap around his chest. The projecting gun-butt | ooked
famliar; he grasped it, drewit half out of the holster.

Yes, it was the sane—the massive, powerful grip and barrel

"That's your flamer," said Rab-Yani. "It projects a spear of

i ntense flame which cut through even a Zug's hide, if you are
cl ose enough. It is good for three shots before it becones too
hot to hold."

Nai smith thought this over in silence. Behind him the
excited voices continued; then the sound faded, and suddenly
a ghostly blue bubble floated past him in it were the two fat
men, staring back at himw th onion eyes. The bubbl e passed

t hrough the wall ahead and di sappear ed.

"Now the helnet," said Rab-Yani, fitting it onto Naismth's
head. "This contact goes here, on your cheekbone. O ench your
jaw. '

Nai smith did so, and at once a faintly shimering di sk
appeared, hanging in front of his face fromthe spi ke of the
hel et .

"That's for illusions," Rab-Yani said. "The Zug may appear
i n sone confusing shape, but | ook through that, and you will
be able to see its real aspect.”

Nai smith rel axed his jaw, the di sk wi nked out.
"Well, we're ready," the Entertainer said. Two nore ghostly
bubbl es floated past. In one of them crouched the gnonme, who
gave Naismth a mal evol ent gl ance before he di sappeared.

Turning, Naismith saw Rab join Liss-Yani: he floated cl ose
to her, she touched the controls of the machine she held, and a
bl ue shadow sphere fornmed around t hem

The bubbl e floated nearer: Rab-Yani gestured toward the

gateway in the wall ahead, and Naisnmith saw that it was now
open, revealing blue-violet depths.

Feeling very much al one, he took a deep breath and fl oated
t hr ough.

The gigantic, deserted corridors of the Od Cty had a dream
like fam liarity to Naismth: again and again he recogni zed



pl aces he had encountered before, in his dreans and in the
machi ne nenory the aliens had given him but they were al
changed, enpty, shadowed. Here was a great concourse, on

whose el aborate, fluted central stem Naismith remenbered see-
ing a colorful crowd perched, fluttering, comng and going |ike
a flock of tropical birds: nowit was an echoing vault.

Later, they drifted along the tops of hundreds of ranked
cylindrical shells, each twenty feet w de, in whose purple depths
vague, indeci pherabl e shapes could be glinpsed. "The Shefth
gromh cells,"” Rab commented, drifting close to his bubble.

"You cane out of one of those ... do you remenber?"

Nai smith shook his head. Part of his mind was aware of the

bl ue bubbles, with their chattering occupants, drifting insub-
stantially around, behind, above him Another part was |isten-
ing to what Rab-Yani said. The rest was fiercely alert for
danger.

"\What about you—did you cone out of one of those, too?"
he asked abstractedly.

Fl oati ng beside Rab in the bubble, Liss-Yani |aughed. "No
—then he woul d have been a Shefth! The gravity in those cells
is set at one and seven tenths Earth normal. He woul d have
too many nuscles!" She put her armaround Rab with casua
affection.

The gnome's bubbl e darted suddenly forward, disappeared
t hrough the solid wall.

"And you abandoned all this, just to get away fromthe
Zugs?" Nai smith asked. "Wy?"

"When they nutated, they becane very strong and very
intelligent. The Od Gty is full of tunnels and passages, too
many ever to flush themall out. That's why you Shefthi were
created. W never needed a warrior caste before—not for

t housands of years."

"If they're so intelligent, why not deal with then"

Rab gave hima surprised | ook. "The Zugs are predatory

upon man," he said slowy. "They eat our flesh, and plant their
eggs in our bodies. There are nmen at this nonment, hidden

away down here, paral ysed, while Zug | arvae grow i nside them
Yes, we could deal with the Zugs, but only on their terns.

Do you think you would Iike that, Shefth?"

Nai smith said stubbornly, "But why try to kill themw th
weapons |ike this?" He touched the gun at his chest. "You

could be safe inside one of those bubbles, shooting them down
with force-rods. They woul dn't have a chance.™

Rab exchanged gl ances with the girl beside him then | ooked
around. The ot her bubbles had spread out; neither was wthin
ear shot .

"Listen to me, Shefth," he said in a low voice. "Are you really



as ignorant of the Zugs as you pretend?"

"I don't remenber anything about them" Naismith said
flatly.

