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INTRODUCTION

Certain sciencefiction stories sland out in the mind from al others—hbrilliantly inventive stories, which
ether present anideafor thefirst timein fiction, or embody it more compactly and ingenioudy than has
ever been done before. High on the list of such storiesisone called "First Contact,” by Murray Leinger.
The plot of the story issmply this: two starships, one from Earth, the other dien, meet far out in space.
The captain of each ship redlizesthat he cannot trust the other, and dares not go home for fear of
revealing the location of his home planet to a possible destroyer. What can each do? The answer is
absorbing; | won't spail it for you.

It has been a pleasure to gather the storiesin thisbook in order to honor Murray Leingter and to illustrate
other aspects of the "first contact” situation. Two or three of these stories were published before ™ First
Contact"—in the case of the Wells story, forty-one years before. One or two deal with contacts that take
place, like Leingter's, in deep space; others are closer to home, and several (again including the Wells)
take place on our own Earth.

One of these, "Doomsday Deferred,” deserves specia mention becauseit isby Will F. Jenkins—and
"Murray Leingter” ishis pseudonym, the one he has been using to write superior sciencefiction since
1918.

DAMON KNIGHT

FIRST CONTACT



BY MURRAY LEINSTER

TOMMY DORT WENT into the captain’ sroom with hislast pair of stereophotos and said:
“I’'mthrough, sir. These are the last two pictures | can take.”

He handed over the photographs and looked with professiond interest a the visiplates which showed all
gpace outside the ship. Subdued, deep-red lighting indicated the controls and such instruments as the
quartermaster on duty needed for navigation of the spaceship Llanvabon. There was a deeply cushioned
control chair. There wasthelittle gadget of oddly angled mirrors—remote descendant of the back-view
mirrors of twentieth-century motorists—which dlowed aview of dl the vigplates without turning the
head. And there were the huge plates which were so much more satisfactory for adirect view of space.

The Llanvabon was along way from home. The plates, which showed every star of visua magnitude
and could be stepped up to any desired magnification, portrayed stars of every imaginable degree of
brilliance, in the startlingly different colorsthey show outside of atmosphere. But every onewas
unfamiliar. Only two congtellations could be recognized as seen from Earth, and they were shrunken and
distorted. The Milky Way seemed vaguely out of place. But even such oddities were minor compared to
adght intheforward plates.

Therewasavas, vast mistiness ahead. A luminous mist. It seemed motionless. It took along timefor
any gppreciable nearing to appear in the vision plates, though the spaceship’ s vel ocity indicator showed
an incredible speed. The mist wasthe Crab Nebula, six light-years long, three and a hdf light-years thick,
with outward-reaching membersthat in the telescopes of Earth gave it some resemblance to the creature
for which it was named. It was acloud of gas, infinitely tenuous, reaching haf again asfar asfrom Sol to
its nearest neighbor-sun. Deep within it burned two stars; a double star; one component the familiar
ydlow of the sun of Earth, the other an unholy white.

Tommy Dort said meditatively:
“WEe re heading into adeep, Sir?’

The skipper studied the last two plates of Tommy’ staking, and put them aside. He went back to his
uneasy contemplation of the vison plates ahead. The Llanvabon was decderating at full force. Shewas
abare hdf light-year from the nebula. Tommy’ swork was guiding the ship’s course, now, but the work
was done. During dl the stay of the exploring ship in the nebula, Tommy Dort would loaf. But he d more
than paid hisway so far.

He had just completed a quite unique firs—a compl ete photographic record of the movement of a
nebula during a period of four thousand years, taken by one individua with the same gpparatus and with
cdntrol exposuresto detect and record any systematic errors. It was an achievement in itsdf worth the
journey from Earth. But in addition, he had aso recorded four thousand years of the history of adouble
gar, and four thousand years of the history of astar in the act of degenerating into awhite dwarf.

It was not that Tommy Dort was four thousand years old. Hewas, actualy, in histwenties. But the Crab
Nebulaisfour thousand light-years from Earth, and the last two pictures had been taken by light which
would not reach Earth until the sixth millennium A.D. On theway here—at speedsincredible multiples of
the speed of light—Tommy Dort had recorded each aspect of the nebula by the light which had left it
from forty centuries since to abare six months ago.



The Llanvabon bored on through space. Slowly, dowly, dowly, the incredible luminosity crept across
the vision plates. It blotted out haf the universe from view. Before was glowing mist, and behind wasa
dtar-studded emptiness. The mist shut off three-fourths of al the stars. Some few of the brightest shone
dimly through it neer its edge, but only afew. Then there was only an irregularly shaped patch of
darkness astern againgt which stars shone unwinking. The Llanvabon dived into the nebula, and it
seemed asif it bored into atunne of darknesswith walls of shining fog.

Which was exactly what the spaceship was doing. The most distant photographs of al had disclosed
sructural featuresin the nebula. It was not amorphous. It had form. Asthe Llanvabon drew nearer,
indications of structure grew more distinct, and Tommy Dort had argued for a curved approach for
photographic reasons. So the spaceship had come up to the nebula on avast logarithmic curve, and
Tommy had been able to take successve photographs from dightly different angles and get stereopairs
which showed the nebulain three dimens ons, which disclosed billowings and hollows and an actudly
complicated shape. In places, the nebula displayed convolutions like those of ahuman brain. It wasinto
one of those hollows that the spaceship now plunged. They had been called “deeps’ by andogy with
crevassesin the ocean floor. And they promised to be useful.

The skipper relaxed. One of askipper’ s functions, nowadays, isto think of things to worry about, and
then to worry about them. The skipper of the LIanvabon was conscientious. Only after acertain
ingrument remained definitely nonregistering did he ease himsalf back in his seet.

“It wasjust hardly possible,” he said heavily, “that those deeps might be nonluminous gas. But they're
empty. So we' |l be ableto use overdrive aslong aswe rein them.”

It was alight-year-and-a-haf from the edge of the nebula to the neighborhood of the double star which
wasits heart. That was the problem. A nebulaisagas. It isso thin that acomet’stail issolid by
comparison, but a ship traveling on overdrive—above the speed of light does not want to hit even a
merely hard vacuum. It needs pure emptiness, such as exists between the stars. But the LIanvabon could
not do much in this expanse of mist if it was limited to speeds amerdy hard vacuum would permit.

The luminosity seemed to close in behind the spaceship, which dowed and dowed and dowed. The
overdrive went off with the sudden pinging sensation which goesdl over a person when the overdrive
fieldisreleased.

Then, dmost ingtantly, bells burst into clanging, strident uproar dl through the ship. Tommy was dmost
deafened by the darm bell which rang in the captain’ s room before the quarter master shut it off witha
flip of hishand. But other bells could be heard ringing throughout the rest of the ship, to be cut off as
automatic doors closed one by one.

Tommy Dort stared at the skipper. The skipper’ s hands clenched. He was up and staring over the
quartermaster’ s shoulder. Oneindicator was gpparently having convulsions. Others strained to record
their findings. A spot on the diffusedly bright mistiness of abowquartering visiplate grew brighter asthe
automatic scanner focused on it. That was the direction of the object which had sounded collison-aarm.
But the object locator itself—according to its reading, there was one solid object some eighty thousand
miles away—an object of no great sSize. But there was another object whose distance varied from
extreme range to zero, and whose size shared its impossible advance and retreet.

“Step up the scanner,” snapped the skipper.

The extra-bright spot on the scanner rolled outward, obliterating the undifferentiated image behind it.
Magnification increased. But nothing appeared. Absolutely nothing. Y et the radio locator inssted that
something. monstrous and invisible made lunatic dashes toward the LIanvabon, at speedswhich



inevitably implied collision, and then fled coyly away at the samerate.

The vigplate went up to maximum magnification. Still nothing. The skipper ground histeeth. Tommy Dort
sad meditatively:

“D’you know, dir, | saw something like thison aliner of the Earth—Mars run once, when we were being
located by another ship. Their locator beam was the same frequency as ours, and every timeit hit, it
registered like something monstrous, and solid.”

“That,” said the skipper savagely, “isjust what’' s happening now. There' s something like alocator beam
on us. We're getting that beam and our, own echo besides. But the other ship’sinvisblel Who is out
herein an invisible ship with locator devices? Not men, certainly!”

He pressed the button in his deeve communicator and snapped:
“Action gtations! Man dl wegpons! Condition of extreme dert in al departmentsimmediately!”

His hands closed and unclosed. He stared again at the visiplate, which showed nothing but aformless
brightness.

“Not men?” Tommy Dort straightened sharply. “Y ou mean—"

“How many solar systemsin our galaxy?’ demanded the skipper bitterly. “How many planetsfit for life?
And how many kinds of life could there be? If thisship isn’'t from Earth—and it isn’'t—it hasa crew that

isn't human. And thingsthat aren’t human but are up to thelevel of degp-space travel inther civilization

could mean anything!”

The skipper’ s hands were actudly shaking. He would not have talked so freely before a member of his
own crew, but Tommy Dort was of the observation staff. And even a skipper whose duties include
worrying may sometimes need desperately to unload hisworries. Sometimes, too, it helpsto think aoud.

“ Something like this has been talked about and speculated about for years,” he said soffly.
“Mathematically, it’s been an odds-on bet that somewherein our galaxy there' d be another race with, a
civilization equal to or further advanced than ours. Nobody could ever guess where -or when we' d meet
them. But it looks like we ve done it now!”

Tommy’seyeswere very bright.
“D’you supposethey’ll befriendly, Sr?’

The skipper glanced at the distance indicator. The phantom object still made itsinsane, nonexistent
swoops toward and away from the LIanvabon. The secondary indication of an object at eighty thousand
milesstirred ever so dightly.

“It'smoving,” he said curtly. “Heading for us. Just what we' d do if a strange spaceship appeared in our
hunting grounds! Friendly? Maybe! We re going to try to contact them. We haveto. But | suspect thisis
the end of this expedition. Thank God for the blasters!”

The blasters are those beams of ravening destruction which take care of reca citrant meteoritesin a
spaceship’ s course when the deflectors can’t handle them. They are not designed as weapons, but they
can serve as pretty good ones. They can go into action at five thousand miles, and draw on the entire
power output of awhole ship. With automatic aim and atraverse of five degrees, aship likethe
Llanvabon can come very closeto blasting ahole through asmall-szed asteroid which getsinitsway.
But not on overdrive, of course.



Tommy Dort had approached the bow-quartering visiplate. Now he jerked his head around.
“Blagters, Sr? What for?’
The skipper grimaced a the empty visplate.

“Because we don't know what they’relike and can’t take achance! | know!” he added bitterly. “We're
going to make contacts and try to find out al we can about them—especialy where they come from. |
suppose we' |l try to make friends—but we haven’t much chance. We can't trust them afraction of an
inch. We' daren't! They’ ve locators. Maybe they’ ve tracers better than any we have. Maybe they could
trace usall the way home without our knowing it! We can't risk anonhuman race knowing where Earth
isunlesswe re sure of them! And how can we be sure? They could cometo trade, of course—or they
could swoop down on overdrive with a battle fleet,that could wipe us out before we knew what
happened. We wouldn’t know which to expect, or when!”

Tommy’sface was Sartled.

“It'sal been thrashed out over and over, intheory,” said the skipper. “Nobody’ s ever been ableto find
asound answer, even on paper. But you know, in dl their theorizing, no one considered the crazy, rank
impossibility of adeep-space contact, with neither sde knowing the other’ s home world! But we' ve got
to find an answer in fact! What are we going to do about them? Maybe these creatures will be aesthetic
marvels, nice and friendly and polite—and, undernesth, with the snesking brutal ferocity of amugger. Or
maybe they’ll be crude and gruff as afarmer—and just as decent underneath. Maybe they’ re something
in between. But am | going to risk the possible future of the human race on aguessthat it's safe to trust
them? God knows it would be worthwhile to make friends with anew civilization! It would be bound to
gimulate our own, and maybe we' d gain enormoudy. But | can't take chances. The onething | won't
risk ishaving them know how to find Earth! Either | know they can't follow me, or 1 don’t go home!
And they’ll probably fed the same way!”

He pressed the deeve-communicator button again.

“Navigation officers, attention! Every star map on this ship isto be prepared for instant destruction. This
includes photographs and diagrams from which our course or starting point could be deduced. | want al
astronomica data gathered and arranged to be destroyed in a split second, on order. Makeit fast and

report when ready!”

He released the button. He looked suddenly old. The firgt contact of humanity with an dienracewasa
Stuation which had been foreseen in many fashions, but never one quite so hopeless of solution asthis. A
solitary Earth-ship and asolitary aien, meeting in anebulawhich must be remote from the home planet of
each. They might wish peace, but the line of conduct which best prepared atreacherous attack was just
the seeming of friendliness. Failure to be suspicious might doom the human race—and a peaceful
exchange of the fruits of civilization would be the greatest benefit imaginable. Any mistake would be
irreparable, but afailure to be on guard would be fatal.

The captain’ sroom was very, very quiet. The bowquartering visplate wasfilled with the image of avery
small section of the nebula. A very small section indeed. It was dl diffused, featurdess, luminous mist. But
suddenly Tommy Dort pointed.

“There, Sr!"

Therewasasmall shapeinthemist. It wasfar away. It was a black shape, not polished to
mirror-reflection like the hull of the Llanvabon. It was bulbous—roughly pear-shaped. There was much
thin luminosity between, and no details could be observed, but it was surely no natural object. Then



Tommy looked at the distance indicator and said quietly:

“It' sheaded for us at very high acceleration, sir. The odds are that they’ re thinking the same thing, i,
that neither of uswill darelet the other go home. Do you think they’ll try a contact with us, or let loose
with their wegpons as soon asthey’rein range?’

The Llanvabon was no longer in acrevasse of emptinessin the nebuld sthin substance. She swamin
luminescence. There were no stars save the two fierce glowsin the nebula s heart. There was nothing but
an dlenveoping light, curioudy like one simagining of underweter in thetropics of Earth.

The dien ship had made one sign of lessthan lethal intention. Asit drew near the Llanvabon, it
decelerated. The Llanvabon itself had advanced for ameeting and then come to adead stop. Its
movement had been arecognition of the nearness of the other ship. Its pausing was both afriendly sign
and a precaution againg attack. Relatively ill, it could swivel onits own axisto present the least target
to adashing assault, and it would have alonger firing-time than if the two shipsflashed past each other at
their combined speeds.

The moment of actua agpproach, however, was tensenessitsaf. The Llanvabon’s needle-pointed bow
amed unwaveringly at theaien bulk. A relay to the captain’ s room put akey under his hand which would
fire the blasters with maximum power. Tommy Dort watched, his brow wrinkled. The diensmust be of a
high degree of civilization if they had spaceships, and civilization does not develop without the
development of foresight. These diensmust recognize dl theimplications of thisfirst contact of two
civilized races asfully as did the humans on the LIanvabon.

The possibility of an enormous spurt in the development of both, by peaceful contact and exchange of
their separate technologies, would probably apped to them asto man. But when dissimilar human
cultures arein contact, one must usualy be subordinate or thereiswar. But subordination between races
arising on separate planets could not be peacefully arranged. Men, at least, would never consent to
subordination, nor wasit likely that any highly developed race would agree. The benefits to be derived
from commerce could never make up for a condition of inferiority. Some races—men, perhaps—would
prefer commerce to conquest. Perhaps—perhapsl—these diens would also. But some types even of
human beings would have craved for war. If the alien ship now gpproaching the Llanvabon returned to
its home base with news of humanity’ s existence and of shipslikethe Llanvabon, it would giveitsrace
the choice of trade or battle. They might want trade, or they might want war. But it takes two to make
trade, and only one to make war. They could not be sure of men’ s peacefulness, or could men be sure of
theirs. The only safety for either civilization would lie in the destruction of one or both of the two ships
here nad now.

But even victory would not be redlly enough. Men would need to know where thisdien race wasto be
found, for avoidance if not for battle. They would need to know its weapons, and its resources, and if it
could be amenace and how it could be eliminated in case of need. The dienswould fed the same
necessities concerning humanity.

So the skipper of the LIanvabon did not press the key which might possibly have blasted the other ship
tO nothingness. He dared not. But he dared not not fire either. Sweat came out on hisface.

A spesker muttered. Someone from the range room.
“The other ship’s stopped, sir. Quite dationary. Blasters are centered onit, Sir.”

It was an urging to fire. But the skipper shook his head to himsdlf. The dien ship was no more than
twenty milesaway. It was dead-black. Every bit of its exterior was an abysmal, nonreflecting sable. No
details could be seen except by minor variationsin its outline againgt the misty nebula.



“It'sstopped dead, Sir,” said another voice. “ They’ ve sent amodulated short wave at us, Sr. Frequency
modulated. Apparently asignal. Not enough power to do any harm.”

The skipper said though tight-locked teeth:

“They’ re doipg something now. There s movement on the outside of their hull. Watch what comes out.
Put the auxiliary blastersonit.”

Something smdl and round, came smoothly out of the oval outline of the black ship. The bulbous hulk
moved.

“Moving away, Sr,” said the speaker. “The object they let out is stationary in the place they’ veleft.”
Ancther voicecut in:

“Morefrequency modulated stuff, Sr. Uninteligible”

Tommy Dort’s eyes brightened. The skipper watched the visiplate, with sweat-droplets on hisforehead.

“Rather pretty, Sr,” said Tommy, meditatively. “If they sent anything toward us, it might seem aprojectile
or abomb. So they came close, let out alifeboat, and went away again. They figure we can send a boat
or aman to make contact without risking our ship. They must think pretty much aswe do.”

The skipper said, without moving his eyesfrom the plate:

“Mr. Dort, would you care to go out and look the thing over?| can’t order you, but | need al my
operating crew for emergencies. The observation staff—"

“Isexpendable. Very well, gr,” said Tommy briskly. “1 won't take alifeboat, Sr. Just asuit with adrive
init. It ssmaller and the arms and legs will look unsuitable for abomb. | think | should carry ascanner,
ar”

The dien ship continued to retreat. Forty, eighty, four hundred miles. It came to astop and hung there,
waiting. Climbing into his atomic-driven spacesuit just within the Llanvabon’ s air locks Tommy heard the
reports as they went over the speakers throughout the ship. That the other ship had stopped its retresat at
four hundred miles was encouraging. It. might not have wespons effective a a greater distance than that,
and so felt safe. But just as the thought formed itself in hismind, the dlien retrested precipitately ill
farther. Which, as Tommy reflected as he emerged from the lock, might be because the diens had
reglized they were giving themsalves away, or might be because they wanted to give the impression that
they had done so.

He sw6oped away from the silvery-mirror LIanvabon, through a brightly glowing emptinesswhich was
past any previous experience of the human race. Behind him, the LIanvabon swung about and darted
away. The skipper’ svoice camein Tommy’s hemet-phones.

“WEe re pulling back, too, Mr. Dort. Thereisabare possibility that they’ ve some explosive atomic
reaction they can’t use from their own ship, but which might be destructive even asfar asthis. We'll draw
back. Keep your scanner on the object.”

The reasoning was sound, if not very comforting. An explosive which would destroy anything within
twenty miles was theoreticaly possible, but humansdidn’'t have it yet. It was decidely safest for the
Llanvabon to draw back.

But Tommy Dort felt very lonely. He sped through emptiness toward the tiny black speck which hungin



incredible brightness. The LIanvabon vanished. Its polished hull would merge with the glowing mist a a
relaively short distance, anyhow. The dien ship was not visible to the naked eye, either. Tommy swamin
nothingness, four thousand light-years from home, toward atiny black spot which wasthe only solid
object to be seenin all of space.

It was adightly distorted, sphere, not much over six feet in diameter. It bounced away when Tommy
landed on it, feet first. There were small tentacles, or horns, which projected in every direction. They
looked rather like the detonating horns of a submarine mine, but there wasaglint of crysta at the tip-end
of each.

“I’'mhere” said Tommy into his helmet phone.

He caught hold of ahorn and drew himself to the object. It was dl metal, dead-black.- He could feel no
texture through his space gloves, of course, but he went over and over it, trying to discover its purpose.

“Deadlock, gr,” he said presently. “Nothing to report that the scanner hasn’'t shown you.”

Then, through his suit, hefdt vibrations. They trandated themsalves as clankings. A section of the
rounded hull of the object opened out. Two sections. He worked hisway around to look in and seethe
first nonhuman civilized beingsthat any man had ever looked upon.

But what he saw was smply aflat plate on which thin red glows crawled here and there in seeming
amlessness. His helmet phones emitted astartled exclamation. The skipper’ svoice:

“Very good, Mr. Dort. Fix your scanner to look into that plate. They dumped out arobot with an
infra-red visiplate for communication. Not risking any personnd. Whatever we might do would damage
only machinery. Maybe they expect usto bring it on board—and it may have abomb charge that can be
detonated when they’ re ready to start for home. I’ ll send a plate to face one of its scanners. Y ou return
to the ship.”

“Yes, gr,” sad Tommy. “But which way isthe ship, Sr?’

There were no gars. The nebula obscured them with itslight The only thing visible from the robot was the
double star at the nebula s center. Tommy was no longer oriented. He had but one reference point.

“Head gtraight away from the double star,” came the order in his hemet phone. “We' Il pick you up.”

He passed another lonely figure, alittle later, headed for the alien sphere with avision plate to set up. The
two spaceships, each knowing that it dared not risk its own race by the dightest lack of caution, would
communicate with each other through this small round robot. Their separate vision syssemswould enable
them to exchange dl the information they dared give, while they debated the most practical way of
making sure that their own civilization would not be endangered by thisfirst contact with another. The
truly most practica method would be the destruction of the other shipin a, swift and deadly attack in
sdf-defense.

- The Llanvabon, thereafter, was a ship in which there were two separate enterprises on hand at the
sametime. She had come out from Earth to make close-range observations on the smaler component of
the double star at the nebula s center. The nebulaitsaf was the result of the mogt titanic explosion of
which men have, any knowledge. The explosion took place sometimein the year 2946 B.C., before the
firgt of the seven cities of long-dead Ilium was even thought of. The light of that explosion reached Earth
intheyear 1054 A.D., and was duly recorded in ecclesiagtical anna's and somewhat more reliably by



Chinese court astronomers. It was bright enough to be seen in daylight for twenty-three successve days.
Its light—and it was four thousand light-years away—was brighter than that of Venus.

From these facts, astronomers could calculate nine hundred yearslater the violence of the detonation.
Matter blown away from the center of the explosion would have traveled outward at the rate of two
million, three hundred thousand miles an hour; more than thirty-eight thousand miles aminute; something
over six hundred thirty-eight miles per second. When twentieth-century tel escopes were turned upon the
scene of thisvast explosion, only adouble star remained—and the nebula. The brighter star of the
doublet was amost unique in having so high a surface temperature that it showed no spectrum lines at al.
It had a continuous spectrum. Sol’ s surface temperature is about 7,0000 Absolute. That of the hot white
star is 500,000 degrees. It has nearly the mass of the sun, but only onefifth its diameter, so that its
dendity is one hundred seventy-three timesthat of water, Sixteen timesthat of lead, and eight times that of
iridium—the heaviest substance known on Earth. But even this dengty is not that of adwarf white star
like the companion of Sirius. The white star in the Crab Nebulais an incomplete dwarf; itisagar dill in
the act of collgpsing. Examination—including the survey of afour-thousand-year column of itslight—was
worthwhile. The LIanvabon had come to make that examination. But the finding of an dien spaceship
upon asimilttr errand had implications which overshadowed the original purpose of the expedition.

A tiny bulbous robot floated in the tenuous nebular gas. The norma operating crew of the LIanvabon
stood at their posts with a sharp aertness which was productive of tense nerves. The observation staff
divided itsdlf, and a part went haf-heartedly about the making of the observationsfor which the
Llanvabon had come. The other haf gpplied itsdf to the problem the spaceship offered.

It represented a culture which was up to space travel on an interstellar scale. The explosion of amerefive
thousand years since must have blasted every trace of life out of existencein the areanow filled by the
nebula. So the diens of the black spaceship came from another solar system. Their trip must have been,
likethat of the Earth ship, for purdly scientific purposes. There was nothing to be extracted from the
nebula

They were, then, at least near the level of human civilization, which meant that they had or could develop
artsand articles of commerce which men would want to trade for, in friendship. But they would
necessarily redlize that the existence and civilization of humanity was a potentia menace to their own
race. The two races could be friends, but dso they could be deadly enemies. Each, even if unwillingly,
was a monstrous menace to the other. And the only safe-thing to do with amenace isto destroy it.

En the Crab Nebulathe problem was acute and immediate. The future relationship of the two races
whuld be settled here and now. If aprocess for friendship could be established, one race, otherwise
doomed, would survive and both would benefit unmensely. But that process had to be established, and
confidence built up, without the most minute risk of danger from treachery. Confidence would need to be
established upon afoundation of necessarily complete distrust. Neither dared return to its own base if the
other could do harmto itsrace. Neither dared risk any of the necessitiesto trust. The only safe thing for
either to do was destroy the other or be destroyed.

But even for war, more was needed than mere destruction of the other. With interstellar traffic, the dliens
must have atomic power and some form of overdrivo for travel above the speed of light. With radio
location and visiplates and short-wave communication they had, of course, many other devices. What
wegpons,did they have? How widdy extended was their culture? What were their resources? Could
there be a development of trade and friendship, or were the two races so unlike that only war could exist
between them? If peace was possible, how could it be begun?

The men on the Llanvabon needed facts—and so did the crew on the other ship. They must take back
every morsdl of information they could. The most important information of all would be of the location of



the other civilization, just in case of war. That one bit of infcirmation might be the decisive factor in an
interstellar war. But other facts would be enormoudy vauable.

Thetragic thing was that there could be no possible information which could lead to peace. Nether ship
could stake its own race’ s existence upon any conviction of the good will or the honor of the other.

So there was a strange truce between the two ships. The dien went about itswork of making
observations, as did the Llanvabon. Thistiny robot floated in bright emptiness. A scanner from the
Llanvabon was focussed upon avison plate from the dien. A scanner from the alien regarded avison
plate from the Llanvabon. Cornmunication began.

It progressed rapidly. Tommy Dort was one of those who made the first progress report. His specid task
on the expedition was over. He had now been assigned to work on the problem of communication with
the alien entities. He went with the ship’ s solitary psychologist to the captain’ s room to convey the news
of success. The captain’sroom, as usud, was aplace of silence and dull-red indicator lights and the great
bright visiplates on every wall and on the celling.

“WEe ve established fairly satisfactory communiceation, Sr,” said the psychologist. He looked tired. His
work on the trip was supposed to be that of measuring personal factors of error in the observation staff,
for the reduction of al observationsto the nearest possible decima to the absolute. Lie had been pressed
into service for which he was not especidly fitted, and it told upon him. “That is, we can say dmost
anything we wish to them,, and can understand what they say in return. But of course we don’t know
how much of what they say isthe truth.”

The skipper’ seyesturned to Tommy Dort.

“WEe ve hooked up some machinery,” said Tommy, “that amounts to amechanica trandator. We have
vision plates, of course, and then short-wave beams direct. They use frequency-modulation pluswhat is
probably variation in wave forms—like our vowel and consonant soundsin speech. We' ve never had
any use for anything like that before, so our coilswon’t handleit, but we ve developed asort of Code
which isn't the language of ether set of us. They shoot over short-wave stuff with frequency-modulation,
and we record it as sound. When we shoot it back, it’'s reconverted into frequency-modulation.”

The skipper said, frowning:
“Why wave-form changesin short waves? How doyou know?’

“We showed them our recorder in the vision plate; and they showed ustheirs. They record the frequency
modulaton direct. | think,” said Tommy carefully, “they don’t use sound at al, evenin speech. They’ve
set up acommunication room, and we' ve watched them in the act of communicating with us. They made
no perceptible movement of anything that corresponds to a speech organ. Instead of amicrophone, they
samply stand near something that would work as a pick-up antenna. My guess, §ir, isthat they use
microwaves for what you might cal person-to-person conversation. | think they make short-wave trains
aswe make sounds.”

The skipper stared a him:
“That meansthey have telepathy?’

“M-m-m. Yes, gr,” said Tommy. “Also it means that we have tel epathy too, asfar asthey are
concerned. They're probably deaf. They’ ve certainly no idea of using sound wavesin air for
communication. They smply don’t use noises for any purpose.”



The skipper stored the information away.
“What els=?’

“Wadll, gr,” said Tommy doubtfully, “I think we' redl set. We agreed on arbitrary symbolsfor objects,
ar, by theway of the visiplates, and worked out relationships and verbs and so on with diagrams and
pictures. We ve a couple of thousand words that have mutual meanings. We set up an anayzer to sort
out their shortwave groups, which we feed into a decoding machine. And then the coding end of the
machine picks out recordings to make the wave groups we want to send back. When you' re ready to
talk to the skipper of the other ship, gir, | think we' re ready.”

“H-m-m. What' s your impression of their psychology?’ The skipper asked the question of the
psychologist.

“I don’'t know, gr,” said the psychologist harassedly. “They seem to be completely direct. But they
haven't let dip even ahint of the tensenesswe know exists. They act asif - they were smply settingup a
means of communication for friendly conversation. But thereis.. . wel . . . an overtone—"

The piychologist was agood man at psychologica mensuration, which isagood and useful field. But he
was not equipped to analyze a completely dien thought pattern.

“If I may say S0, Sr—" said Tommy uncomfortably.
“What?’

“They’ re oxygen brothers” said Tommy, “and they’ re not too dissmilar to usin other ways. It seemsto
me, gir, that parallel evolution has been at work. Perhaps intelligence evolvesin pardld lines, just aswell
. . . basic bodily functions. | mean,” he added conscientioudy, “any living being of any sort must ingest,
metabolize, and excrete. Perhgps any intelligent brain must perceive, gpperceive, and find a persona
reaction. Fm sure |’ ve detected irony. That implies humor, too. In short, gir, | think they could be
likeble”

The skipper heaved himself to hisfeet.
“H-m-m,” he said profoundly, “we' Il see what they havetosay.” . . -

He walked to the communications room. The scanner for the vison plate in the robot was in readiness.
The skipper walked in front of it. Tommy Dort sat down at the coding machine and tapped at the keys.
Highly improbable noises came from it, went into a microphone, and governed the frequency-modulation
of asigna sent through space to the other spaceship. Almost instantly the vision- screen which with one
relay—in the robot— showed the interior of the other ship lighted up. An dien came before the scanner
and seemed to look inquisitively out of the plate. He was extraordinarily manlike, but he was not human.
Theimpression he gave was of extreme bal dness and a somehow humorous frankness.

“I"d liketo say,” said the skipper heavily, “the gppropriate things about thisfirst contact of two dissmilar
civilized races, and of my hopesthat afriendly intercourse between the two peopleswill result.”

Tommy Dort hesitated. Then he shrugged and tapped expertly upon the coder. More improbable noises.

The dien skipper seemed to receive the message. He made a gesture which was wryly assenting. The
decoder on the Llanvabon hummed to itself and word-cards dropped into the message frame. Tommy
sad digpassionately:

“Hesays, gr, ‘That isdl very well, but isthere any way for usto let each other go home dive? | would



be happy to hear of such away if you can contriveit. At the moment it ssemsto methat one of us must
bekilled.”

The atmoaphere was of confusion. There were too many questions to be answered al at once. Nobody
could answer any of them. And al of them had to be answered.

The Llanvabon could start for home. The dien ship might or might not be able to multiply the speed of
light by one more unit than the Earth vessdl. If it could, the Llanvabon would get close enough to Earth
to reved its dedtination—and then have to fight. It might or might not win. Evenif it did win, the diens
might have acommunication system by which the LIanvabon’ s destination might have been reported to
thediens home planet before battle wasjoined. But the Llanvabon might losein such afight. If she
were to be destroyed, it would be better to be destroyed here, without giving any clue to where human
beings might be found by aforewarned, forearmed dien battle fleet.

The black ship wasin exactly the same predicament. It too, could start for home. But the LIanvabon
might be faster, and an overdrivefield can betrailed, if you set to work on it soon enough. The aiens,
aso, would not know whether the LIanvabon could report to its home base without returning. If the dien
wereto be destroyed, it dso would prefer to fight it out here, so that it could not lead a probably enemy
toitsown civilization.

Neither ship, then, could think of flight. The course of the LIanvabon into the nebula might be known to
the black ship, but it had been the end of alogarithmic curve, and the diens could not know its
properties. They could not tell from that from what direction the Earth ship had started. Asof the
moment, then, the two ships were even. But the question was and remained, “What now?’

There was no specific answer. The dienstraded information for information—and did not dwaysredize
what information they gave. The humanstraded information for information—and Tommy Dort swested
blood in hisanxiety not to give any clue to the whereabouts of Earth.

Thediens saw by infrared light, and the vision plates and scannersin the robot communi cation-exchange
had to adapt their respective images up and down an optica octave each, for them to have any meaning
at dl. 1t did not occur to the diensthat their eyesight told that their sun was ared dwarf, yielding light of
greatest energy just below the part of the spectrum visible to human eyes. But after that fact was redized
onthe Llanvabon, it was redlized that the dliens, also, should be able to deduce the Sun’ s spectral type
by the light to which men’ s eyes were best adapted.

There was agadget for the recording of short-wave trains which was as casudly in use among the aliens
as asound-recorder isamong men. The humans wanted that badly. And the aiens were fascinated by the
mystery of sound. They were able to perceive noise, of course, just asaman’s pam will perceive
infrared light by the sensation of hest it produces, but they could no more differentiate pitch or
tone-quality than ahuman is able to distinguish between two frequencies of heatradiation even haf an
octave gpart. To them, the human science of sound was aremarkable discovery. They would find uses
for noises which humans had never imagined—if they lived.

But that was another question. Neither ship could leave without first destroying the other. But while the
flood of information wasin passage, neither ship could afford to destroy the other. There was the matter
of the outer coloring of the two ships. The LIanvabon was mirror-bright exteriorly. The dien ship was
dead-black by visblelight. It absorbed hest - to perfection, and should radiate it away again asreadily.
But it did not. The black coating was not a*“black body” color or lack of color. It was a perfect reflector
of certain infrared wave lengths while smultaneoudly it fluoresced in just those wave bands. In practice, it
absorbed the higher frequencies of heat, converted them to lower frequenciesit did not radiate—and
stayed at the desired temperature even in empty space.



Tommy Dort labored over histask of communications He found the aien thought-processes not so dien
that he could not follow them. The discussion of technics reached the matter of interstellar navigation. A
star map was needed to illustrate the process. It would not have been logical to use astar map from the
chart room—but from a star map one could guess the point from which the map was projected. Tommy
had a map made specidly, with imaginary but convincing star images upon it. He trandated directions for
its use by the coder and decoder. In return, the aliens presented a star map of their own before the
visgplate. Copied ingtantly by photograph, the Navy officers labored over it, trying to figure out from what
spot in the gdlaxy the stars and Milky Way would show at such an angle. It baffled them.

It was Tommy who redlized findly that the aliens had made aspecia star map for their demonstration
too, and that it was aniirror-image of the faked map Tommy had shown them previoudly.

Tommy could grin, at that. He began to like these dliens. They were not humans, but they had avery
human sense of the ridiculous. In course of time Tommy essayed amild joke. It had to be trandated into
code numerds, these into quite cryptic groups of short-wave, frequency-modulated impul ses, and these
went to the other ship and into heaven knew what to become inteffigible. A joke which went through
such formalities, would not seem likely to be funny. But the dlien did see the point.

There was one of the aliensto whom communication became as norma afunction as Tommy’sown
codehandlings. The two of them devel oped a quite insane friendship, conversing by coder, decoder, and
shortwave trains. When technicditiesin the officid messages grew too involved, that alien sometimes
threw in gtrictly nontechnical interpolations akin to dang. Often, they cleared up the confusion. Tommy,
for no reason whatever, had filed a code-name of “Buck” which the decoder picked out regularly when
this particular one sgned his own symbol to the message.

In the third week of communication, the decoder suddenly presented Tommy with amessagein the
message frame:

You areagood guy. It istoo bad we have to kill each other.
BUCK.

Tommy had been thinking much the same thing. He tapped off the rueful reply:

We can't see any way out of it. Can you?

There was a pause, and the message framefilled up again:

If we could believe each other, yes. Our skipper would likeit. But we can't believe you, and you can’t
believe us. We' d trail you home if we got achance, and you' d trail us. But we fed sorry about it.