"Then you are probably dooned, because Pendell has gone

ahead to find one, and it will not be hard. You nust realize this:
these creatures are the fiercest man-killers in the history of the
uni verse: but they are not mindless animals. If we hunt them

wi th superior weapons, they stay in hiding. That is why

you have no arnor that will protect you for nore than an

instant, and no gun nore powerful than that one. If you were
trained, there would be one chance in two of success; as it is,
you will have only a few seconds to kill the Zug before it kills
you. It is incredibly fast and agile. It—=

He broke off suddenly as the gnone's bubbl e reappeared
ahead. The expression on the little man's face was one of
mal i ci ous triunph.

"Quickly," said Liss-Yani in an urgent voice.

"You must hold your fire until it is alnbst upon you," Rab
finished tensely. "It will dodge your first flane and cone at
you froma different direction. Your only chance is to antici-
pate that direction, and—

A scattered chorus of shouts broke out fromthe bubbl es
behi nd them Tense, hand on his gun, Naismth stared around.

What he saw was nothing nore frightening than a snall bald
man in white robes, who had just entered the corridor froma
narr ow openi ng ahead. H s pale blue eyes stared across at

Nai smith w thout expression; then he turned and was gone.

"Now the Zug will certainly conme," Rab nuttered. "That
was a scout."

"A man?" Naisnith asked incredul ously. "There are human
bei ngs serving thent?"

"I told you," Rab began, then stopped abruptly. Fromthe
openi ng ahead, something else had enmerged into view

Nai smith's hand sl apped his chest instinctively, cane up with
the cool netal of the gun, even as his nmind registered the

i ncongruity of what he was seeing. The thing that was now
hurtling toward himwi th incredi ble speed, w nged, glittering,
was no Zug—+t was an angel

Nai smith had an i npressi on of blazing eyes, a manlike face
of inhuman beauty, powerful arms outstretched.

In that frozen nonment, he was aware of the passengers in the
bubbl es, all facing around, bright-eyed, intent, |ike spectators

at a boxing match. He saw the gnone's bubbl e begin to nove.
Then his jaws cl enched, and the viewdi sk sprang into being
in front of his face. The angel disappeared; in its place was
a many-| egged nonster, red-eyed, clawed and hideous.



"Zug!" shouted the voices around him Then the beast was
upon him

Nai smith fired. A spear of flane shot out of the pistol, blue-
bright, twenty feet |long. The nonster wheeled in md-air,
seenmed to vani sh.

Nai smith whirled desperately, knowi ng as he brought his

gun around that he had no chance. He saw t he gnonme hangi ng
cl ose behind himin his blue bubble, alnpst close enough to
t ouch.

There was no tinme for conscious thought: he sinply knew.
The gun fired in his hand: the | ance of flame shot out, straight
t hrough the gnone's insubstantial body.

A wailing chorus went up. The gnone, unharmed, whirled
to | ook behind him Then he began to howl with fury.

Drifting in the air, its huge body still withing, arnored tai
| ashing, the Zug lay with its massive head cut half fromits
body, and a trail of violet-red bl ood streani ng fromthe wound.

The spectators in their bubbles began to close in, shouting
with excitenent. Rab and Liss-Yani were huggi ng each ot her.

Naismith felt hinself begin to trenble. It was over; he was
still alive.

"How did you do it?" How did you ever do it?" shouted one
of the candy-striped fat men, edging nearer, cheeks shining
with pl easure

"Pendel | was too close,” Naismith said with an effort. "He
cane up behind ne, know ng the Zug woul d use himfor
cover." He took a deep breath, and smiled at the gnone.
"Thank you," he said.

Pendel | flinched as if he had been struck; his face withed.
As | aughter burst out around him he turned and darted away.

The viewdisk in front of Naismith's hel net had wi nked out
again. Curious, he turned to | ook at the Zug: and where the
nmonster had been a nonent before, an angel l|ay slain.

The pal e head, half severed, was nobl e and beautiful; the
eyes stared blindly. The great |inbs tensed spasnodically; the
sharp tail curled up and then was still.

Chapter Fifteen

Nai smith was dreanming. Part of his mnd knew that his body
was afloat, curled up in md-air in the green-walled cubicle;
anot her part was drifting through dream i mages, nenories,

di storted and nenaci ng—the pale Zug, nore horrible than in
life, with fangs and gl eanmi ng eyes, loomng toward him while
he hung paral ysed, unable to reach for the gun .

Nai smith groaned, trying to awaken. The inmage faded. Now



he was wandering through the deserted corridors of the AQd
Cty, somehow confused and blurred together with the cor-
ridors of the spaceship. The greenish faces of Lall and Churan
floated into view, they were dead, their dull eyes turned up

And a part of his mind, separate fromthe other two, was
wat ching in fascinated horror as a door trenbled, about to
open.

The crack w dened. In the darkness, sonething stirred, cane
into view ...

Nai smith awoke, with his own hoarse cry echoing in his
ears.