BUCK.



Tommy Dort took the messages to the skipper.
“Lookhere, Sir!” he said urgently. “ These people are dmost human, and they’ re likable cusses.”

The skipper was busy about hisimportant task of thinking things to worry about, and worrying about
them. He said tiredly:

“They’'re oxygen breathers. Their air is twenty-eight percent oxygen instead of twenty, but they could do
very well on Earth. It would be a highly desirable conquest for them. And we still don’t know what
wegponsthey’ ve got or what they can develop. Would you tell them how to find Earth?’

“N-no,” said Tommy, unhappily.

“They probably fed the sameway,” said the skipper dryly. “And if we did manage to make afriendly
contact, how long would it stay friendly? If their weapons were inferior to ours, they’ d fed that for their
own safety they had to improve them. And we, knowing they were planning to revolt, would crush them
while we could—for our own safety! If it happened to be the other way about, they’ d have to smash us
before we could catch up to them.”

Tommy was slent, but he moved restlesdly.

“If we smash thisblack ship and get home,” said the skipper, “ Earth Government will be annoyed if we
don't tell them where it came from. But what can we do? We' Il be lucky enough to get back aive with
our warning. It isn't possible to get out of those creatures any more information than we give them, and
we surely won't give them our address! We' ve run into them by accident. Maybe if we smash thisship
there won’t be another contact for thousands of years. And it’s a pity, because trade could mean so
much! But it takes two to make a peace, and we can’t risk trusting them. The only answer isto kill them
if we can, and if we can't, to make sure that when they kill usthey’ll find out nothing that will lead themto
Earth. | don't likeit,” added the skipper tiredly, “but there smply isn’'t anything else to do!”

Onthe Llanvabon, the techniciansworked frantically in two divisons. One prepared for victory, and the
other for defest. The onesworking for victory could do little. The main blasters were the only wespons
with any promise. Their mountings were cautioudy dtered so that they were no longer fixed nearly dead
ahead, with only a5’ traverse. Electronic controls which followed aradio-locator master-finder would
keep them trained with absolute precision upon agiven target regardless of its maneuverings. More, a
hitherto unsung geniusin the engine room devised a capacity-storage system by which the normal
full-output of the ship’s engines could be momentarily accumulated and released in surges of stored
power far above normal. In theory, the range of the blasters should be multiplied and their destructive
power considerably stepped up. But there was not much more that could be done.

The defeat crew had more leeway. Star charts, navigationd instruments carrying telltale notations, the
photographic record Tommy Dort had made on the sixmonths' journey from Earth, and every other
memorandum offering cluesto Earth’ s position, were prepared for destruction. They were put in sealed
files, and if any one of them was opened by one who did not know the exact, complicated process, the
contents of dl thefileswould flash into ashes and the ash be churned past any hope of restoration. Of
coursg, if the Llanvabon should be victorious, a carefully not-indicated method of reopening themin
safety would remain.

There were atomic bombs placed al over the hull of the ship. If its human crew should be killed without
complete destruction of the ship, the atomic-power bombs should detonate if the Llanvabon was
brought alongside the dien vessal. There were no ready-made atomic bombs on board, but there were



smdll spare atomic-power units on board. It was not hard to trick them so that when they were turned
on, ingtead of yielding asmooth flow of power they would explode. And four men of the Earth-ship’s
crew remained alwaysin spacesuits with closed helmets, to fight the ship should it be punctured in many
compartments by an unwarned attack. -

Such an attack, however, would not be treacherous. The dien skipper had spoken frankly. His manner
wasthat of one who wryly admits the uselessness of lies. The skipper of the LIanvabon, in turn, heavily
admitted the virtue of frankness. Each ing sted—perhaps truthfully—that he wished for friendship
between the two races. But neither could trust the other not to make every conceivable effort to find out
the one thing he needed most desperately to conceal—the location of his home planet. And neither dared
believe that the other was unableto trail him and find out. Because each fdt it his own duty to accomplish
that unbearable—to the other—act, neither could risk the possible existence of hisrace by trusting the
other. They must fight because they could not do anything else.

They could raise the stakes of the battle by an exchange of information beforehand. But there was alimit,
to the stake either would put up. No information on wesapons, population, or resources would be given
by either. Not even the distance of their home bases from the Crab Nebulawould betold. They
exchanged information, to be sure, but they knew abattle to the death must follow, and each stroveto
represent his own civilization as powerful enough to give pauseto the other’ sideas of possible
conquest—and thereby increased its appearance of menace to the other, and made battle more
unavoidable.

It was curious how completely such dien brains could mesh, however. Tommy Dort, swesting over the
coding and decoding machines, found a persona equation emerging from the at first stilted arrays of
word cards which arranged themselves. He had seen the diens only in the vision screen, and then only in
light at least one octave removed from the light they saw by. They, in turn, saw him very strangdly, by
trangposed illumination from what to them would be the far ultraviolet. But their brainsworked dike.
Amazingly dike. Tommy Dort felt an actud sympathy and even something closeto friendship for the
gill-breathing, bald, and dryly ironic creatures of the black space vessd.

Because of that menta kinship he set up—though hopelesdy—a sort of table of the aspects of the
problem before them. He did not believe that the aliens had any ingtinctive desire to destroy man. In fact,
the study of communications from the diens had produced on the Llanvabon afeding of tolerance not
unlike that between enemy soldiers during atruce on Earth. The men felt no enmity, and probably neither
did theadiens. But they had to kill or bekilled for Strictly logical reasons.

Tommy’ stable was specific. He made alist of objectivesthe men must try to achieve, in the order of
their importance. Thefirst wasthe carrying back of news of the existence of the dien culture. The second
wasthelocation of that dien culturein the gaaxy. Thethird wasthe carrying back of as much information
as possible about that culture. The third was being worked on, but the second was probably impossible.
The firs—and al—would depend on the-result of the fight which must take place.

Thediens objectiveswould, be exactly smilar, so that the men must prevent, first, news of the existence
of Earth’s culture from being taken back by the dliens, second, alien discovery of the location of Earth,
and third, the acquiring by the diens of information which would help them or encourage them to attack
humanity. And again the third wasin train, and the second was probably taken care of, and the first must
awalit the battie,

There was no possible way to avoid the grim necessity of the destruction of the black ship. The diens
would see no solution to their problems but the destruction of the Llanvabon. But Tommy Dort,
regarding histabulation ruefully, redized that even complete victory would not be a perfect solution. The
ideal would befor the LIanvabon to take back the dien ship for study. Nothing lesswould bea



complete attainment of the third objective. But Tommy realized that he hated the idea of so completea
victory, even if it could be accomplished. He would hate the idea of killing even non-human creatures
who understood a human fitting out afleet of fighting shipsto destroy an alien culture becauseits
existence was dangerous. The pure accident of this encounter, between peopleswho could like each
other, had created a Stuation which could only result in wholesae destruction.

Tommy Dort soured on his own brain which could find no answer which would work. But there had to
be an answer! The gamble wastoo big! It was too absurd that two spaceships should fight—neither one
primarily designed for fighting—so that the survivor could carry back news which would set oneraceto
frenzied preparation for war againgt the unwarned other.

If both races could be warned, though, and each knew that the other did not want to fight, and if they
could communicate with each other but not locate each other until some grounds for mutual trust could be
reached.

It wasimpossible. It was chimerical. It was aday-dream. It was nonsense. But it was such luring
nonsense that Tommy Dort ruefully put it into the coder to his gillbreathing friend Buck, then some
hundred thousand miles off in the misty brightness of the nebula

“Sure,” said Buck, in the decoder’ sword-cards flicking into space in the message frame. “That isa
gooddream. Buit | likeyou and sill won't believe you. If | said that first, you would like me but not
believe me, ether. | tell you the truth more than you bdlieve, and maybe you tell me the truth more than |
believe. But thereisno way to know. | am sorry.”

Tommy Dort stared gloomily at the message. He felt avery horrible sense of responsbility. Everyonedid,
on the Llanvabon. If they failed in this encounter, the human race would run avery good chance of being
exterminated in time to come. If they succeeded, the race of the alienswould be the oneto face
destruction, most likely. Millions or billions of lives hung upon the actions of afew men.

Then Tommy Dort saw the answer.

It would be amazingly smple, if it worked. At worst it might give apartid victory to humanity and the
Llanvabon. He sat quite till, not daring to move lest he bresk the chain of thought that followed the first
tenuousidea. He went over and over it,excitedly finding objections here and meeting them, and
overcoming impossibilitiesthere. It wasthe answer! He felt sure of it.

Hefet dmogt dizzy with relief when he found hisway to the captain’s room and asked |leave to spesk.

it isthe function of a skipper, anong others, to find things to worry about. But the LIanvabon’s skipper
did not have to look. In the three weeks and four days since the first contact with the dien black ship, the
skipper’ s face had grown lined, and old. He had not only the LIanvabon to worry about. He had all of
humenity.

“Sir,” saidd Tommy Dort, his mouth rather dry because of his enormous earnestness, “may | offer a
method of attack on the black ship?I’ll undertake it myself, Sir, and if it doesn’t work our ship won't be
weskened.”

The skipper looked at him unseaingly.

“Thetacticsare dl worked out, Mr. Dort,” -he said heavily. “They’ re being cut on tape now, for the
ship’shandling. it’ saterrible gamble, but it hasto be done.”

“I think,” said Tommy carefully, “I’ ve worked out away to take the gamble out. Suppose, sir, we send a



message to the other ship, offering—"

Hisvoice went on in the utterly quiet captain’sroom, with the visiplates showing only avast mistiness
outside and the two fiercdy burning starsin the nebula’ s heart.

The skipper himsdlf went through the air lock with Tommy. For one reason, the action Tommy had
suggested would need his authority behind it. For another, the skipper had worried more intensaly than
anybody else on the Llanvabon, and he wastired of it. If he went with Tommy, he would do the thing
himsdlf, and if hefailed he would be the first one killed—and the tape for the Earth-ship’s maneuvering
was aready fed into the control board and correlated with the master-timer. If Tommy and the skipper
werekilled, asingle control pushed home would throw the LIanvabon into the most furious possible
all-out attack, which would end in the complete destruction of one ship or the other—or both. So the
skipper was not deserting his post.

The outer air lock door siwung wide. It opened upon that shining emptiness which was the nebula.
Twenty. milesaway, the little round robot hung in space, drifting in an incredible orbit about the twin
centra suhs, and floating ever nearer and nearer. It would never reach either of them, of course. The
white star done was so much hotter than Earth’s sun that its heat-effect would produce Earth’s
temperature on an object five times asfar from it as Neptuneisfrom Sol. Even removed to the distance
of Pluto, thelittle robot would be raised to, cherry-red heat by the blazing white dwarf. And it could not
possibly approach to the ninety-odd millions mileswhich isthe Earth’ s distance from the sun. So nesr, its
metal would melt and boil away as vapor. But, haf alight-year out, the bulbous object bobbed in
emptiness.

The two spacesuited figures soared away from the LIanvabon. The smal atomic drives which made then
minute spaceships on their own had been subtly altered, but the change did not mterfere with their
funotioning They headed for the communication robot. The skipper, out in space, said gruffly:

“Mr Dort, dl my lifel havelonged for adventure. Thisisthefirst time could ever judtify it to mysdf.”
His voice came through Tommy’ s space-phone recelvers. Tommy wet hislipsand said:

“It doesn’'t seem like adventure to me, Sir. | want terribly for the plan to go through. | thought adventure
waswhen you didn't care?

“Oh, no,” said the skipper. “ Adventure is when you toss your life on the scales of chance and wait for the
pointer to stop.”

They reached the round object. They clung to its short, scanner-tipped horns.

“Intelligent, those creatures,” said the skipper heavily. “ They must want desperately to see more of our
ship than the communication room, to agree to this exchange of vists before the fight.”

“Yes, gr,” said Tommy. But privately, he suspected that Buck—his gill-breathing friend—would like to
see himin the flesh before one or both of them died. And it seemed to him that between the two ships
had grown up an odd tradition o~ courtesy, like that between two ancient knights before atourney, when
they admired each other wholeheartedly before hacking at each other with al the contents of thelr
respective amories,

They waited.

Then, out of the mist, came two other figures. The alien spacesuits were also power-driven. The diens



themsalves were shorter than men, and their helmet openings were coated with afiltering materia to cut
off visible and ultraviolet rays which to them would be lethd. It was not possible to see more than the
outline of the heedswithin.

Tommy’ s hemet phone said, from the communication room on the Llanvabon:
“They say that their shipiswaiting for you, sir. The air lock door will be open.”
The skipper’ svoice sad heavily:

“Mr. Dort, have you seen their space suits before? If so, are you sure they’ re not carrying anything extra,
such as bombs?’

“Yes, gr,” said Tommy. “We ve showed each other our space equipment. They’ ve nothing but regular
Suff inview, gr.”

The skipper made agesture to. the two diens. He and Tommy Dart plunged on for the black vessdl.
They could not make out the ship very clearly with the naked eye, but directions for change of course
came from the communication room.

The black ship loomed up. It was huge, aslong asthe Llanvabon and vastly thicker. Theair lock did
stand open. The two spacesuited men moved in and anchored themseal ves with magnetic-soled boots.
The outer door closed. Therewasarush of ar and smultaneoudy the sharp quick tug of artificia gravity.
Then the inner door opened.

All was darkness. Tommy switched on hishemet light at the same ingtant as the skipper. Sincethe diens
saw by infrared, awhite light would have been intolerable to them. The men’shemet lightswere,
therefore, of the degp-red tint used to illuminate instrument panels so there will be no dazzling of eyesthat
must be able to detect the minutest speck of white light on anavigating vison plate. Therewere diens
waiting to receive them. They blinked at the brightness of the helmet lights. The space-phone receivers
sadin Tommy'sear:

“They say, g, their skipper iswaiting for you.”

Tommy and the skipper werein along corridor with a soft flooring underfoot. Ther lights showed detalls
of which every onewas exatic.

“I think I'll crack my helmet, Sir,” said Tommy.

Hedid. Thear wasgood. By andysisit was thirty percent oxygen instead of twenty for norma air on
Earth, but the pressurewas less. It fdt just right. The artificid gravity, too, was less than that maintained
on the Llanvabon. The home planet of the dienswould be smaler than Earth, and by the infrared data
circling closeto anearly dead, dull-red sun. The air had smellsinit. They were utterly strange, but not
unpleasant.

An arched opening. A ramp with the same soft stuff underfoot. Lights which actudly shed adim, dull-red
glow about. The diens had stepped up some of their illuminating equipment as an act of courtesy. The
light might hurt their eyes, but it was agesture of consideration which made Tommy even more anxious
for his plan to go through.

The dien skipper faced thent with what seemed to Tommy a gesture of wryly humorous deprecation. The
helmet phones said:

“Hesays, gr, that he greets you with pleasure, but he has been able to think of only one way in which the



problem created by the meeting of these two ships can be solved.”
“Hemeansafight,” said the skipper. “Tdl him I’m hereto offer another choice.”

The Llanvabon’s skipper and the skipper of the dien ship were face to face, but their communication
waswaeirdly indirect. The diens used no sound in communication. Thelr tak, in fact, took place on,
microwaves and approximated telepathy. But they could not hear, in any ordinary sense of the word, so
the skipper’ sand Tommy’ s speech approached tel epathy, too, asfar asthey were concerned. When the
skipper spoke, his space phone sent hiswords back to the Llanvabon, where the words were fed into
the coder and short-wave equivalents sent back to the black ship. The dien skipper’sreply went to the
Llanvabon and through the decoder, and was retransmitted by space phonein words read from the
message frame. It was awkward, but it worked.

The short and stocky dien skipper paused. The helmet phonesrelayed histrandated, soundlessreply.
“Heisanxiousto hear, sr.”
The skipper took off his hedmet. He put hishands at hisbelt in abelligerent pose.

“Look here!” he said truculently to the bald, strange creature in the unearthly red glow before him. “It
looks like we have to fight and one batch of us get killed. We reready to do it if we haveto. But if you
win, we' vegot it fixed so you'll never find out where Earth is, and there sagood chance we' Il get you
anyhow! Il wewin, wée ll bein the samefix. And if we win and go back home, our government will fit out
afleet and start hunting your planet. And if wefind it we'll beready to blast it to hell! If you win, the
same thing will happento usl Andit'sall foolishness! WEe ve stayed here amonth, and we' ve swapped
information, and we don't hate each other. There' s no reason for usto fight except for the rest of our
respective races!”

The skipper stopped for breath, scowling. Tommy Dort inconspicuoudy put his own hand on the belt of
his spacesuit. He waited, hoping desperately that the trick would work.

“Hesays, gr,” reported the helmet phones, “that dl you say istrue. But that his race has to be protected,
just asyoufed that yoursmust be.” “Naturaly,” said the skipper angrily, “but the sensblethingtodois
to figure out how to protect it! Putting itsfuture up asagamblein afight isnot sensible. Our races have
to be warned of each other’ sexistence. That' strue. But each should have proof that the other doesn’t
want to fight, but wantsto be friendly. And we shouldn’t be able to find each other, but we should be
able to communi cate with each other to work out grounds for acommon trust. If our governments want
to befoals, let them! But we should give them the chance to make friends, instead of starting a space
waxout of mutud funk!”

Briefly, the space phone said: - --

“He saysthat the difficulty isthat of trusting each other now. With the possible existence of hisrace at
stake, he cannot take any chance, and neither can you, of yielding ari advantage.”

“But my race,” boomed the skipper, glaring at the dlien captain, “my race has an advantage now. We
came here to your ship in atom-powered spacesuits! Before we left, we altered the drives! We can set
off ten pounds of sensitized fud gpiece, right herein thisship, or it can be set off by remote control from
our ship! It will be rather remarkableif your fudl store doesn’t blow up with us! In other words, if you
don’t accept my proposal for acommonsense gpproach to this predicament, Dort and | blow up inan
atomic explosion, and your ship will bewrecked if not destroyed—and the LIanvahon will be attacking
with everything it’s got within two seconds after the blast goes off!"



The captain’ sroom of the alien ship was asirange scene, with its dull-red illumihation and the strange,
bald, gill-breathing diens watching the skipper and waiting for the inaudible trandation of the harangue
they could not hear. But asudden tensity appeared intheair. A sharp, savage fedling of strain. Thedien
skipper made agesture. The helmet phones hummed.

“Hesays, S, what is your proposa ?’-

“Swap ships!” roared the skipper. “ Swap ships and go on home! We can fix our instruments so they’ Il
do no trailing, he can do the same with his. We'll each remove out star maps and records. W€ ll each
dismantle our wegpons. Theair will serve, and we' |l take their ship and they’ |l take ours, and neither one
can harm or trail the other, and each will carry home more information than can be taken otherwise! We
can agree on this same Crab Nebula as a rendezvous when the double star has made another circuit, and
if our people want to meet them they can do it, and if they are scared they can duck it! That'smy
proposa! And he'll takeit, or Dort and | blow up their ship and the Llanvabon blasts what’ s [ft!”

He glared about him while he waited for the trandation to reach the tense small stocky figures about him.
He could tell when it came - because the tenseness changed. The figures stirred. They made gestures.
One of them made convulsive movements. It lay down on the soft floor and kicked. Othersleaned
agang itswalls and shook.

Thevoicein Tommy Dort’s helmet phones had been strictly crigp and professional, before, but now it
sounded blankly amazed.

“Hesays, gr, that it isagood joke. Because the two crew members he sent to our ship, and that you
passed on the way, have their spacesuits stuffed with atomic explosivestoo, sir, and he intended to make
the very same offer and threat! Of course he accepts, Sir. Y our ship isworth more to him than hisown,
and hisisworth more to you than the Llanvabon. It appears, sir, to be aded.”

Then Tommy Dort redlized what the convulsve movements of the dienswere. They were laughter.

~It wasn't quite as Smple as the skipper had outlined it. The actua working-out of the proposal was
complicated. For three daysthe crews of the two ships were intermingled, the dienslearning the
workings of the LIanvabon’s engines, and the men learning the controls of the black spaceship. It wasa
good joke—but it wasn't al ajoke. There were men on the black ship, and aliens on the LIanvabon,
ready at an ingtant’ s notice to blow up the vessalsin question. And they would have doneit in case of
need, for which reason the need did not appear. But it was, actualy, a better arrangement to have two
expeditions return to two civilizations, under the current arrangement, than for ether to return aone.

There were differences, though. There was some dispute about the remova of records. In most casesthe
dispute was settled by the destruction of the records. There was more trouble caused by the
Llanvabon’s books, and the dlien equivaent of aship’slibrary, containing works which approximated
the novels of Earth. But those items were vauable to possible friendship, because they would show the
two cultures, each to the other, from the viewpoint of normal citizens and without propaganda.

But nerves were tense during those three days. Aliens unloaded and ingpected the foodstuffs intended for
the men on the black ship. Men transshipped the foodstuffs the aiens would need to return to their home.
There were endless details, from the exchange of lighting equipment to suit the eyesight of the exchanging
crews, to afina check-up of gpparatus. A joint ingpection party of both races verified that dl detector
devices had been smashed but not removed, so that they could not be used for trailing and had not been



smuggled away. And of course, the diens were anxious not to leave any useful weapon on the black ship,
nor the men upon the Llanvabon. It was a curious fact that each crew was best qualified to take exactly
the measures which made an evasion of the agreement impossible.

Therewas afind conference before the two ships parted, back in the communi cation room of the
Llanvabon.

“Tdl thelittlerunt,” rumbled the Llanvabon’ s former skipper, “that he's got a good ship and he' d better
treet her right.”

The message frame flicked word-cards into position. “I believe,” it said on the dien skipper’ s behalf,
“that your ship isjust asgood. | hope to meet you here when the double star has turned one turn.”

Thelast man left the Llanvabon. It moved away into the misty nebula before they had returned to the
black ship. Thevision platesin that vessel had been dtered for human eyes, and human crewmen
watched jealoudy for any trace of their former ship astheir new craft took a crazy, evading courseto a
remote part of the nebula. It cameto a crevasse of nothingness, leading to the sars. It rose swiftly to
clear space. There wasthe instant of breathlessness which the overdrive field produces asit goes on, and
then the black ship whipped away into the void at many times the speed of light.

Many days later, the skipper saw Tommy Dort poring over one of the strange objects which were the
equivaent of books. It was, fascinating to puzzle over. The skipper was pleased with himsdlf. The
technicians of the Llanvabon’s former crew were finding out desirable things about the ship amost
momently. Doubtless the aliens were as pleased with their discoveriesin the Llanvabon. But the black
ship would be enormoudy worth while—and the solution that had been found was by any standard much
superior even to combat in which the Earthmen had been overwhelmingly victorious.

“Hm-m-m. Mr. Dort,” said the skipper profoundly. “Y ou’ ve no equipment to make another
photographic record on the way back. It was |eft on the LIanvabon. But fortunately, we have your
record taken on the way out, and | shall report most favorably on your suggestion and your assistancein
carrying it out. | think very wdl of you, gr.”

“Thank you, Sr,” said Tommy.
Hewaited. The~ skipper cleared histhroat.

“You...ah...fird redized the close smilarity of menta processes between the diens and oursalves,”
he observed. “What do you think of the prospects of afriendly arrangement if we keep arendezvous
with them at the nebula as agreed?’

“Oh, we'll get dong dl right, gr,” said Tommy. “We' ve got agood start toward friendship. After all,
sincethey see by infrared, the planets they’ d want to make use of wouldn't suit us. There' sno reason
why we shouldn’t get dong. We reamost dikein psychology.”

“Hm-m-m. Now just what do you mean by that?’ demanded the skipper.

“Why,they'rejust like us, Sr!” said Tommy. “Of course they bresthe through gills and they see by heat
waves, and their blood has a copper base instead of iron and afew little details like that. But otherwise
we'rejust dike! Therewere only menin ther crew, sir, but they have two sexes as we have and they
havefamilies, and er . . . their sense of humor— In fact—" Tommy hestated.

“Goon, gr,” said the skipper.

“Wadll. .. Therewasthe onel cal Buck, sir, because he hasn't any name that goes into sound waves,”



sad Tommy. “We got dong very well. I'd redlly cdl him my friend, Sr. And we were together for a
couple of hoursjust before the two ships separated and we' d nothing in particular to do. So | became
convinced that humans and aiens are bound to be good friendsif they have only half achance. You see,
gr, we spent those two hourstelling dirty jokes.”

DOOMSDAY DEFERRED

BY WILL F. JENKINS

If I were sensible, I'd say that somebody el se told me this story, and then cast doubts on his veracity. But
| sawitdl. | waspart of it. | have aninvoice of ashipment | made from Brazil, with anotation on it,
"Jose Ribieras suff." The shipment went through- Theinvoice, | noticed only today, has a mashed
soldado ant sticking to the page. Thereis nothing unusud about it as a specimen. On the face of things,
every dement isirritatingly commonplace. But if | were sensible, | wouldn't tell it thisway.

It began in Milhao, where Jose Ribieracame to me. Milhao isin Brazil, but from it the Andes can be seen
agang the ky at sunset. It isatown the jungle unfortunately did not finish burying when the rubber boom
collgpsed. It isso far up the Amazon basin that its principa contacts with the outer world are smugglers
and fugitives from Peruvian justice who come across the mountains, and nobody at al goes there except
for hissins. | don't know what took Jose Ribierathere. | went because one of the three known
specimens of Morpho andiensis was captured nearby by Bohler in 1911, and alunatic millionairein
Chicago waswilling to pay for atry at afourth for his collection.

| got there after ariver steamer refused to go any farther, and after four days morein acanoe with
paddlers who had lived on or near river water dl their lives without once taking abath init. When | got to
Milhao, | wished mysdlf back hi the canoe. It'sthat sort of place.

But that'swhere Josg" Ribierawas, and in back-country Brazil there is aremarkable supertition that os
Senhores Norteamericanos are honest men. | do not explainit. | smply record it. And just as| was
getting settled in a particularly noisome inn, Jose knocked on my door and camein. Hewasasmall
brown man, and he was scared al the way down deep insde. Hetried to hide that. Thethings | noticed
first wasthat he was clean. He was barefoot, but his tattered duck garments were immaculate, and the
rest of him had been washed, and recently. In atown like Milhao, that was startling.

"Senhor," said Josein asort of gpologetic desperation, "you are a Senhor Norteamericano. |—I beg
your aid.”

| grunted. Being an American is embarrassing, sometimes and in some places. Jose closed the door
behind him and fumbled insde his garments. His eyes anxious, he pulled out asmdl cloth bundle. He
opened it with shaking fingers. And | blinked. The lamplight glittered and glinted on the most amazing
mass of tiny gold nuggets|'d ever seen. | hadn't adoubt it was gold, but even at first glance | wondered
how on earth it had been gathered. There was no flour gold at al—that fine powder which isthe largest
part of any placer yield. Most of it was gravelly particles of pinhead Size. There was no nugget larger than
ahdf pea There must have been five pounds of it altogether, though, and it was arather remarkable

spectacle.
"Senhor, said Josetensely, "I beg that you will help meturnthisinto cattle! It isamatter of life or death.”



| hardened my expression. Of course, in thick jungle like that around Milhao, a cow or abull would be as
much out of place as an Eskimo, but that wasn't the point. | had business of my ownin Milhao. If |

garted gold buying or cattle dedling out of amiability, my own affairswould suffer. So | said in polite
regret, "I am not abusinessman, Senhor, do not deal in gold or cattle either. To buy cattle, you should go
down to Sao Pedro"—that was four days paddle downstream, or considering the current perhaps
three—"and take this gold to abanker. Hewill give you money for it if you can provethat it isyours.

Y ou can then buy cattleif you wish."

Jose looked at me desperately. Certainly half the population of Milhao—and positively the
Peruvian-refugee haf—would have cut histhroat for afraction of his hoard. He dmost panted: "But,
senhor! Thiswould be enough to buy cattle in Sao Pedro and send them here, would it not?" | agreed
that at aguessit should buy all the cattle in Sao Pedro, twice over, and hire the town's wheezy steam
launch to tow them up river besides. Jose looked sick with relief. But, | said, one should buy hislivestock
himself, so he ought to go to Sao Pedro in person. And | could not see what good cattle would bein the

jungle anyhow.

"Y et—it would buy cattlel" said Jose, gulping. "That iswhat | told—my friends. But | cannot go farther
than Milhao, senhor . | cannot go to Sao Pedro. Y et | must—I need to buy cattle for—my friendd! Itis
life and death! How can | do this, senhor ?'

Naturaly, | considered that he exaggerated the emergency.

"l am not abusinessman,” | repeated. "1 would not be ableto help you." Then at theterrified look in his
eyes| explained, "I am here after butterflies.”

He couldn't understand that. He began to ssammer, pleading. So | explained.

"Thereisarich man,” | said wryly, "who wishesto possess a certain butterfly. | have picturesof it. | am
sent tofind it. | can pay one thousand milreisfor one butterfly of acertain sort. But | have no authority to
do other business, such asthe purchase of gold or cattle.”

Jose looked extraordinarily despairing. He looked numbed by the loss of hope. So, merely to say or do
something, | showed him acolor photograph of the specimen of Morpho andiensis whichisin the Goriot
collection in Paris. Bug collectors were in despair about it during the war. They were surethe Nazis
would manageto seizeit. Then Jose's eyeslighted hopefully.

"Senhor!" he said urgently. " Perhaps my—friends can find you such abutterfly! Will you pay for sucha
butterfly in cattle sent here from Sao Pedro, senhor ?'

| said rather blankly that | would, but—then | was talking to myself. Jose had bolted out of my room,
leaving maybe five pounds of gravelly gold nuggetsin my hands. That was not usudl.

| went after him, but held disappeared. So | hid hissmall fortune in the bottom of my collection kit. A few
drops of formaldehyde, spilled before closing up akit of collection bottles and insects, is very effectivein
chasing away pilferers. | make use of it regularly.

Next morning | asked about Jose'. My queries were greeted with shrugs. He was a very low person. He
did not livein Milhao, but had a clearing, ahomestead, some miles upstream, where helived with his
wife. They had one child. He was suspected of much evil. He had bought pigs, and taken them to his
clearing and behold he had no pigsthere! Hiswifewas very pretty, and a Peruvian had gone swaggering
to pay court to her, and he had never come back. It isnotable, as| think of it, that up to thistime no ant
of any sort had come into my story. Butterflies, but no ants. Especidly not soldados—army ants. It is
quesr.



| learned nothing useful about Jose, but | had come to Milhao on business, so | stated it publicly. |
wished a certain butterfly, | said. | would pay one thousand milreis for a perfect specimen. | would show
apicture of what | wanted to any interested person, and | would show how to make a butterfly net and
how to useit, and how to handle butterflies without injuring them. But | wanted only one kind, and it must
not be squashed.

The inhabitants of Milhao became happily convinced that | wasinsane, and that it might be profitable
insanity for them. Each person legped to the nearest butterfly and blandly brought it to me. | spent a
whole day explaining to bright-eyed people that matching the picture of Morpho andiensis required
more than that the number of legs and wings should be the same. But, | repeated, | would pay one
thousand milreisfor a butterfly exactly like the picture. | had plenty of margin for profit and loss, a that.
Thelast timea Morpho andiensis was sold, it brought $25,000 at auction. I'd alot rather have the

money, mysdf.

Jose Ribiera came back. His expression was tense beyond belief. He plucked at my arm and said, "
Senhor," and | grabbed him and dragged him to my inn.

| hauled out histreasure. "Herel" | said angrily. "Thisisnot mine! Takeit!"

He paid no attention. He trembled. " Senhor," he said, and swalowed. "My friends—my friends do not
think they can caich the butterfly you seek. But if you will tell them—" Hewrinkled hisbrows. " Senhor,
before a butterfly isborn, isit alittle soft nut withaworm init?"

That could pass for adescription of a cocoon. Josh's friends—he was said not to have any—were close
observers. | said so. Jose seemed to grasp at hope as at a straw.

"My—friendswill find you the nut which producesthe butterfly,” he said urgently, "if you tel them which
kinditisand what it lookslike."

| blinked. Just three specimens of Morpho andiensis had ever been captured, so far as was known. All
were adult insects. Of course nobody knew what the cocoon was like. For that matter, any naturalist can
name 4 hundred species—and in the Amazon valey adone—of which only the adult forms have been
named. But who would hunt for cocoonsin jungle like that outside of Milhao?

"My friend," | said skeptically, "there are thousands of different such things. | will buy five of each
different kind you can discover, and | will pay one milreis apiece. But only five of each kind, remember!”

| didn't think he'd even try, of course. | meant to insst that he take back his gold nuggets. But again he
was gone before | could stop him. | had an uncomfortable impression that when | made my offer, Ms
facelighted asif held been given areprieve from adeath sentence. In thelight of later events, | think he
had.

| angrily made up my mind to take his gold back to him next day. It was arespongbility. Besides, one
getsinterested in aman—especidly of the half-breed class—who can unfeignedly ignore five pounds of
gold. I arranged to be paddled up to his clearing next morning.

It was on theriver, of course. There are no footpathsin Amazon-basin jungle. The river flowing past
Milhao is abroad deep stream perhaps two hundred yards wide. 1ts width seems |less because of the
junglewalls on either sde. And the jungleis daunting. It istrees and vines and lianas as seen from the
stream, but it is more than that. Smells come out, and you can't identify them. Sounds come out, and you
can't interpret them. Y ou cut your way into its mass, and you see nothing. Y ou come out, and you have
learned nothing. Y ou cannot affect it. It ignoresyou. It made me fed inggnificant.



My paddlers would have taken me right on past Jose's clearing without seeing it, if he hadn't been on the
river bank. He shouted. Hed been fishing, and now that | think, there were no fish near him, but there
were some picked-clean fish skeletons. And | think the ground was very dark about him when we first
saw him, and quite norma when we approached. | know he was swesting, but he looked terribly hopeful
a thesght of me.

| left my two paddlers to smoke and dumber in the canoe. | followed Jose into thejungle. It waslike
walking in atunnd of lucent green light. Everywhere there were tree trunks and vines and leaves, but
green light overlay everything. | saw apurple butterfly with crimson wing tips, floating abstractedly in the
jungle asif in an undersea grotto.

Then the path widened, and there was Jose's dwelling. It was a perfect proof that man does not need
civilization to livein comfort. Save for cotton garments, an iron pot and amachete, there was literaly
nothing in the clearing or the house which was not of and from the jungle, to be replaced merdly by
stretching out one's hand. To aman who liveslikethis, gold has no vaue. While he keeps hiswants a
thislevd, he can have no temptations. My thoughts at the moment were amost sentimental.

| beamed politely at Jose'swife. She was apretty young girl with beautifully regular festures. But,
disturbingly, her eyeswere as panic-filled as Jose's. She spoke, but she seemed tremblingly absorbed in
the contemplation of some crawling horror. The two of them seemed to live with terror. It wastoo odd to
be quite believable. But their child—a brown-skinned three-year-old quite innocent of clothing—was
unaffected. He stared at me, wide-eyed.

"Senhor," said Jose hi atrembling voice, "here are the things you desire, the smal nutswith wormsin
them.”

Hiswife had woven abasket of flat green strands. He put it before me. And | looked into it tolerantly,
expecting nothing. But | saw the sort of thing that Smply does not happen. | saw ahaf bushel of
cocoons!

Jose had acquired them somehow in less than twenty-four hours. Some were miniature capsules of slk
which would yield little butterflies of wing spread no grester than amaosquito's. Some were sturdy fat
cocoons of stout brown silk. There were cocoons which cunningly mimicked the look of bird droppings,
and cocoons cleverly conceded hi twisted leaves. Some were green—I swear it—and would pass for
buds upon some unnamed vine. And—

It was amply, starkly impossible. | was stupefied. The Amazon basin has been collected, after afashion,
but the pupa and cocoon of any reasonably rare speciesis at least twenty times more rare than the adult
insect. And these cocoons were fresh! They weredive! | could not believeit, but | could not doubt it.
My hands shook as | turned them over.

| said, "Thisisexcelent, Jose! | will pay for dl of them at the rate agreed on—one milreiseach. | will
send them to Sao Pedro today, and their prices will be spent for cattle and the bringing of the cattle here.
| promiseit!”