H s cl ot hi ng was sweat-sodden; his head ached, and he was
trenbling all over. A shout echoed in the distance, outside the
cubicle. For a noment he wondered if he were still dream ng
then the sound cane again. It was a shout of alarm or fear

O her voices answered it; then cane a rolling, rumbling

aval anche of sound—an expl osion

Nai smith gathered hinmself and shot to the doorway, | ooked
put. A man of the Entertai ner caste, armed and hel neted, face
intent, went by down the corridor

"What is happening?' Naismith called after him but the man
was gone

On the way to the social room he passed two groups of
hurrying automatic guns, their red | enses agl ow, the second
was acconpani ed by a robot, which did not respond to his
guestions. Somewhere, very distant, sounded the runble of
anot her expl osi on.

The huge gl obular hall was filled with notion: People were
rushing in all directions, interfering with each other, often
colliding. Robots and automatic guns were everywhere. There
were a few greenskinned servants, all with the metal collars
around their necks, all with wild, stunned expressions. He

passed one mal e greenskin who was arguing or pleading with

a stout man in white. The nman, who was carrying a viewscreen

on which a tiny picture was visible, shifted a few yards away
fromthe servant, not |looking at him the servant foll owed, stil
tal king, and so they noved jerkily across the hall. Naismth
drifted after them and |i st ened.

"... to kill me like this," the greenskin was saying in a hoarse,
i ndistinct voice. "Tell themnot to do it, please tell them=

"Leave ne alone," nuttered the nman, gazing into his view
screen. He noved away again. Again the servant foll owed.

"Don't let themkill me, that's all | ask," he said thickly. "I'II
do anything, 1'll be good, I'll never be slow when you cal
agai nHust please tell them=

Wt hout speaking or |ooking up, the nan nmoved away. The
servant fell silent and gazed after him H s heavy face turned



bl ank; then he shuddered, his face darkened, his nmuddy eyes
bul ged. Wth an inarticul ate sound, he | aunched hi nsel f
t hrough the air, arnms outstretched.

He never reached the man in white. In mid-air, his head
suddenly dropped, his body went |linp. He floated, turning
slowy, past the nan in white, who did not even gl ance up

From the back of the metal collar around the dead green-
skin's neck, a thin trickle of blood crept into sight.

Nai smith turned, went on his way. Here and there in the

huge space, he saw other drifting, greenskinned bodies. One or
two were being towed away by sarcophagus robots; the rest

wer e being ignored.

He noticed, too, that the man in white was not the only one
with a viewscreen. Al nost every menber of the ruling caste

had one; and where the people clustered thickly, he discovered,
they were watching | arger screens that hung in the air.

Nai smith noved on. Movement flowed around him voices

called in excitement; once he saw an Entertainer with a bl oody
face being carried past by a robot. But it was all dreanlike,
di stant.

What was wong with hin? He felt a tension in hinmself that

was slowy, steadily increasing, and it seened to himthat it had
been buil ding continuously all this while, ever since that first
day in the multiple classroomin Los Angel es. Every step, from
the death of Ramsdell, his inprisonment, then Wells' nmurder

. traveling forward with the two aliens, the buried space-
ship, all the way to the Gty . . . that tension had been
renorsel essly growing inside him He felt as if his body were
bei ng physically distended by it, till he must burst if he could
not find relief. H s forehead was sweating; there was a trenor

in his arms. Sonmething inside him. . . that buried nystery, the
thing that had taken over in the psychiatrist's office, and again
in Prell's laboratory . . . the black secret of his being.

He felt as if the door were about to open, and as if its
openi ng woul d destroy him

"Shefth, what's the matter with you?"

He | ooked up. It was a fat little man in brown and green
stripes, gazing at himw th anxious eyes. The shrill voice went
on, "Don't you know the Hi ghborn has been asking for you?
Wher e have you been? Cone al ong, hurry!"

Nai smith followed toward the center of the hall, where the

| argest cluster was |located. As they nmade their way slowy

t hrough the cl ose-packed, moving bodies, the little man panted
back at him "Hurry, hurry—-she wants you there before it
happens!"

"Before what happens?" Naismith asked dully. The pressure
i nside himwas so great that he could scarcely breathe. H's
head ached, his hands were col d.



"The Barrier!" the little man shrilled. "They are going to
put up the Barrier any mnute! Hurry!"

Squeezing his way through the inner ring, Naismth cane

into view of the fat woman and her entourage, gathered

around a row of big circular screens. One showed a view of the
time-1aboratory workroonms, with a gnonme in the foreground—
Pendel I, or another just like him The fat woman was scream

ing hysterically, "lIsn't it ready yet? How soon, then, how soon?"