Jose did not relax. | saw him wipe swest off hisface.
"|—beg you to command haste, senhor," he said thinly.

| amost did not hear. | carried that basket of cocoons back to the river bank. | practically crooned over
it al theway back to Milhao. | forgot altogether about returning the gold pellets. And | began to work
frenziedly a theinn.



| made sure, of course, that the men who would cart the parcel would know that it contained only
vaueless objects like cocoons. Then | dipped in the parcel of Josg's gold. | wrote aletter to the one man
in Sao Pedro who, if God was good, might have sense enough to attend to the affair for me. And | was
amogt idicticaly dated.

While | was making out the invoice that would carry my shipment by refrigerated air expressfrom the
nearest airport it could be got to, alarge ant walked across my paper. One takes insects very casudly in
back-country Brazil. | mashed him, without noticing what hewas. | went blissfully to start the parcel off. |
had a shipment that would make history among bug collectors. It was something that smply could not be
done!

Thefact of the impaossibility hit me after the canoe with the parcel started downstream. How the devil
those cocoons had been gathered—

The problem loomed larger as | thought. In less than one day, Jose had collected ahalf bushd of
cocoons, of at least one hundred different species of moths and butterfies. It could not be done! The
information to make it possible did not exist! Y et it had happened. How?

The question would not down. | had to find out. | bought a pig for a present and had myself ferried up to
the clearing again. My paddlers pulled me upstream with languid strokes. The pig madeirritated noisesin
the bottom of the canoe. Now | am sorry about that pig. | would apologizeto its ghost if opportunity
offered. But | didn't know.

| landed on the narrow beach and shouted. Presently Jose came through the tunnel of foliage that led to
his house. He thanked me, dry-throated, for the pig. | told him | had ordered cattle sent up from Sao
Pedro. | told him humoroudly that every ounce of meat on the hoof the town contained would soon be on
the way behind awheezing steam launch. Jose swalowed and nodded numbly. He sill looked like
someone who contemplated pure horror.

We got the pig to the house. Jose's wife sat and rocked her child, her eyes sick with fear. | probably
should have felt embarrassed in the presence of such tragedy, eveniif | could not guess at its cause. But
instead, | thought about the questions | wanted to ask. Jose sat down dully beside me.

| was obvious of the atmosphere of doom. | said blandly, "Y our friends are capable naturdigts, Jose. |
am much pleased. Many of the 'little nuts they gathered are quite new to me. | would like to meet such
students of the ways of nature.”

Josg's teeth clicked. Hiswife caught her bresth. Shelooked at me with an oddly despairing irony. It
puzzled me. | looked at Jose, sharply. And then the hair stood up on my head. My heart tried to stop.
Because alarge ant waked on Josh's shoulder, and | saw what kind of ant it was.

"My God' | sad dhrilly. " Soldados! Army antd™

| acted through pure ingtinct. | snatched up the baby from its mother's arms and raced for theriver. One
does not think at such times. The soldado ant, the army ant, the driver ant, is the absolute and undisputed
monarch of al jungles everywhere. Hetravels by millions of millions, and nothing can stand againgt him.
Heisravening ferocity and inexhaustible number. Even man abandons his settlements when the army ant
marchesin, and returns only after he has |eft—to find every bit of flesh devoured to thelast morsel, from
the earwigsin the thatch to a horse that may have been tethered too firmly to bresk away. The army ant
on the march can and doeskill anything dive, by tearing the flesh from it in tiny bites, regardless of
defense. So—I grabbed the child and ran.

Jose Ribiera screamed at me, " No! Senhor! No!"



He sat still and he screamed. 1'd never heard such undiluted horror in any man'svoice.

| stopped. | don't know why. | was stunned to see Jose and hiswife sitting frozen where I'd lft them. |
was more stunned, | think, to seethetiny clearing and the house unchanged. The army ant moves usudly
onasolid front.

The ground is covered with aglistening, shifting horde. The air isfilled with tiny clickings of limbsand
mandibles. Ants swarm up every tree and shrub. Caterpillars, worms, bird nestlings, snakes, monkeys
unableto flee—anything living becomes buried under amass of ferocioudy rending small formswhich
tear off the living flesh in shreds until only white bones arelleft.

But Jose sat till, histhroat working convulsively. | had seen soldados on him. But there were no
soldados. After amoment Jose got to hisfeet and came stumbling toward me. He looked like adead
man. He could not speak.

"But look!" | cried. My voice was high-pitched. "1 saw soldado antd! | saw them!”
Jose gulped by pure effort of will. I put down the child. He ran back to his mother.

"S4.Yes" sad Josg, asif hislipswere very giff and histhroat without moisture. "But they are—specia
soldados. They are—pets. Yes. They aretame. They are my— friends. They—do tricks, senhor . | will
show you!"

He held out his hand and made sucking noises with his mouth. What followed is not to be believed. An
ant—alarge ant, an inch or more long—walked camly out of his deeve and onto his outstretched hand.
It perched there passively while the hand quivered like an aspen leaf.

"But yed" said Jose hystericdly. "He doestricks senhor! Observel Hewill stand on his head!™

Now, this| saw, but | do not believeit. The ant did something so that it seemed to stand on its head.
Then it turned and crawled tranquilly over hishand and wrist and up hisdeeve again.

Therewas slence, or as much silence as the jungle ever holds. My own throat went dry. And what |
have said isinsanity, but thisis much worse. | felt Something waiting to see what | would do. It was,
unquestionably, the most horrible sensation | had ever felt. | do not know how to describeit. What | felt
was—not apersondlity, but amind. | had aghastly feding that Something was|ooking a mefrom
thousands of pairs of eyes, that it wasal around me.

| shared, for an ingtant, what that Something saw and thought. | was surrounded by a mind which waited
to seewhat | would do. It would act upon my action. But it was not a sophisticated mind. It was
murderous, but innocent. It was merciless, but naive.

That iswhat | felt. The feeling doubtless has a natural explanation which reducesit to nonsense, but at the
moment | believed it. | acted on my belief. | anglad | did.

"Ah, | see!" | said hi gpparent amazement. "That is clever, Jose! It isremarkableto train an ant! | was
absurd to be darmed. But—your cattle will be on the way, Jose! They should get here very soon! There
will be many of them!"

Then| fdt that the mind would let me go. And | went.

My canoe was a quarter mile downstream when one of the paddlerslifted his blade from the water and
held it there, listening. The other stopped and listened too. Therewasanoisein thejungle. It was
mercifully far away, but it sounded like apig. | have heard the squealing of pigs a daughtering time, when



ingtinct tellsthem of the deadly intent of men and they try punily to fight. Thiswas not that sort of noise. It
wasworse; much worse.

| made a hopel ess spectacle of mysdlf hi the canoe. Now, of course, | can seethat, from thistime on, my
actionswere not those of areasoning human being. | did not think with proper scientific skepticism. It
suddenly seemed to me that Norton's theory of mass consciousness among socid insectswas very
plausible. Bees, says Norton, are not only unitsin an organization. They are units of an organism. The
hive or the swarm is a creature—one cresture—says Norton. Each insect isabody cell only, just asthe
corpusclesin our blood stream are individuals and yet only parts of us. We can destroy a part of our
body if the wdfare of the whole organism requiresit, though we destroy many cells. The swarm or the
hive can sacrifice its membersfor the hive's defense. Each beeisamobile body cell. Its consciousnessis
apart of the whole intelligence, which isthat of the group. The group isthe actud creature. And ants,
says Norton, show the fact more clearly ill; the ability of the creature which isan ant colony to sacrifice
apart of itsdf for thewhole. ... He givesillustrations of what he means. His book is not accepted by
naturaists generdly, but there in the canoe, going downriver from Jose's clearing, | believed it utterly.

| believed that an army-ant army was as much asingle creature as asponge. | believed that the
Something in Jose's jungle clearing—its body cdllswere soldado ants—had discovered that other
creatures percelved and thought asit did. Nothing more was needed to explain everything. An army-ant
creature, without physical linkages, could know what its own members saw and knew and felt. It should
need only to open its mind to perceive what other creatures saw and knew and felt.

The frightening thing was that when it could interpret such unantish sensations, it could find its prey with a
terribleinfdlibility. It could flow through the junglein astreaming, crawling tide of billionsof tiny
gridulating bodies. It could know the whereabouts and thoughts of every living thing around it. Nothing
could avaid it, as nothing could withstand it. And if it came upon aman, it could know histhoughtstoo. It
could perceive in hismind vast horizons beyond its former ken. It could know of food—anima food—in
quantities never before imagined. It could, intelligently, try to arrange to secure that food.

It hed.

But if so much wastrue, there was something eseit could do. The, thought made the blood seem to cake
inmy veins. | began frantically to thrust away theidea. The Something in Jose's clearing hadn't
discovered it yet. But pure terror of the discovery had me drenched hi sweat when | got back to Milhao.

All this, of course, was plainly delusion. It was at least amost unscientific attitude. But I'd stopped being
scientific. | even stopped using good sense. Believing what | did, | should have got away from there asif
al hdl were after me. But the Something in Jose's clearing may adready have been practicing its next
logica step without knowing it. Maybe that'swhy | stayed.

Because | did stay in Milhao. | didn't leave the town again, even for Josh's clearing. | stayed about the
inn, halfheartedly dealing with gentry who tried every known device, except seeking the Morpho
andiens's, to extract athousand milreis from me. Mostly they offered mangled corpses which would
have been usdessfor my purpose even if they'd been the butterfly | was after. No argument would
changether ideathat | wasinsane, nor dash their happy hope of making money out of my hdlucination
that butterflies were worth money. But | was only haf-hearted in these dedlings, at best. | waited
feverishly for the cattle from Sao Pedro. | was obsessed.

| couldn't deep. By day | fought the thought that tried to comeinto my head. At night | lay hi the

abominable inn—in ahammock, because there are no bedsin back-country Brazilian inns, and aman
would be afool to deep in them if there were—and listened to the smdl, muted, unidentifiable noises
from the jungle. And fought away the thought that kept trying to comeinto my mind. It was very bad.



| don't remember much about thetime | spent waiting. It was purest nightmare. But severa centuries after
the shipment of the cocoons, the launch from Sao Pedro came puffing asthmatically up the reaches of the
river. | wastwitching dl over, by that time, from the strain of not thinking about what the Something might
discover next.

| didn't et the launch tie up to shore. | went out to meet it hi acanoe, and | carried my collection kit with
me, and an automatic pistol and an extrabox of cartridges. | had a machete too. It was not normal
commercia equipment for consummating abusinessded, but | feverishly kept my mind on what | was
going to do. The Something in Jose's clearing wouldn't be made suspicious by that. It was blessedly
nave.

Thelaunch puffed loudly and wheezed horribly, going past Milhao between tall banks of jungle. It towed
aflatboat on which were twenty head of cattle—poor, dispirited, tick-infested creatures. | had them
tethered fast. My teeth chattered as | stepped on the flatboat. If the Something realized what it could
do— But my hands obeyed me. | shot adull-eyed cow through the head. | assassinated an emaciated
steer. | systematically murdered every one. | was probably wild-eyed and certainly fever-thin and
positively lunatic in the eyes of the Brazilian launch crew. But to them os Senhores Norteamericanos are
notorioudy mead.

| was especidly closeto judtifying their belief because of the thought that kept trying to invade my mind.
It was, badly, that if without physical linkage the Something knew what its separate body cells saw, then
without physical linkageit aso controlled what they did. And if it could know what deer and monkeys
saw and knew, then by the same processiit could control what they did. It held withinitsdf, inits
terrifying innocence, the power to cause animalsto march docilely and blindly to it and into the tiny maws
of itsmillions of millions of parts. As soon asit redized the perfectly inescapable fact, it could increasein
number amost without limit by thisfact done. More, in the increase itsintelligence should increase too. It
should grow stronger, and be able to draw its prey from greater distances. The time should come when it
could incorporate men into its organism by amere act of will. They would report to it and be controlled
by it. And of course they would march to it and drive thelr livestock to it so it could increase till more
and grow wiser and more powerful ill.

| grew hysterica, on the flatboat. The thought I'd fought so long wouldn't stay out of my mind any longer.
| dashed the dain animaswith the machete until the flatboat was more gruesome than any knacker's
yard. | sorinkled everywhere afine white powder from my collection kit—which did not stay white
whereit fell, but turned red—and pictured the Amazon basin taken over and filled with endlesdy
marching armies of soldado ants. | saw the citiesemptied of humanity, and the jungle of dl other life. And
then, making whimpering noisesto mysdlf, | pictured dl the people of dl the world loading their ships
with their cattle and then themsal ves—because that was what the Something would desire—and al the
ships coming to bring food to the organism for which al earth would labor and die.

Jose Ribiera screamed from the edge of the jungle. The launch and the flatboat were about to pass his
clearing. The reek of spilled blood had surrounded the flatboat with a haze of metallic-bodied insects.
And Jose, so weakened by long terror and despair that he barely tottered, screamed a me from the
shoreline, and hiswife added her voice pipingly to echo hiscry.

Then | knew that the Something was impatient and eager and utterly satisfied, and | shouted commands
to thelaunch, and | got into the canoe and paddled ashore. | |et the bow of the canoe touch the sand. |
think that, actually, everything waslost at that moment, and that the Something knew what | could no
longer keep from thinking. 1t knew its power as | did. But there were thousands of flying things about the
flatboat 1oad of murdered cattle, and they smelled spilt blood, and the Something in the jungle picked
their brains of pure ecstasy. Therefore, | think, it paid little heed to Jose or hiswife or me. It wastoo



eager. And it was naive,

"Jose" | said with deep cunning, "get into the canoe with your wife and baby. We will watch our friends
a their banquet.”

There were bellowings from the launch. | had commanded that the flatboat be beached. The Brazilians
obeyed, but they were upset. | looked like athing of horror from the butchering | had done. | put Jose
and hisfamily on thelaunch, and | tried to thrust out my hand to the Something in the jungle. | imagined a
jungletree undermined—alittletree, | specified—tofal intheriver.

The men of the launch had the flatboat grounded when a dender tree trunk quivered. It toppled dowly
outward, delayed initsfal by lianasthat had to break. But it fell on the flatboat and the carcasses of
daughtered cattle. The rest was automatic. Army ants swarmed out the thin tree trunk. The gory deck of
the flatboat turned black with them. Cries of " Soldados!" arosein the launch. The towline was
abandoned ingantly.

| think Jose caused meto be hauled up into the launch, but | was responsible for dl the rest. We paused
a Milhao, going downstream, exactly long enough to tell that there were soldados in thejungle three
miles upstream. | got my stuff fromtheinn. | paid. | hystericaly brushed asdethefina effort of a
whiskery haf-breed to sall me an unrecognizable paste of legs and wings asa Morpho andiensis. Then |
fled.

After thefirst day or so | dept most of thetime, twitching. At Sao Pedro | feverishly got fast passage on
asteamer going downstream. | wanted to get out of Brazil, and nothing else, but | did take Jose and his
family on board.

| didn't talk to him, though. | didn't want to. | don't even know where he elected to go ashore from the
steamer, or where heisnow. | didn't draw asingle deep breath until | had boarded a plane a Belem and
it was airborne and | was on the way home.

Which was unreasonable. | had ended dl the danger from the Something in Jose's clearing. When |
daughtered the cattle and made that shambles on the flatboat's deck, | spread the contents of a
three-pound, formerly airtight can of sodium arsenate over everything. It iswonderful stuff. No mite,
fungus, mold or beetlewill attack specimens preserved by it. I'd hoped to use afraction of amilligram to
preserve a Morpho andiensis. | didn't. | poisoned the carcasses of twenty cattle with it. The army ants
which were the Something would consume those caitle to bare white bones. Not al would die of the
sodium arsenate, though. Not at fird.

But the Something was naive. And dways, among the army ants asamong dl other members of the ant
family, dead and wounded members of the organism are consumed by the sound and living. It islike the
way white corpuscles remove damaged red cells from our human blood stream. So the corpses of army
ants—soldados—that died of sodium arsenate would be consumed by those that survived, and they
would die, and their corpsesin turn would be consumed by othersthat would die. . . .

Three pounds of sodium arsenate will kill alot of ants anyhow, but in practice not one grain of it would
go to waste. Because no soldado corpse would be left for birds or beetles to feed on, so long asasingle
body cell of the naive Something remained dive.

And that isthat. There aretimeswhen | think the whole thing was afever dream, becauseitisplainly
unbelievable. If itistrue—why, | saved agood part of South American civilization. Maybe | saved the
human race, for that matter. Somehow, though, that doesn't seem likely. But | certainly did ship ahdf
bushel of cocoons from Milhao, and | certainly did make some money out of the dedl.



| didn't get a Morpho andiensis in Milhao, of course. But | made out. When those cocoons began to
hatch, in Chicago, there were actudly four beautiful andiensis in the crop. | anesthetized them with loving
care. They were mounted under absolutely perfect conditions. But theré's an ironic side light on that.
When there were only three known specimensin the collections of the whole world, thelast andiensis
sold for $25,000. But with four new ones perfect and available, the price broke, and | got only $6800
apiece! 1'd have got as much for onel

Which isthewhole business. But if | were sensible | wouldn't tell about it thisway. 1'd say that somebody
elsetold me this story, and then I'd cast doubts on his veracity.

THEHURKLEISA
HAPPY BEAST

BY THEODORE STURGEON

Lirht iseither in adifferent universal plane or in another idand galaxy. Perhgps these terms mean the same
thing. Thefact remainsthat Lirht isaplanet with three moons (one of which isunknown) and asun, which
isasimportant in itsuniverse asisours.

Lirht isinhabited by gwik, its dominant race, and by severd lesshighly developed specieswhich, for
purposes of this narrative, can beignored. Except, of course, for the hurkle. The hurkle are highly
regarded by the gwik as pets, in spite of the fact that a hurkle is so affectionate that it can have no loyalty.

The prettiest of the hurkle are blue.

Now, on Lirht, inits greatest city, there was trouble, the nature of which does not matter to us, and a
gwik named Hvov, whom you may immediately forget, blew up abuilding which wasimportant for
reasons we cannot understand. This event caused great excitement, and gwik |eft their homes and
factories and strubles and streamed toward the center of town, which is how a certain |aboratory door
was | eft open.

Intimes of such huge confusion, thelittle things go on. During the " Ten Days that Shook the World" the
cafes and theaters of Moscow and Petrograd remained open, people fell in love, sued each other, died,
shed sweet and tears; and some of these were tears of laughter. So on Lirht, while the decisions on the
fate of the miserable Hvov were being formulated, gwik gtill fardled, funted, and flipped. The great centra
hewton till beat out its mighty pulse, and in the anamsthe corsonsgrew ...