"A few m nutes, Hi ghborn."

"Why can't you be nore specific? Afew mnutes, a few
m nut es—how many?"

"By ny estimate, not nore than five," said the gnone. H s
face was strained; he was giving part of his attention to the
aristarch, part to a control box he held in his hands.

"But | want to know exactly" the fat woman shrilled. Her
eyes were mad in her yellow face. "Go forward in time and
find out, as | asked you to before!™

The hawk-faced man drifted up and said, "That woul d pinch
out the | oop, Hi ghborn. It is contrary to the basic laws of tine."

"Pinch out the | oop, pinch out the loop, that's all | hear!"
the old woman screaned. "I'mtired of it, tired of it! How
many m nutes now?"

"Perhaps three," said the gnone, tight-1lipped.

"Hi ghborn, the trap worked!" said a grine-streaked Enter-
tai ner, darting up, his face jubilant. "The Uglies were destroyed
—we have their tinme vehicle!™

"Good!" said the fat wonman, |ooking nonmentarily pleased.
"How many does that |eave?"

The nmen beside her turned toward one of the floating

screens, in which nothing showed but a scattering of greenish
points of light. As Naismth watched, a few w nked out, here
and there.

The nearest man touched the edge of the screen, peered at

t he nunbers that appeared at the bottom "Seven hundred
fifty-three, H ghborn," he said.

"Good! And how many Zugs?"
The group's attention turned to another, simlar screen, in
whi ch the dots of light glowed sullen red. "The same as before,

H ghborn," said a man. "Five hundred ei ghty-seven."

The old woman snorted with indignation. "Still so nmany?"
she said. "Wy, | say why?"

"The Barrier will kill them Hi ghborn," Hawknose reni nded
her gently.



"Then how long is it till the Barrier?" she demanded.

"Less than one minute," said the gnone. Drops of sweat
stood on his brow

In his nmounting distress, it seemed to Naismith that the
whol e great gathering had turned sordid and ugly, the colors
dul l ed; even the air he breathed snelled overperfuned and
fetid. This was a sorry climax to the drama of the human race
he thought —+hi s panpered oligarchy of piggish little men and
worren, sel fish, ignorant and stupid—+tess worthy to survive
than the Entertai ners who anused them or even the neuras-
t heni ¢ technicians who kept their city functioning. And now
there would be no threat to their domnion, for ever and ever
That, sonmehow, was the nost intol erable idea of all

"Ready!" the gnome snapped. His eyes gleamed with excite-
ment as he gl anced around. Behind himin the darkness, Nai-
smth could see the other technicians floating beside their
machi nes, all with faces upturned toward Pendell

"Now " said the gnome harshly, and his fingers touched the
control box.

Naismith felt an instant's violent and inexplicable alarm
Sonet hi ng seened to conpress his lungs; a band of pain
cl anped around his forehead.

Shout s of excitement echoed in his ears. Al across the vast
space, men and wonen in gaudy costumes were sw rling about
each other in rapid notion

"How many Uglies left?" the old wonan cried. "How many,
| say how many?"

"None, Hi ghborn!" a man called triunphantly. In the screen
every green |ight had w nked out.

@ ancing across the hall, Naismth saw many drifting green-
ski nned corpses, but not one living servant.

"And how many Zugs?" called the old woman.

A hush fell. In the second screen, one ruddy |ight was stil
bur ni ng.

"One," said the nearest man reluctantly. "One Zug left alive,
H ghborn. "

"Fool!" she screamed at Pendell. "Fool, fool! How could
you be so careless? Wiy didn't your Barrier kill themall?"
"I don't know, Hi ghborn,"” the gnome said. H s face

twi tched; he blinked, rubbed his thin arms with his hands. "In
theory it is inpossible, but—=

"But there it is!" she shouted. "Wll, what are you going to
do? How can we be safe if there's a Zug still alive? Were is
that Shefth? | say where is he?"



Several hands thrust Naismith forward. "Here, H ghborn."

"Wl | ?" she demanded, whirling, her mad eyes staring into
his. "Well? Are you going to kill it? Wat are you waiting
for?"

Naismith tried to speak, and failed. H s body was on fire
wi th pain; he could barely see.

"What's the matter with hin?" the old woman squalled. "I
say what's the matter?"

Hands probed his body. Dimly he heard the hawk-nosed
man's voice: "Are you ill?"

Nai sm th nanaged to nod.

"Look at him just |look!" the old woman shouted. "Wat
good is he now? Put a death collar on himand be done wth
it

"But the Zug, Highborn!" called an anxi ous voice. "Wo
will kill the Zug?"