Into the above-mentioned laboratory, which had been |eft open through the circumstances described,
wandered a hurkle kitten. It was very happy to find itsdf there; but then, the hurkle is a happy beast. It
prowled about fearlesdy—it could becomeinvisibleif frightened—and it glowed & the legs of the tables
and at the glittering, racked walls. It moved sinuoudy, humping its back and arching along on thefloor. Its
front and rear legs were tiff and Straight asthelegs of a chair; the middie pair had two sets of knees, one
bending forward, one back. It was engineered asingenioudly asascorpion, and it was exceedingly blue.

Occupying dmost a quarter of the laboratory was a huge and intricate machine, unhoused, showing the
signs of development projects the galaxies over—temporary hookups from one component to another,
cablesterminating in spring clips, measuring devices standing about on smdll tables near the main work.
The kitten regarded the machine with curiogity and friendly intent, sending awave of radiations outward



which wereitsglow or purr. It arched daintily around to the other side, stepping delicately but firmly on a
floor switch.

Immediately there was arushing, humming sound, like smal birds chasing large mosquitoes, and parts of
the machine began to get warm. The kitten watched curioudy, and saw, high up inside the clutter of coils
and wires, the most entrancing muzzinessiit had ever seen. It waslike heat-flicker over afdlow fidd; it
was like asmoke-vortex; it was like red neon lights on awet pavement. To the hurkle kitten's senses,
that red-orange flicker was adso like the smell of catnip to acat, or aniseto aterrestria terrier.

It reared up toward the glow, hooked its forelegs over a busbar—fortunately there was no ground
potentia—and drew itsdlf upward. It climbed from transformer to power-pack, skittered up avariable
condenser—the setting of which was changed thereby—disappeared momentarily asit felt the bite of a
hot tube, and finally teetered on the edge of the glow.

The glow hovered in midair in asort of cabinet, which was surrounded by heavy coils embodying tens of
thousands of turns of small wire and great loops of bus. One side, the front, of the cabinet was open, and
the kitten hung there fascinated, rocking back and forth to the rhythm of some unheard music it made to
contrast this sourceless flame. Back and forth, back and forth it rocked and wove, riding awave of
delicious, compelling sensation. And once, just once, it moved its center of gravity too far from its point
of support. Too far—far enough. It tumbled into the cabinet, into the flame.

One muggy, mid-June day ateacher, whose name was Stott and whose duties were to teach seven
subjectsto forty moppetsin avery smal town, waswriting on ablackboard. He was writing the word
Madagascar, and the air was so sticky and warm that he could fed his undershirt pasting and unpasting
itself on his shoulder blade with each round "a" he wrote.

Behind him there was a sudden rustle from the moist seventh-graders. His schooled reflexes kept him
from turning from the board until he had finished what he was doing, by which time theroomwasina
young uproar. Stott about-faced, opened his mouth, closed it again. A thing like thiswould require more
than aroutine reprimand.

Hisforty-odd charges were writhing and squirming in an extraordinary fashion, and the sound they made,
asort of whimpering giggle, was unique. Helooked at one pupil after another. Here ahand was busily
scratching anape; there aboy was digging guiltily under his shirt; yonder a scrubbed and shining damse!
violently worried her scalp.

Knowing the vaue of individua attack, Stott intoned, "Hubert, what seemsto be the trouble?”

Theroom immediately quieted, though diminished scrabblings continued. “Nothin', Mister Stott,"
quavered Hubert.

Stott flicked his gaze from side to sSide. Wherever it rested, the scratching stopped and was replaced by
agonized contral. In itswake was rubbing and twitching. Stott glared, and idly thumbed alower I€ft rib.
Someone snickered. Before he could identify the source, Stott was suddenly aware of an intense itching.
He checked theimpulse to go after it, knotted his jaw, and swore to himself that he wouldn't scratch as
long as he was out there, front and center. "The class will—" he began tautly, and then stopped.

There was a—a something on the sill of the open window. He blinked and looked again. It was a

trand ucent, bluish cloud which was amost nothing at al. It wasless than asomething should be, but it
was indeed more than anothing. If he stretched hisimagination just alittle, he might make out the outlines
of an arched creature with too many legs; but of course that was ridiculous.

Helooked away from it and scowled at his class. He had had two unfortunate experiences with stink



bombs, and in the back of his mind was the thought of having seen once, in atrick-store window, a
product called "itching powder.” Could thisbeit, thisterrible itch? He knew better, however, than to
accuse anyoneyet; if hewerewrong, there was no point in giving the little geniuses any extra-curricular
notions.

Hetried again. "The dl—" He swalowed. Thisitchwas... "The classwill—" He noticed that one head,
then another and another, were turning toward the window. He redlized that if the class got too interested
in what he thought he saw on the window sill, held have a panic on his hands. He fumbled for hisruler
and rapped twice on the desk. His control was not what it should have been at the moment; he struck far
too hard, and the reports were like gunshots. The class turned to him as one; and behind them the thing
on thewindow sl appeared with great distinctness.

It was blue—atruly beautiful blue. It had asmall spherical head and an amost identical knob at the other
end. There were four giff, straight legs, along snuous body, and two centra limbswith aboneless|ook
about them. On the side of the head were four pairs of eyes, of graduated sizes. It teetered there for
perhaps ten seconds, and then, without a sound, legpt through the window and was gone.

Mr. Stott, pale and shaking, closed his eyes. His knees trembled and weakened, and a delicate, dewy
mustache of perspiration appeared on his upper lip. He clutched at the desk and forced his eyes open;
and then, flooding him with relief, peding into histerror, swinging his control back to him, the bell rang to
end the class and the school day.

"‘Dismissed,” he mumbled, and sat down. The class picked up and l&ft, changing itself from atwittering
pattern of rowsto arowdy kaleidoscope around the bottleneck doorway. Mr. Stott dumped down in his
chair, noticing that the dreadful itch was gone, had been gone since he had made that thunderclap with
theruler.

Now, Mr. Stott was aman of method. Mr. Stott prided himself on his ability to teach his chargesto use
their powers of observation and al the machinery of logic at their command. Perhaps, then, he had more
of both at his command—after he recovered himsalf—than could be expected of an ordinary man.

He sat and stared at the open window, not seeing the sun-swept lawns outside. And after going over
these events a half-dozen times, he fixed on two important facts:

Firg, that the animal he had seen, or thought he had seen, had six legs.

Second, that the anima was of such nature as to make anyone who had not seen it believe he was out of
his mind. These two thoughts had their corollaries:

Firs, that every anima he had ever seen which had six legs was an insect, and

Second, that if anything were to be done about this fantastic creature, he had better do it by himself. And
whatever action he took must be taken immediately. He imagined the windows being kept shut to keep
the thing out—in this hest—and he cowered away from the thought. He imagined the effect of such a
mongtrosity if it bounded into the midst of aclassroom full of childrenin their early teens, and he recoiled.
No; there could be no delay in this matter.

He went to the window and examined the sill. Nothing. There was nothing to be seen outside, ether. He
stood thoughtfully for amoment, pulling on hislower lip and thinking hard. Then he went downgtairsto
borrow five pounds of DDT powder from the janitor for an "experiment.” He got awide, flat wooden
box and an eectric fan, and set them up on atable he pushed close to the window. Then he sat down to
wait, in case, just in case the blue beast returned.



When the hurkle kitten fell into the flame, it braced itsdlf for afdl at least asfar asthefloor of the cabinet.
Its shock was tremendous, then, when it found itself so braced and aready resting on asurface. It looked
around, panting with fright, itsinvighility reflex infull operation.

The cabinet was gone. The flame was gone. The [aboratory with itswindows, lit by the orange Lirhtian
sky, itsranks of shining equipment, its hulking, complex machine—all were gone.

The hurkle kitten sprawled in an open area, asort of lawn. No colors were right; everything seemed
haf-lit, filmy, out-of-focus. There were trees, but not low and flat and bushy like honest Lirhtian trees,
but with straight naked trunks and leaves like a portl€s tooth. The different atomospheric gases had
colors, clouds of fading, changing faint colors obscured and reveded everything. The kitten twitched its
cafmors and raddled its kump, right there where it stood; for no amount of early training could overcome
ashock like this

It gathered itsdlf together and tried to move; and then it got its second shock. Instead of arching over
inchwormwisg, it floated into the air and came down threetimes asfar asit had ever jumped initslife.

It cowered on the dreamlike grass, darting glances al about, under, and up. It was londly and terrified
and felt very much put upon. It saw its shadow through the shifting haze, and the sight terrified it even
more, for it had no shadow when it was frightened on Lirht. Everything herewas dl backwards and
wrong way up; it got more visible, instead of less, when it was frightened; itslegs didn't work right, it
couldn't see properly, and there wasn't asingle, solitary malapek to be throdded anywhere. It thought it
heard some music; happily, that sounded dl right insde its round heed, though somehow it didn't resonate
aswell asit had.

It tried, with extreme caution, to move again. Thistimeitstrgectory was shorter and more controlled. It
tried asmall, grounded pace, and was quite successful. Then it bobbed for amoment, seesawing on its
flexible middle pair of legs, and, with utter abandon, flung itself skyward. It went up perhapsfifteen fet,
turning end over end, and landed with its &tiff forefeet in the turf.

It was completely ddighted with this sensation. It gathered itself together, gryting with joy, and leapt up
again. Thistime it made more distance than dtitude, and bounced two long, happy bounces asit landed.

Its fears were gonein the exploration of this ddlicious new freedom of motion. The hurkle, as has been
said before, isahappy beast. It curvetted and sailed, soared and somersaulted, and at last brought up
agang abrick wal with stunning and unpleasant results. It was learning, the hard way, adigtinction
between weight and mass. The effect was dight but painful. It drew back and stared forlornly at the
bricks. Just when it was beginning to fed friendly again ...

It looked upward, and saw what appeared to be an opening in the wall some eight feet above the
ground. Overcome by a spirit of high adventure, it Sorang upward and cameto rest on awindow sill—a
feat of which it was very proud. It crouched there, preening itself, and looked inside.

It saw amost pleasing vista. More than forty amusingly ugly animds, gpparently imprisoned by their
lower extremitiesin individual stalls, bowed and nodded and mumbled. At the far end of the room stood
ataller, more dender monster with a naked head—naked compared with those of the trapped ones,
which were covered with hair like amawson'segg. A few moments study showed the kitten that in
redlity only one side of the heads was hairy; thetall one turned around and began making tracksin the
end wall, and its head proved to be hairy on the other side too.

The hurkle kitten found this vastly entertaining. It began to radiate what was, on Lirht, apurr, or glow. In
thisfantagtic place it was not visible; instead, the trapped animal's began to respond with most curious
writhings and squirmings and susurrant rubbings of their hideswith their claws. This pleased the kitten



even more, for it loved to be noticed, and it redoubled the glow. The receptive motions of the animals
became dmodt frantic.

Then thetal oneturned around again. It made a curious sound or two. Then it picked up astick from the
platform before it and brought it down with ahorrible crash.

The sudden noise frightened the hurkle kitten half out of itswits. It went invisble; but itsvighility sysem
was reversed here, and it was suddenly outstandingly evident. It turned and leapt outside, and before it
resched the ground, aloud metdllic shrilling pursued it. There were gabblings and shufflings from the
room which added force to the kitten's consuming terror. It scrambled to alow growth of shrubbery and
conceded itsdf among the leaves.

Very soon, however, itsirrepressible good nature returned. It lay relaxed, watching the dight movement
of the sems and leaves—some of them may have been flowers—in adight breeze. A winged cresture
came humming and dancing about one of the blossoms. The kitten rested on one of its middle legs, shot
the other out and caught the creaturein flight. The thing prompitly jabbed the kitten's foot with asharp
black probe. Thisthe kitten ignored. It ate the thing, and belched. It lay till for afew minutes, savoring
the sensation of the beeinitsclarfdl.

The experiment was suddenly not a success. It ate the bee twice more and then gaveit up asabad job.

It turned its attention again to the window, wondering what those racks of animals might be up to now. It
seemed very quiet up there. . . Boldly the kitten came from hiding and launched itsdf at the window
again. It was pleased with itsdlf; it was getting quite proficient at precision legpsin thismad place.
Preening itsdlf, it balanced on the window sill and looked insde.

Surprisingly, dl the smdler animaswere gone. The larger one was huddled behind the shelf at the end of
the room. The kitten and the animal watched each other for along moment. The anima |eaned down and
stuck something into thewall.

Immediately there was amechanical humming sound and something on a platform near the window began
to revolve. The next thing the kitten knew it was enveloped in acloud of pungent dust.

It choked and became as visible as it was frightened, which was very. For along moment it was
incgpable of mation; gradudly, however, it became conscious of a poignant, painfully penetrating
sensation which thrilled it to the core. It gaveitsdf up to the feding. Wave after wave of agonized ecstasy
rolled over it, and it began to danceto the waves. It glowed brilliantly, though the emanation served only
to make the anima in the room scratch hystericaly.

The hurkle felt strange, trangported. It turned and legpt high into the air, out from the building.

Mr. Stott stopped scratching. Disheveled indeed, he went to the window and watched the odd sight of
the blue beast, quite invisible now, but coated with dust, so that it waslike abubblein afog. It bounced
acrossthelawn in hugefloating legps, leaving behind it diminishing patches of white powder in the grass.
He smacked his hands, one on the other, and smirking, withdrew to straighten up. He had saved the
earth from battle, murder, and bloodshed, forever, but he did not know that. No one ever found out what
he had done. So helived along and happy life.

And the hurkle kitten?

It bounded off through the long shadows, and vanished in a copse of bushes. Thereit dug itself ashalow
pit, working drowsly, more and more dowly. And at last it sank down and lay motionless, thinking
strange thoughts, making strange music, and racked by strange sensations. Soon even its dightest



movements ceased, and it stretched out stiffly, motionless...

For about two weeks. At the end of that time, the hurkle, no longer akitten, was possessed of afine,
hedlthy litter of just under two hundred young. Perhapsit wasthe DDT, and perhaps it was the new
variety of radiation that the hurkle received from the terrestria sky, but they were al parthenogenetic
femaes, evenasyou and 1.

And the humans? Oh, we bred so! And how happy we were!

But the humans had the didy itch, and the scratchy itch, and the prickly or tingly or titillative paraesthetic
fornication. And there wasn't athing they could do about it.

Sothey left.

Isn't thisalovely place?

NOT FINAL!

BY ISAAC ASIMOV

Nicholas Orloff inserted amonoclein hisleft eyewith al the incorruptible Briticism of a Russian educated
at Oxford and said reproachfully, ‘But, my dear Mr. Secretary! Half abillion dollard!’

Leo Birnam shrugged his shoulders wearily and dlowed hislank body to cramp up till farther inthe
chair, The appropriation must go through, commissoner. The Dominion government here at Ganymede
is becoming desperate. So far, 1've been holding them off, but as secretary of scientific affairs, my powers
aesmdl.

'l know, but —' and Orloff spread his hands helplesdy.

'l suppose s0? agreed Birnam. 'The Empire government findsit easier to look the other way. They've
doneit consstently up to now. I'vetried for ayear now to have them understand the nature of the danger
that hangs over the entire System, but it seemsthat it can't be done. But I'm appedling to you, Mr.
Commissioner. You're new in your post and can approach this Jovian affair with an unjaundiced eye.’

Orloff coughed and eyed thetips of his boots. In the three months since he had succeeded Gridley as
coloniad commissioner he had tabled unread everything relating to 'those damned Jovian D.T.'s." That had
been according to the established cabinet policy which had labeled the Jovian affair as 'deadwood’ long
before he had entered office.

But now that Ganymede was becoming nasty, he found himself sent out to Jovopoliswith ingtructionsto
hold the 'blasted provincias down. It was anasty spot.

Birnam was speaking, "'The Dominion government has reached the point where it needs the money so
badly, infact, that if they don't get it, they're going to publicize everything.'

Orloff's phlegm broke completely, and he snatched at the monocle asit dropped, ‘My dear fellow!”

'l know what it would mean. I've advised againgt it, but they're justified. Once the inside of the Jovian



affar isout; once the people know about it; the Empire government won't stay in power aweek. And
when the Technocrats comein, they'll give us whatever we ask. Public opinion will seeto that'

‘But you'll dso create apanic and hysteria—'

'Surdly! That iswhy we hesitate. But you might cal thisan ultimatum. We want secrecy, we need
secrecy; but we need money more.’

'l see.’ Orloff wasthinking rapidly, and the conclusions he came to were not pleasant. 'In that case, it
would be advisable to investigate the case further. If you have the papers concerning the communications
with the planet Jupiter —'

'l have them,’ replied Birnam, dryly, 'and so has the Empire government at Washington. That won't do,
commissioner. It'sthe same cud that's been chewed by Earth officiasfor thelast year, and it's gotten us
nowhere. | want you to come to Ether Station with me.’

The Ganymedan had risen from his chair, and he glowered down upon Orloff from hissix and ahalf feet
of height.

Orloff flushed, 'Are you ordering me?

'Inaway, yes, | tdl you thereisno time. If you intend acting, you must act quickly or not at al.' Birnam
paused, then added, "Y ou don't mind walking, | hope. Power vehicles aren't allowed to approach Ether
Station, ordinarily, and | can usethe walk to explain afew of the facts. It's only two miles off.'

I'll walk,' was the brusque reply.

Thetrip upward to subground level was made in sllence, which was broken by Orloff when they stepped
into the dimly lit anteroom.

'Itschilly here.

T know. It's difficult to keep the temperature up to norm this near the surface. But it will be colder
outside. Here!'

Birnam had kicked open a closet door and was indicating the garments suspended from the celling. 'Put
themon. You'l need them.’

Orloff fingered them doubtfully, ‘Are they heavy enough?

Birnam was pouring into his own costume as he spoke. 'They're eectricaly heated. Y ou'l find them
plenty warm. That'sit! Tuck the trouser legs "insde the boots and lace them tight.'

He turned then and, with a grunt, brought out a double compressed-gas cylinder from itsrack in one
corner of the closet. He glanced at the dia reading; and then turned the stopcock. Therewas athin
wheeze of escaping gas, a which Birnam sniffed with satisfaction.