"Put the collar on him | say!" the woman's hysterical voice
railed on. "I can't stand the sight of him Put the collar on
himkill him kill him"

Naismith felt a noment of intolerable tension, then a sud-
den rel ease. He was afloat in darkness, safe, protected.

The woman's shout seened to echo froma di stance. "Wl |,
why don't you put the collar on?"

A pause. Another voice answered: "Hi ghborn, this man is
dead. "

Chapt er Sixteen

In the darkness, the being who knew hinself as Naismth
awakened. Menory returned. He knew where he was, and
what he was.

He was alive, though the rapidly cooling body in which he
lay was not. He could renenber, now, with utter clarity, al
the things it had been necessary for "Naismth" to forget.

He remenbered killing Wells. Earlier, he remenbered stand-

i ng beside the weckage of a bonber, and coolly selecting the
dog tags of one of its crewren, the one who nost resenbl ed
himin age and height: dog tags that read "NAI SM TH,

GORDON. "

He renmenbered stripping the body, carrying it on his
shoul ders to a ravine, throwing it in and covering it with

boul ders. ..

Earlier still, he remenbered his first grublike awareness—



warnth, protection, notion. He had put out pseudogangli ons,

first cautiously, then with gathering sureness and skill. He had
linked his own nervous systemw th that of his host, a Shefth
warrior returning belatedly froma Zug hunt.

Then he could see, feel, hear, with his host's human senses.
He was inside the Shefth: he was the Shefth.

Wth grimsatisfaction, he realized that the gane was over

the I ong-maturing plan had been successful. H's know edge of
his own kind came only from human sources, but |ogic al one

made it certain that he represented his species' counterblowto
the humans' Barrier. Encysted in a human body, his mind

radi ations nmingled with those of a human brain, he al one of

all his kind could pass through that Barrier. He was the one
surviving Zug: he hinself was the nonster he had been sent to
kill.

Now, as his strength returned, he was aware of notion. The

host - body was being towed off out of the way, probably by a
robot. He waited, tensely, until the notion was arrested and
t he sounds of voices dimnished. It was evident that he had
been taken out of the great hall, into sonme smaller chamber.

He waited again, to make sure, but there was no further
novenent .

Ever since the host-body died, he had been injecting desic-
cants into it to harden it and nake it brittle along the center
line of the torso. Now he stretched hinself, applied pressure:
and the body split. Light came into his prison

For the first tine, he sawwith his own eyes; and he was
dazzl ed. The world was so nuch nore brilliant and beautifu
t han human senses coul d convey!

Now he saw that he was floating in a snmall, bare cubicle,
anong the corpses of dozens of greenskins.

Carefully he drew hinself out of the holl ow he had made in
the body of his host. He felt his linbs and wings stretching in
the air, hardening.

A fresh babbl e of voices came fromoutside the cubicle. He

gri pped the enpty host-body and drew it quickly to the back of
the room hiding it behind the other floating bodies. A nonment
|ater, there was a conmotion: a body crashed heavily into the
room followed by another. The first was babbling in a thin,
terrified voice, "No, no, no ..."

He risked a gl ance. A robot, as he watched, was affixing a
death collar to the scrawny neck of a technician. Its task done,
the robot turned and floated away. It was carrying a cluster of
the netal collars, which jangled faintly as it noved.

The technician, left behind, tugged vainly at his collar. Tears
glittered in the little man's eyes. Wth a choked sound, after a
nonment, he turned and foll owed the robot.



The being who called hinself Naismith waited grimy. Now

that the Shefthi and the greenskins were gone, the City's rulers
were evidently making sure of the technicians—perhaps of the
Entertainers as well. However that m ght be, Naisnmith waited
because he had to. -

During these first few mnutes, he was vul nerabl e and weak,
easy prey for any determ ned nan with a weapon.

At intervals, cautiously, he tested his wi ngs. The curved ribs
wer e hardening, the menbranes drying. He flexed his grasping
menbers, watching the arnored segnents slide in their casings.
Strength and al ertness began to flow into his body. Soon—

H s thoughts broke off abruptly as another robot entered the
chanmber. Naismith felt a tug, and saw the greenski nned bodi es
around hi m bob and wheel, as they followed the robot out into
the corridor.

Nai smith went al ong, caught in the same web of force. CQut-

side, he saw that his small group of bodies was being joined to
a much larger one. Al the greenskinned corpses, evidently,
wer e bei ng brought together for disposal. Naismth could have
broken free of fee weak attraction that held him but he ran

| ess chance of detection in staying where he was. Besides, if
his idea of bis whereabouts was correct, the processi on was
headed where he wanted to go.

O her groups of bodies were added as they went, but always
at the head of the procession, and it was not until they crossed
a large spherical hall that anyone noticed Naismth.

"Look—a Zug, isn't it?" an effete voice remarked. "How
frightening, even dead as it is!"

"Yes, and inmagine that we aren't even seeing its true form"™
anot her voice replied. The sound faded as the processi on noved
on. "If we had a viewer to look at it with— A pause. "But,
Wllot, what is a dead Zug doing here, in the New City?"

Nai smith waited no |longer. Wth a surge of his w ngs, he
was out of the cluster of bodies, darting straight across the hal
toward t he nearest doorway.

Shout s echoed behi nd himas he gathered speed. Ahead, a
little group of gorgeously dressed fat men bl undered squarely
into his path. He burst through themlike a rocket, sending
themflying with bruised |inbs and broken bones.

Then he was at the doorway, thinking his destination. He
dove through, into the workroons of the technicians.

Here everythi ng was confusi on—achi nes unattended and

adrift, unidentifiable instruments floating in clusters. A few
techni ci ans were visible, nost of themwearing the death
collars. O the few who were still w thout them one was being
pur sued, shrieking, by a robot.

The dimmenories of his last sleep were now clear. Nai-
smth remenbered stealing out of the cubicle, going to the



wor kr oons, capturing and subdui ng one of the technicians. He
had put a mnd helnet on the little man, had forced out of him
the one secret he wanted to know.

Now he headed directly for one small doorway, half-hidden
behi nd floating machi nes. He opened it with a thought, dived
in.

There was a gnonme before himin the narrow, blind tube. He

had the rear panel already open, and was fingering the controls.
He turned a snarling face as Naisnith entered; then his eyes

wi dened, his face pal ed.

Naismith killed himw th one bl ow, pushed his body aside,
and turned his attention to the control board.

Here, carefully conceal ed and guarded, was the centra
control systemfor all the automatic devices that nade life
possible in the City—air generators, synthesizers, automatic
weapons, robots.

Nai smith exam ned the control disks carefully. Sone had

the death synbol on them meaning their settings could not be
altered without killing the operator—an underling would have
to be sacrificed for each such adjustnment. These were the
controls for the force-fields which made up the walls of the
New City; the precaution was understandabl e

O hers, of a slightly different color, also bore the death
symbol, but in these cases it was a bluff, and Naisnmith touched
them wi thout hesitation. He turned off all the automatic
weapons in the Cty, neutralized the robots, and opened the

gat eways between the O d and New Cities. Then, working nore
slowy, he opened the panel and altered the thought signals
required to approach the control board. Now only he could

make any further changes in its settings.

He was hungry, so he made a light snack fromthe food he
found in the corridor. Then, at his |eisure, he went back the
way he had come and began the tour of the City.

Everywhere, the Lenlu Din gawked at himwi th pasty faces,

all silent, all shaking. Those nearest the doorways fled in a
pani ¢ when they saw himenter: the rest did not even try to
escape, but only hung where they were, passive, staring.

He paused to examine his reflection in the silvery disk of a
mrror. It was strange, and yet perfectly natural, to | ook at

hi nsel f and see this pale, unearthly figure, with its bl azing eyes
in the i nhuman mask of the face. He flexed his great arms, and

the smaller grasping nmenbers; then the tail, watching the
sharp sting energe.

He noved on, giving new orders to the robots as he went.
In the social roomhe canme upon a little group of fat nen
frantically at work upon an instrunment he recognized.

They scattered as he approached, and he read the nmessage
they had been trying to send into the past: " DANGER—



ONE ZUG ALI VE. DO NOT SEND SHEFTH." The
machi ne was gl owi ng, the message inconplete. He turned it
of f, and went on his way.

He was here, nothing they could do could alter that. That
had been obvious fromthe beginning: but let themtry.

The vast concourses and galleries of the New City absorbed

his attention; he was beginning to catal ogue the treasures of

his new domain, a task that woul d occupy many nonths. Yet

the silent throngs, the glittering color, the mles of records and
i nformation capsules, did not please himas they should. After
along tine he realized what the trouble was. It was the phan-

tom personality of the man, Naismith. It was oppressive, as if

he were wearing an invisible overcoat. Irritably he tried to

shrug it off, but it stayed.

Now t hat he was aware of it, the feeling was nore annoying

than ever. He stopped and floated still, appalled. Every thought,
every feeling that Naismth had had during the nonths their

m nds were |inked together was recorded in his brain. It was

not merely that he renenbered Naismith: he war Naisnith.

He was a menber of the race of conquerors; and he was al so

a man.