'Do you know how to work one of these? he asked, as he screwed onto the jet aflexible tube of metal
mesh, at the other end of which was acurioudy curved object of thick, clear glass.

'What isit?

'Oxygen nosepiece! What thereis of Ganymede's atmosphere is argon and nitrogen, just about haf arid
haf. It isn't particularly bregthable.' He heaved the double cylinder into position, and tightened it inits
harness on Orloff's back.



Orloff staggered, 'It'sheavy. | can't walk two mileswith this!

It won't be heavy out there,' Birnam nodded carelesdy upward and lowered the glass nosepiece over
Orloff's head. 'Just remember to breathe in through the nose and out through the mouth, and you won't
have any trouble. By the way, did you eat recently?

'l lunched before | came to your place.’

Birnam sniffed dubioudy, 'Wdll, that's alittle awkward.' He drew asmall metal container from one of his
pockets and tossed it to the commissioner. 'Put one of those pillsin your mouth and keep sucking onit.’

Orloff worked clumsily with gloved fingers and finally managed to get abrown spheroid out of thetin and
into his mouth. He followed Birnam up agently doped ramp. The blind-alley ending of the corridor did
aside smoothly when they reached it and there was afaint soughing as air dipped out into the thinner
atmosphere of Ganymede.

Birnam caught the other's elbow, and fairly dragged him out.
I've turned your air tank on full,” he shouted. '‘Breathe deeply and keep sucking at thet pill,’

Gravity had flicked to Ganymedan normdity asthey crossed the threshold and Orloff after one horrible
moment of apparent levitation, felt his somach turn asomersault and explode.

He gagged, and fumbled the pill with histongue in desperate attempt at self-control. The oxygen-rich
mixturefromtheair cylinders burned histhroat, and gradualy Ganymede steedied. His stcomach
shuddered back into place. He tried walking.

"Takeit easy, now,' came Birnam's soothing voice. 'It gets you that way the first few times you change
gravity fields quickly. Walk dowly and get the rhythm, or you'll take atumble. That'sright, you're getting
it

The ground seemed resilient. Orloff could fed the pressure of the other's arm holding him down at each
step to keep him from springing too high. Steps were longer now - and flatter, as he got the rhythm.
Birnam continued speeking, avoice alittle muffled from behind the leether flap drawn loosdly across
mouth and chin.

'Each to hisown world," he grinned. 'l visited Earth afew years back, with my wife, and had ahell of a
time. | couldn't get myself to learn to walk on a planet's surface without anosepiece. | kept choking - |
redly did. The sunlight was too bright and the sky was too blue and the grass was too green. And the
buildings wereright out on the surface. I'll never forget the time they tried to get meto degpinaroom
twenty stories up in the air, with the window wide open and the moon shining in.

I went back on the first spaceship going my way and don't ever intend returning. How are you fedling
now?

'Fine! Splendid!" Now that the first discomfort had gone. Orloff found the low gravity exhilarating. He
looked about him. The broken, hilly ground, bathed in a drenching yellow light, was covered with
ground-hugging broad-leaved shrubs that showed the orderly arrangement of careful cultivation.

Birnam answered the unspoken question, There's enough carbon dioxide in the air to keep the plants
aive, and they dl have the power to fix atmospheric nitrogen. That's what makes agriculture Ganymede's
greatest industry. Those plants are worth their weight in gold asfertilizers back on Earth and worth
double or triple that as sources for half ahundred alkaloids that can't be gotten anywhereesein the
System. And, of course, everyone knows that Ganymedan green-leaf has Terrestria tobacco beat



hollow.’

There wasthe drone of astrato-rocket overhead, shrill in the thin atmosphere, and Orloff looked up.
He stopped - stopped dead - and forgot to breathe!

It was hisfirst glimpse of Jupiter in the sky.

It isonething to see Jupiter, coldly harsh, againgt the ebon backdrop of space. At six hundred thousand
miles, it ismgestic enough. But on Ganymede, barely topping the hills, its outlines softened and ever so
faintly hazed by the thin amosphere; shining mellowly from a purple sky in which only afew fugitive sars
dare compete with the Jovian giant - it can be described by no conceivable combination of words.

At firg, Orloff absorbed the gibbous disk in silence. It was gigantic, thirty-two times the apparent
diameter of the Sun as seen from Earth. Its stripes stood out in faint washes of color againgt the
yellowness beneath and the Great Red Spot was an oval plotch of orange near the western rim.

And findly Orloff murmured weskly, 'It's beautiful '

Leo Birnam stared, too, but there was no awe in his eyes. There was the mechanica weariness of
viewing asight often seen, and besides that an expression of sick revulsion. The chin flap hid histwitching
amile, but his grasp upon Orloff's arm left bruises through the tough fabric of the surface suit.

Hesad dowly, 'It'sthe most horrible sight in the System.”

Orloff turned reluctant attention to his companion, 'Eh? Then, disagreeably, 'Oh, yes, those mysterious
Jovians!

At that, the Ganymedan turned away angrily and broke into swinging, fifteen-foot strides. Orloff followed
clumsly after, kegping hisbdance with difficulty.

'Here, now,' he gasped.

But Birnam wasn' listening. He was speaking coldly, bitterly, "Y ou on Earth can afford to ignore Jupiter.
Y ou know nothing of it. It'salittle pin prick in your sky, alittle flyspeck. Y ou don't live here on
Ganymede, watching that damned colossus gloating over you. Up and over fifteen hours - hiding God
knowswhat on its surface. Hiding something that's waiting and waiting and trying to get out. Likea
giant bomb just waiting to explode!'

‘Nonsense!' Orloff managed to jerk out. "Will you dow down. | can't keep up.’

Birnam cut hisstridesin haf and said tensdly, 'Everyone knows that Jupiter isinhabited, but practicaly no
one ever stopsto redlize what that means. | tell you that those Jovians, whatever they are, are born to the
purple. They are the natural rulers of the Solar System.’

'Pure hysteria," muttered Orloff. "'The Empire government has been hearing nothing el se from your
Dominion for ayear.'

'And you've shrugged it off. W, listen! Jupiter, discounting the thickness of its colossal atmosphere, is
eighty thousand milesin diameter. That meansit possesses a surface one hundred times that of Earth, and
more than fifty timesthat of the entire Terrestrial Empire. Its population, its resources, itswar potentia
arein proportion.’

'‘Mere numbers—'



'l know what you mean,’ Birnam drove on, passonately. 'Wars are not fought with numbers, but with
science and with organization. The Jovians have both. In the quarter of acentury during which we have
communicated with them, we've learned abit. They have atomic power and they haveradio. Andina
world of ammoniaunder great pressure - aworld in other words in which amost none of the metals can
exig as metasfor any length of time because of the tendency to form soluble ammonia complexes - they
have managed to build up acomplicated civilization. That meansthey have had to work through plastics,
glasses, slicates and synthetic building materials of one sort or another. That meansachemistry
developed just asfar asoursis, and I'd put odds on its having developed further.’

Orloff waited long before answering. And then, 'But how certain are you people about the Jovians last
message. We on Earth areinclined to doubt that the Jovians can possibly be as unreasonably belligerent
asthey have been described.’

The Ganymedan laughed shortly, They broke off al communication after that last message, didn't they?
That doesn't sound friendly on their part, doesit? | assure you that we've al but stood on our earstrying
to contact them.

'Here now, don't talk. Let me explain something to you. For twenty-five years here on Ganymede alittle
group of men have worked their hearts out trying to make sense out of the static-ridden, gravity-distorted
st of variable clicksin our radio apparatus, for those clicks were our only connection with living
intelligence upon Jupiter. It was ajob for aworld of scientists, but we never had more than two dozen at
the Station at any onetime. | was one of them from the very beginning and, asaphilologist, did my part
in helping construct and interpret the code that devel oped between oursalves and the Jovians, so that you
can see | am gpesking from thered inside.

'It was adevil of aheartbreaking job. It was five years before we got past the elementary clicks of
arithmetic: three and four are seven; the square root of twenty-fiveisfive; factorid six is seven hundred
and twenty. After that, months sometimes passed before we could work out and check by further
communication asingle new fragment of thought.

'‘But - and thisisthe point - by the time the Jovians broke off relations, we understood them thoroughly.
There was no more chance of amistake in comprehension, than there was of Ganymede suddenly cutting
loose from Jupiter. And their last message was athrest, and a promise of destruction. Oh, theré'sno
doubt - there's no doubt!"

They were walking through ashalow passin which the yellow lupiter light gave way to aclammy
darkness.

Orloff was disturbed. He had never had the case presented to him in this fashion before. He said, 'But the
reason, man. What reason did we give them —'

'No reason! It was smply this: the Jovians had findly discovered from our messages - just where and
how | don't know - that we were not Jovians'

'‘Wdl, of course!'

It wasn't "of course” to them. In their experiences they had never come across intelligences that were not
Jovian. Why should they make an exception in favour of those from outer space?

'Y ou say they were scientigts.' Orloff's voice had assumed awary frigidity. "Wouldn't they redlize that
dien environmentswould breed dien life? We knew it. We never thought the Jovians were Earthmen
though we had never met intelligences other than those of Earth.’



They were back in the drenching wash of Jupiter light again, and aspreading region of ice glimmered
amberly in ade-pression to theright.

Birnam answered, 'l said they were chemists and physicists-but | never said they were astronomers.
Jupiter, my dear commissioner, has an atmosphere three thousand miles or more thick, and those miles of
gas block off everything but the Sun and the four largest of Jupiter's moons. The Jovians know nothing of
dien environments!

Orloff considered. '‘And so they decided we were aliens. What next?

'If weweren't Jovians, then, in their eyes, we weren't people. It turned out that a non-Jovian was
"vermin" by definition.’

Orloff'sautomeatic protest was cut off short by Birnam, 'In their eyes, | said, vermin we were; and vermin
we are. Moreover, we were vermin with the peculiar audacity of having dared to attempit to treat with
Jovians- with human beings. Their last message was this, word for word - " Jovians are the masters.
Thereisno room for vermin. Wewill destroy you immediately.” | doubt if there was any animosty in that
message - Imply acold statement of fact. But they meant it.’

‘But why?
'Why did man exterminate the housefly?
'‘Come, dr. You're not serioudy presenting an andogy of that nature.’

'Why not, sinceit is certain that the Jovian consders us a sort of housefly - an insufferable type of
housefly thet dares aspireto intelligence.’

Orloff made alast attempt, 'But truly, Mr. Secretary, it seemsimpossible for intelligent life to adopt such
an atitude.’

‘Do you possess much of an acquaintance with any other type of intdlligent life than our own? camewith
immediate sarcasm. 'Do you fedl competent to pass on Jovian psychology? Do you know just how dien
Jovians must be physicaly? Just think of their world with its gravity at two and one half Earth normd,;
with itsammoniaoceans - oceansthat you might throw al Earth into without raisng a respectable splash;
with its three-thousand-mile atmosphere, dragged down by the colossa gravity into densities and
pressuresin its surface layers that make the sea bottoms of Earth resemble amedium-thick vacuum. | tell
you wevetried to figure out what sort of life could exist under those conditions and we've given up. It's
thoroughly incomprehensible. Do you expect their mentdity, then, to be any more understandabl €?
Never! Accept it asitis. They intend destroying us. That's all we know and dl we need to know.'

Helifted agloved hand as he finished and one finger pointed, 'There's Ether Station just ahead.'
Orloff's head swiveled, 'Underground?
'Certainly! All except the Observatory. That'sthat sted and quartz dome to theright - the small one!’

They had stopped before two large boulders that flanked an earthy embankment, and from behind either
one anosepieced, suited soldier in Ganymedan orange, with blasters ready, advanced upon the two.

Birnam lifted hisface into Jupiter'slight and the soldiers sauted and stepped aside. A short word was
barked into the wrist mike of one of them and the camouflaged opening between the bouldersfell into
two and Orloff followed the secretary into the yawning air lock.



The Earthman caught one last glimpse of sprawling Jupiter before the closing door cut off the surface
dtogether.

It was no longer beautiful!

Orloff did not quite fed norma again until he had seated himsdlf in the overstuffed chair in Dr. Edward
Prosser's private office. With asigh of utter relaxation, he propped his monocle under his eyebrow.

'Would Dr. Prosser mind if | smoked in here, while we're waiting? he asked.

'Go ahead,' replied Birnam, carelessly. 'My own ideawould be to drag Prosser away from whatever he's
fooling with just now, but he's a queer chap. Well get more out of him if wewait until he's reedy for us.'
He withdrew agnarled stick of greenish tobacco from its case, and bit off the edge vicioudy.

Orloff smiled through the smoke of his own cigarette, ‘| don't mind waiting. | till have something to say.
Y ou see, for the moment, Mr. Secretary, you gave methejitters, but, after dl, granted that the Jovians
intend mischief oncethey get at us, it remainsafact,’ and here he spaced hiswords emphaticdly, ‘that
they can't get at us!'

‘A bomb without afuse, hey?

'Exactly! It'ssmplicity itsdf, and not really worth discussing. Y ou will admit, | suppose, that under no
circumstances can the Jovians get away from Jupiter.’

‘Under no circumstances? Therewasaquizzicd tingein Birnam'sdow reply. 'Shal we analyze that?

He stared hard at the purple flame of hiscigar. ‘It'san old trite saying that the Jovians can't leave Jupiter.
Thefact has been highly publicized by the sensation-mongers of Earth and Ganymede and agreet ded of
sentiment has been driveled about the unfortunate intelligences who are irrevocably surface-bound, and
must forever gare into the Universe without, watching, watching, wondering, and never attaining.

‘But, after adl, what holds the Joviansto their planet? Two factord That'sal! Thefirst istheimmense
gravity field of the planet. Two and ahaf Earth normd.’

Orloff nodded. 'Pretty bad!" he agreed.

'And Jupiter's gravitational potentia iseven worse, for because of its greater diameter theintengity of its
gravitational field decreases with distance only onetenth asrapidly as Earth'sfield does. It'saterrible
problem - but it's been solved.’

'Hey? Orloff straightened.

"They've got atomic power. Gravity - even Jupiter's - means nothing once you've put unstable atcomic
nucle to work for you.'

Orloff crushed his cigarette to extinction with anervous gesture. 'But their atmosphere —'

'Y es, that's what's stopping them. They'reliving a the bottom of athree-thousand-mile-deep ocean of it,
where the hydrogen of which it is composed is collapsed by sheer pressure to something gpproaching the
dengty of solid hydrogen. It stays a gas because the temperature of Jupiter is above the critical point of
hydrogen, but you just try to figure put the pressure that can make hydrogen gas haf asheavy aswater.
You'll be surprised at the number of zerosyou'll have to put down.

'No spaceship of metd or of any kind of matter can stand that pressure. No Terrestrial spaceship can



land on Jupiter without smashing like an eggshell, and no Jovian spaceship can leave Jupiter without
exploding like a soap bubble. That problem has not yet been solved, but it will be some day. Maybe
tomorrow, maybe not for a hundred years, or athousand. We don't know, but when it is solved, the
Jovianswill be on top of us. And it can be solved in aspecific way.'

'l don't see how —'
'Forcefieldsl Weve got them now, you know.'

'Force fieldd!' Orloff seemed genuindly astonished, and he chewed the word over and over to himself for
afew moments. They're used as meteor shields for shipsin the asteroid zone -but | don't seethe
gpplication to the Jovian problem.’

‘The ordinary forcefield, explained Birnam, ‘isafeeble rarefied zone of energy extending over ahundred
miles or more outside the ship. It'll stop meteors but it's just so much empty ether to an object likeagas
molecule. But what if you took that same zone of energy and compressed it to athickness of atenth of
an inch. Moleculeswould bounce off it like this - ping-g-g-g! And if you used stronger generators, and
compressed the field to a hundredth of an inch, molecules would bounce off even when driven by the
unthinkable pressure of Jupiter's atmosphere - and then if you build aship insde—' He left the sentence

dangling.
Orloff was pale. 'Y ou're not saying it can be done?

I'll bet you anything you like that the Joviansare trying to do it. And we're tryingto doiit right here a
Ether Station.’

The colonial commissioner jerked his chair closer to Birnam and grabbed the Ganymedan's wrigt. "Why
can't we bombard Jupiter with atomic bombs. Give it athorough going-over, | mean! With her gravity,
and her surface area, we can't miss.’

Birnam amiled faintly, 'Weve thought of that. But atomic bombswould merely tear holesinthe
amosphere. And even if you could penetrate, just divide the surface of Jupiter by the area of damage of
asingle bomb and find how many years we must bombard Jupiter at the rate of abomb aminute before
we begin to do sgnificant damage. Jupiter's big! Don't ever forget that!"

Hiscigar had gone out, but he did not pause to relight. He continued in alow, tense voice. 'No, we can't
attack the Jovians aslong as they're on Jupiter. We must wait for them to come out - and once they do,
they're going to have the edge on usin numbers. A terrific, heart-breaking edge - so well just haveto
have the edge on them in science.’

‘But,’ Orloff brokein, and there was a note of fascinated horror in his voice, 'how can wetdl in advance
what they'll have?

'We can't. Welve got to scrape up everything we can lay our hands on and hope for the best. But there's
onething we do know they'll have and that'sforce fields. They can't get out without them. And if they
have them, we must, too, and that's the problem were trying to solve here. They will not insure us
victory, but without them, we will suffer certain defeat. And now you know why we need money - and
more than that. We want Earth itself to get to work. It'sgot to start adrive for scientific armaments and
subordinate everything to that. Y ou see?

Orloff was on hisfeet. 'Birnam, I'm with you - a hundred percent with you. Y ou can count on me back in
Washington.'



There was no mistaking his sincerity. Birnam gripped the hand outstretched toward him and wrung it -
and a the moment, the door flew open and alittle pixie of aman hurtled in.

The newcomer spokein rapid jerks, and exclusively to Birnam. "Whered you come from? Been trying to
get in touch with you. Secretary said you weren't in. Then five minutes later you show up on your own.
Can't undergtand it." He busied himsdlf furioudy at his desk.

Birnam grinned. 'If you'l take time out, doc, you might say hello to Colonid Commissioner Orloff.’

Dr. Edward Prosser turned on histoe like aballet dancer and” looked the Earthman up and down
twice. The new un, hey? We getting any money? We ought to. Been working on ashoestring ever since.
At that, we might not be needing any. It depends.' He was back at the desk.