He nade a violent nmental effort to throw off that phantom

m nd, but the thing clung to himstubbornly, |ike the ghost of
an anputated linb. It was no use telling hinmself that Naismth
was dead. Naisnmith's ghost was in his m nd—o, not even a
ghost; his living personality.

He whirled in sudden anger, and the fat little people scat-
tered around him Wre these the rulers of Earth's ultinmate
City, the inheritors of four hundred thousand years of human
evol ution? These puffed little parasites, selfish, neurotic and
cruel ?

Their race produced sonme great nen, Naismith's voice said
soberly in his mnd

There are none anong these! he answered. Nor will they
ever produce any, if they live a mllion years.

Not under your rule.

And if | had left themto thensel ves, what then—waoul d
t hey have done any better?

No, there is no hope for them nor perhaps even for the
technicians. But there is hope for the Entertainers.

Pride stiffened his body. They are ny property.

They are human bei ngs.

I n doubt and confusion, he turned to the nearest robot, a

sar cophagus-shape with geometric figures inscribed in red on a

gold and silver ground. "Tell nme briefly, what is a human
bei ng?"



The robot whirred, humed. "A human being," it said, 'is

a potentiality."

After a nonment, he gestured. The robot bowed and drifted
away.

The Entertai ners deserve their chance, Naismth's voice said.
No.

He turned as another robot floated up: he recognized it as
one he had sent into the dd City on an errand

"Lord, | found no Masters alive, but | have taken eggs from
their bodies as you ordered. They are under the care of the
techni cians in the biological |aboratories."

He nade a sign of dismssal and the robot went away. He

went on with his tour of inspection. Everywhere, the eyes of
the little fat people stared at himin dull msery.

We to the vanqui shed, said a voice in his brain: was it -his
own, or Naismith's?

Wth a sense of panic, he discovered that he could not tel
the difference. The two were one.

He was all triunph and mastery; yet he was all conm sera-
tion, all regret.

Gve themtheir lives, and their chance, said the voice.
Wher e?
Where but on Earth?

Nai smith hung frozen for a nonent, renenbering the sea
of grass, under the cloud-dotted sky.

Alittle man in white drifted up. "Master, are there any
or ders?"

"Yes. Find me the Entertainers Liss and Rab." As the hunan
bobbed his head and darted off, Naismth beckoned the nearest
robot. "Bring me a vehicle."

Still, when the robot had gone, he hung in the air, oblivious
to the color and novenment around him astoni shed by the
purpose that was in his nmnd. Could a Zug feel this passion of
nmercy, and remain a Zug?

The robot cane first with the control box, then the Enter-
tai ners, looking frightened and desperate.

Nai smith took the control box. "Come near, and don't be
afraid,"” he said to the Entertainers. "W are going to Earth."

"To Earth? | don't understand," said Liss-Yani

"Are you going to exile us there?" Rab burst out. He turned



to the girl. "Let himdo it," he said fiercely. "It's better than
staying here to be food for him™"

Li ss-Yani's face paled. After a nmonment, she stepped nearer

and Rab foll owed. Naismith touched the controls. The bl ue-
tinted bubble of force sprang up around them the hall drifted
away. They passed through one partition, then another ... then
a third, and they were in space, under the cold majesty of the
stars.

They stood on the grassy plain just at dawn, when the

greeni sh-blue sky to eastward was lit with yellow fires al ong
t he horizon, and the sun bulged up red as a bl ood- orange above
t he nount ai ns.

Nai smith switched off the bubble. The two entertainers

| ooked at hi mw t hout expression, then turned and began to
wal k away through the wet grass. After a nonent they linked
hands.

"Wait," Naismth called after them They turned. "How far
does the influence of this machi ne extend?"

"About half a mile," the girl said dully.
"Then if | take it farther away than that—er, better, if |
renove it in time—you wll die?"

"You know we will."

"Then watch."” Naisnmith touched the controls, formng the
bubbl e. He depressed and rotated the time control gently.

The two silent figures vanished; the plain withed, darkened,

glowed with sunlight, darkened again. Touching it nore gently,
Nai smith turned the control the other way. The sane sequence

unrolled in reverse, like a filmstrip run backward.

The two figures appeared once nore, then a third—Naisnith
hi nsel f, w ngs busy as he hovered in air, his grasping nenbers
hol di ng t he machi ne.

Invisible in the bubble, he watched hinself | eave. He saw

the two Entertainers stiffen, saw themclutch each other. After
a nonent he saw them separate, open their eyes, |ook around

i n wonder.

Still he waited, until they dared to walk a few steps into the
grass, calling to each other, breathing deep. Dawn was diffus-
ing half the sky; across the plain, birdsong echoed.

Nai smith | owered the bubble, brought it into phase and
turned it off. The two hunmans did not even see him

"Li ss—Rab!" he cal | ed.

They turned, with incredul ous faces. "It didn't kill us!" said
Liss-Yani. "lIs this real ?"



"It is real,"” he told her
"But then— she whispered, and fell silent.
"They said that you Zugs made the illusion,"” said Rab

"They also told you we were hideous nonsters,” Naisnith

replied drily. "Wich is easier—to nmake an illusion you can see
wi th your own eyes, or to make one that can only be seen

t hrough a 'vi ewer'?"

They stared at him "This is your true forn®?" Liss-Yani
vent ur ed.

"It is ny only form™
"And all this is real?"

Nai smith did not reply. They were a pretty pair, he was

t hi nking, especially the female; it would be interesting to breed
t hem and see—He checked hinmsel f. Was that the Zug's thought,

or the man's?

It was neither, he realized, but a blend ... and how curious
to think that this detached pl easure, half cool, half warm was
possi bl e only to the nythol ogi cal creature he had becone. ..

"But why would they do this?" Rab asked.

"Tell me, when you left the Gty on their errands, did you
ever think of staying on Earth?"

"Yes, often,"” said Liss, her eyes glinting.
"Way didn't you do so?"

"I'f we had stayed in the past, that woul d have changed
hi story, changed the CGty-so it was inpossible—+t would have
pi nched out the |oop."

"And why didn't you settle here, in your own present?"

The two | ooked at each other. "Because they made us think
it was a wastel and,"” Rab sai d.

Nai smith inclined his head. "W will go back to the City
now," he said. "You will tell the other Entertainers, gather
themall together. I will give you vehicles, tools, records,
everyt hing you need. "

They came toward himslowy. "But why are you doing
thi s?" Liss asked.

"You woul d not understand,"” said Naismth.

In truth, he hardly understood hinself. But as he noved
through the glittering throng in the great hall, listening to the
nmusi ¢ and the voices, seeing the respectful |ooks on the faces
of the Lenlu Din when they glanced his way, it seened to
Nai smith that sonehow, through accident and willful ness, he



had woven hinsel f precisely and symetrically into the grand
desi gn.

Al ways, he thought, the universe tended to strike a bal ance
bet ween two excesses: long life and short, intelligence and
m ndl essness, nercy and cruelty. The tapestry unrolled, and
there was never an end to it.

"Lord," said a robot, drifting up, "the last of the Lenlu Din
are being processed now in the gold chanber. In one hour they
will all have been treated, as you ordered."

Nai smith dismssed it, and watched it fl oat anong the idle
pl easur e-seekers. He was pleasantly hungry; in half an hour it
would be tine to eat. After all, this way was best. In the old

days, a Zug woul d have | eaped upon his victimand devoured
it on the spot. Now ..

A few hundred yards away, fromthe m dst of a |arge group

he heard the screeching of the old wonan, the Hi ghborn
hysterical and angry as ever. O her voices were soothing her.
Al was normal, all was for the best in this best of worlds.

Nai smith drifted over; the gaily dressed little people parted
respectfully to et himthrough. Even the mad ol d woman
i nterrupted her screeching to bob her head.

"Hi ghborn," said Naismth, "have you forgotten that you
are about to retire for extended neditation?"

"I an? Am 1?" she said uncertainly. "Wen aml| goi ng?"

"Alnost i mediately,” Naismth told her gently, and beck-
oned to a passing robot. "Show the H ghborn to her chamnbers."

"But won't that be unpleasant?" she asked, letting herself be
| ed awnay.

"You will not mind it at all," Naismth prom sed her, and
floated off in another direction

Three fat little nen, arns linked, drifted across his path with
respectful glances. To them he was no nonster, but a revered
counsel l or and gui de. The absence of the Entertainers did not
stri ke them as odd: Drugged and hypnotized, they had forgotten
there had ever been such a caste, or any other state of things.

They were cattle.

Was this nercy? Then a Zug could be nerciful. Was it
cruelty? Then there was cruelty in a nman...

The gane, Naismth realized now, was not over. The pattern
was still unfolding, in this small and uni nportant corner of the
uni verse of stars.

Here, in the closed world of the City, he tasted triunmph—
domi nion was his. Yet it was good to know that down there on
Earth, the human species was still free, still evolving inits



pattern.

It was pleasant to think that in a thousand years, or ten

t housand, Zug and Man m ght neet again, and this tinme blend
their powers into sonething greater. It would take that |ong,
or longer; Naismth and his kind could afford to wait.

For CGod is not born in a day.