Orloff seemed atrifle disconcerted, but Birnam winked impressively, and he contented himsdf with a
glassy stare through the monocle.

Prosser pounced upon ablack lesther booklet in the recesses of a pigeonhole, threw himsdf into his
swivel chair and wheeled abot.

'Glad you came, Birnam," he said, |eafing through the booklet. ‘Got something to show you.
Commissioner Orloff, too.'

'What were you keeping uswaiting for? demanded Birnam. 'Where were you?

'Busy! Busy asapig! No deep for three nights.' He looked up, and his small puckered face fairly flushed
with delight. 'Everything fell into place of asudden. Like ajig-saw puzzle. Never saw anything likeit.
Kept us hopping, | tdll you.'

'Y ou've gotten the dense force fields you're after? asked Orloff in sudden excitement.

Prosser seemed annoyed. 'No, not that. Something else. Come on.' He glared at hiswatch and jumped
out of hisseat. 'We've got haf an hour. Let'sgo.’

An eectric-motored flivver waited outside and Prosser spoke excitedly as he sped the purring vehicle
down the ramps into the depths of the Station.

"Theory!" he said. Theory! Damned important, that. Y ou set atechnician on aproblem. Hell fool around.
Wadte lifetimes. Get nowhere. Just putter about at random. A true scientist works with theory. Lets math
solve his problems.’ He overflowed with self-satisf action.

Theflivver stopped on adime before a huge double door and Prosser tumbled out, followed by the other
two a amore leisurely pace.

‘Through here! Through here!" he said. He shoved the door open and led them down the corridor and up
anarrow flight of stairs onto awall-hugging passageway that circled ahuge three-level room. Orloff
recognized the gleaming quartz-and-sted pipe-sprouting €lipsoid two levels below as an atomic
generator.

He adjusted his monocle and watched the scurrying activity below. An earphoned man on ahigh stool
before a control board studded with dials looked up and waved. Prosser waved back and grinned.

Orloff said, 'Y ou create your force fields here?

‘That'sright! Ever see one?



'No.' The commissioner smiled, ruefully. 'l don't even know what one is, except that it can be used asa
meteor shied.

Prosser said, 'It's very smple. Elementary matter. All matter is composed of atoms. Atomsare held
together by interatomic forces. Take away atoms. Leave interatomic forces behind. That's aforcefield.'

Orloff looked blank, and Birnam chuckled deep in histhroat and scratched the back of hisear.

"That explanation reminds me of our Ganymedan method of suspending an egg amile highintheair. It
goeslikethis. Y ou find amountain just amile high and put the egg on top. Then, keeping the egg whereiit
iS, you take the mountain way. That'sal.’

The colonia commissioner threw his head back to laugh, and theirascible Dr. Prosser puckered hislips
in apursed symbol of disapproval.

'‘Come, come. No joke, you know. Force fields most important. Got to be ready for the Jovians when
they come.’

A sudden rasping bur from below sent Prosser back from the railing.
'Get behind screen here,' he babbled. "The twenty-millimeter field isgoing up. Bad radiation.’

The bur muted dmost into silence, and the three walked out onto the passageway again. There was no
apparent change, but Prosser shoved his hand out over therailing and said,, 'Fed!"

Orloff extended a cautious finger, gasped, and dapped out with the palm of hishand. It waslike pushing
againg very soft sponge rubber or superresilient stedl springs.

Birnam tried, too. 'That's better than anything we've done yet, isnt it? He explained to Orloff, ‘A
twenty-millimeter screen isonethat can hold an atmaosphere of apressure of twenty millimeters of
mercury againgt avacuum without appreciable leskage.’

The commissioner nodded, 'l see! Y ou'd need a seven-hundred-sixty-millimeter screen to hold Earth's
amosphere then.'

'Y es! That would be aunit atmosphere screen. Well, Prosser, isthiswhat got you excited?

"This twenty-millimeter screen? Of course not. | can go up to two hundred fifty millimeters using the
activated vanadium pentasul phide in the praseodymium breakdown. Buit it's not necessary. Technician
would do it and blow up the place. Scientist checks on theory and goes dow,' He winked. 'Were
hardening the field now. Watch!'

'Shall we get behind the screen?
'Not necessary now. Radiation bad only at beginning.'

The burring waxed again, but not asloudly as before. Prosser shouted to the man at the control board,
and a spreading wave of the hand wasthe only reply.

Then the control man waved aclenched fist and Prosser cried, 'We've passed fifty millimeters! Fed the
fidd!"

Orloff extended his hand and poked it curioudy. The sponge rubber had hardened! Hetried to pinch it
between finger and thumb so perfect was theillusion, but here the 'rubber’ faded to unresisting air.



Prosser tch-tched impatiently. 'No resistance a right anglesto force. Elementary mechanics, that is.’

The control man was gesturing again., 'Past seventy,’ explained Prbsser. "Were dowing down now.
Criticd pointis 83-42.'

He hung over the railing and kicked out with hisfeet a the other two. 'Stay away! Dangerous!’
And then heyelled, 'Careful! The generator's bucking!'

The bur had risen to ahoarse maximum and the control man worked franticaly at his switches. From
within the quartz heart of the centra atomic generator, the sullen red glow of the bursting atoms had
brightened dangeroudly.

Therewas abreak in the bur, areverberant roar and ablast of air that threw Orloff hard against thewall.

Prosser dashed up. Therewas a cut over hiseye. 'Hurt? No? Good, good! | was expecting something of
the sort. Should have warned you. Let's go down. Where's Birnam?

Thetal Ganymedan picked himself up off the floor and brushed at his clothes. 'Herel am. What blew
up?

‘Nothing blew up. Something buckled. Come on, down we go." He dabbed at, his forehead with a
handkerchief and led the way downward.

The control man removed his earphones as he approached and got off his stool. He looked tired, and his
dirt-smeared face was greasy with perspiration.

"The damn thing started going at 82.8, boss. It amost caught me!’
‘It did, did it? growled Prosser. ‘Within limits of error, isn't it? How's the generator? Hey, Stoddard!’

The technician addressed replied from his station at the generator, Tube 5 died. It'll take two daysto
replace.’

Prosser turned in satisfaction and said, 'It worked. Went exactly as presumed. Problem solved,
gentlemen. Trouble over. Let's get back to rny office. | want to eat. And then | want to deep.’

Hedid not refer to the subject again until once more behind the desk in his office, and then he spoke
between huge bites of aliver-and-onion sandwich.

He addressed Birnam, '‘Remember the work on space strain last June. It flopped, but we kept at it. Finch
got alead last week and | developed it. Everything fell into place. Slick as goose grease. Never saw

anything likeit.
'Go ahead,’ said Birnam, camly. He knew Prosser sufficiently well to avoid showing impatience.

'Y ou saw what happened. When afield tops 83.42 millimeters, it becomes unstable. Space won't stand
the strain. It buckles and the field blows. Boom!'

Birnam's mouth dropped open and the arms of Orloff's chair creaked under sudden pressure. Silence for
awhile, and then Birnam said ungteadily, 'Y ou mean force fields stronger than that areimpossible?

"They're possible. Y ou can create them. But the denser they are, the more unstable they are. If | had
turned on the two-hundred-and-fifty-millimeter field, it would have lasted one tenth of a second. Then,
blooie! Would have blown up the Station! And myself! Technician would have doneit. Scientist is



warned by theory. Works carefully, the way | did. No harm done.’

Orloff tucked hismonocleinto hisvest pocket and said tremuloudy, ‘But if aforce field isthe samething
asinteratomic forces, why isit that steel has such a strong interatomic binding force without bucking
space? Therés aflaw there!

Prosser eyed him in annoyance. 'No flaw. Critica strength depends on number of generators. In sted,
each atom isaforce-fidld generator. That means about three hundred billion trillion generators for every
ounce of matter. If we could use that many— Asit is, one hundred generators would be the practica
limit. That only raisesthe critica point to ninety-seven or thereabout.’

He got to hisfeet and continued with sudden fervor, ‘No. Problem's over, | tell you. Absolutely
impossibleto create aforce field capable of holding Earth's atmosphere for more than a hundredth of a
second. Jovian atmosphere entirely out of question. Cold figures say that; backed by experiment. Space
won't stand it!

'Let the Jovians do their damnedest. They can't get out! That'sfind! That'sfind! That'sfinal!'

Orloff said, 'Mr. Secretary, can | send a gpacegram anywherein the Station? | want to tell Earth that I'm
returning by the next ship and that the Jovian problem isliquidated - entirely and for good.’

Birnam said nothing, but the relief on hisface as he shook hands with the colonia commissioner,
transfigured the gaunt homdiness of it unbelievably.

And Dr. Prosser repeated, with abirdlike jerk of hishead, That's final !"

Hal Tuttle looked up as Captain Everett of the spaceship Transparent, newest ship of the Comet Space
Lines, entered his private observation room in the nose of the ship.

The captain said, ‘A spacegram has just reached me from the home offices at Tucson. We'reto pick up
Colonel Commissioner Orloff at Jovopolis, Ganymede, and take him back to Earth.’

'‘Good. We haven't Sighted any ships?

'No, no! We'reway off the regular space lanes. Thefirst the System will know of uswill be the landing of
the Transparent on Ganymede. It will be the greatest thing in space travel sncethefird trip to the
Moon." His voice softened suddenly, 'What's wrong, Hal? Thisis your triumph, after dl.’

Ha Tuttle looked up and out into the blackness of space. 'l supposeitis. Ten years of work, Sam. | lost
anam and an eyein that first explosion, but | don't regret them. It'sthe reaction that's got me. The
problemissolved; my lifework isfinished.

'So isevery sted-hulled ship in the System.’

Tuttle smiled. 'Yes. It'shard to redize, isn't it? He gestured outward. "Y ou see the stars? Part of thetime,
there's nothing between them and us. It gives me aqueazy fedling.’ His voice brooded, ‘Nine years|
worked for nothing. | wasn't atheoretician, and never redly knew where | was headed -just tried
everything. | tried alittle too hard and space wouldn't stand it. | paid an arm and an eye and started
fresh.

Captain Everett baled hisfist and pounded the hull - the hull through which the stars shone unobstructed.
There was the muffled thud of flesh striking an unyielding surface - but no response whatever from the
invisblewadl.



Tuttle nodded, 'It's solid enough, now - though it flicks on and off eight hundred thousand times a second.
| got theideafrom the stroboscopic lamp. Y ou know them - they flash on and off so rapidly that it gives
al theimpresson of steady illumination.

'And so it iswith the hull. 1t's not on long enough to buckle space. It's not off long enough to alow
appreciable leskage of the atmosphere. And the net effect is a strength better than sted! .’
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He paused and added dowly, 'And there's no telling how far we can go. Speed up the intermission effect.
Havethefidd flick off and on millions of times per second - billions of times. Y ou can get fidds strong
enough to hold an atomic explosion. My lif ework!'

Captain Everett pounded the other's shoulder. 'Snap out of it, man. Think of the landing on Ganymede.
Thedevil! It will begreat publicity. Think of Orloff'sface, for instance, when hefinds heisto be thefirst
passenger in history ever to travel in apaceship with aforce-field hull. How do you suppose hell fed?

Hal Tuttle shrugged. 'l imagine hell be rather pleased.’

THEBLIND PILOT

BY CHARLESHENNEBERG
(TRANSLATED BY DAMON KNIGHT)

The shop was low and dark, asif meant for someone who no longer knew day from night. Around it
hung a scent of wax and incense, exotic woods, and roses dried. in darkness. It wasin the cellar of one
of the oldest buildings of the old radioactive district, and you had to walk down several steps before you
reached agrille of Venerian sandalwood. A cone of Martian crystd lighted the sign:

THEBLIND PILOT

The man who carne in this morning, followed by arobot porter with achest, was ahaf-crazy old
voyager, like many who have gazed on the naked blazing of the stars. He was back from the Asdlli—at
leat, if not there, from the Southern Cross; hisface was of wax, ravaged, graven, from lying too long on
akedson at the mercy of the ultraviolets, and in the black jungle of the planets.

The coffer was hewn from a heartwood hard as brass, porous here and there. He had set it down on the
floor, and the Sdes vibrated imperceptibly, asif agreat captive bee were struggling insde.

"Look here" hesaid, giving argponthelid, "I wouldn't sell that there for amillion credits, but I'm
needing to refloat mysdlf, till | get my pay. They tell meyou're an honest Y ahoo. I'll leavethisherein
pawn and come back to get in six days. What'll you give me?'

At the back of the shop, ayoung man raised his head. He was Sitting in an old armchair stiff with
flowered brocade. He looked like one of those fine Ve asquez cavaiers, who had hands of stedl, and
were not ashamed to be beautiful; but ablack bandage covered the upper part of hisface.

"I'mno Yahoo," he answered coldly, "and | don't take live animas as pledges.”



"Blind! You'reblind!" ssammered the newcomer.
"Yousaw my sgn.”

"Accident?'

"Out in the Pleiades”

"Sorry, shipmatel" said the traveler. But dready he was scheming: "How'd you know there was an animal
inthere?'

"I'm blind—but not deef."

The whole room wastingling with a crystaline vibration. Suddenly it stopped. The traveler wiped great
drops of sweat from hisforehead.

"Shipmate," he said, "that ain't redlly an animd. I'm holding onto that. | don't want to sell it to nobody.
Andif | don't have any money tonight, it's the jug for me. Understand? No more space voyages, no more
loot, no more nothing. I'm an HZ, to be suspended.”

"I getit," answered the quiet voice. "How much?" it asked.
The other dmost choked. 'Will you redly give me—?

"‘Not athing, | don't give anything for nothing, and | told you before, I'm not interested in your cricketina
cage. But | can let you have five thousand credits, no more, on your shipping papers. In six days, when
you come back to get them, you'll pay me five hundred creditsextra. That'sall.”

"You're worse than a'Y ahoo!"

‘No. I'm blind." He added grimly, "My accident was caused by afool who hadn't insured his rocket. |
don't likefools."

"‘But,” said the adventurer, shuffling hisfeet, "how can you check my papers?’
"My brother's over there. Come on out, Jacky."

A sharp little grin gppeared in the shadows. Out between alunar harmonium in ameteorite, and adark
Terregtrid cloth on which aflayed martyr had bled, came a cripple mounted on alittle carriage—legless,
with ssumps of arms, propelling himself with the aid of two hooks: amaliciouslittle old man of twelve.

"Mutant," said the blind man curtly. "But he makes out, with his prosthetics. Papersin order, Jacky?'
"Sure, North. And dirtier than adust rag."”
"That only meansthey've seen good use. Give him hisfive thousand credits.”

The blind man pressed a button. A cabinet opened, revealing asort of dumb-waiter. In the top half there
was alittle built-in strong box; in the bottom crouched a Foramen chimera, the most bloodthirsty of
beasts, hdf cat, haf harpy.

Thetraveler jumped back.

The cripplerolled himself over to the strong box, grabbed up abundle of credits and blew on the
mongter's nose. It purred.



"Y ou see, the money's well guarded here" said North. "Can | leave my chest with you, anyhow?" asked
the traveler humbly.

So the chest remained. Using the dumb-waiter, the cripple sent it up to the small gpartment which thetwo
brothers shared in the penthouse of the building.

According to its owner, "the beast which was not redlly an anima” was in hibernation; it had no need of
food. The porous wood alowed enough air to pass. But the box had to be kept in adark place. "It lives
inthe great deeps,”" he had explained; "it can't sand daylight.”

The building wasredlly very old, with many eevators and closets. The mutants and cripples of the last
war, who lived there because it was cheap, accommodated themsalvesto it. North dragged the chest
into the strong room next to his study.

That evening, the free movie in the building was showing an old stereo film, not even sensorid, about the
conquest of the Pleiades, and Jacky announced that he wanted to seeit. He asked his brother, Y ou
don't suppose that anima will get cold in there?'

"What are you talking about? It'sin hibernation.” "Anyhow," said Jacky spitefully, "were not getting paid
tokeepitinfud.”

The movie lasted till midnight, and when Jacky came back, there was afull moon. The boy testified later
that he had been allittle overexcited. A white glimmer flooded the upper landing, and he saw that the
window of the ‘garret,” asthey called his brother's study, was masked with ablack cloth. Jacky supposed
North had taken this extra precaution on account of the animal; he pushed himsdlf forward with his hooks
and knocked on the door, but no one answered, and there was no key in the lock.

Hetold himsdlf then that maybe North had gone down six storiesto the bar in the building, and he
decided to wait. He sat on the landing; the night was mild, and he would not have traded the air at that
height for any amount of conditioned and filtered atmosphere. The sllver star floated overhead in the
black sky. Jacky mused that "it means something after dl, that shining going on just the same for x
years—that moon that's seen so many old kings, and poets, and lovers stories. The catsthat yowl at
night must fed it; and the dogstoo." In the lower-class buildings, there were only robot-dogs. Jacky
longed for ared dog—after dl, he was only twelve. But mutants couldn't own living animals.

Andthen ...

(On the magnetic tape where Jacky's deposition was taken down, it seemed that at that moment the boy
began to choke. The recording was interrupted, and the next red began: “ Thanks for the coffee. It was
good and hitter.")

He had heard an indefinable sound, very faint . . . just the sound of the sea-tidein abed of shdlls. It grew,
and grew.... At the same time (though he couldn't say how) there wereimages. A pearl-colored sky, and
green crystal waves, with crests of sparkling silver. Jacky felt no surprise; he had just | eft the stereo
theater. Perhaps someone in the building opposite had turned on a sensorial camera—and the vibrations,
the waves, were striking their landing by accident.

But the melody swelled, and the boy sank under the green waves. The sea stank of seaweed and fish. . .
. Carried along by the currents, the little cripple felt light and free. Banks of rustling diatoms parted for
him; a blue phosphorescence hal oed the medusas and starfish, and pearly blue anemonesformed a
forest. Grazed by atransparent jelyfish, Jacky felt anettle-like burning. The shadow of ahammerhead
shark went by, and scattered a twinkling cloud of smelt. Farther down, the shadow grew denser, more
opague and mysterious—caverns gaped in acord reef. The tentacle of an octopus lashed the water, and



the cripple shuddered.

Hefound himsdlf thrown back againgt the hull of aship, haf buried in the sand. A little black-and-gold
sren, garlanded with barnacles, smiled under the prow; and hefell, trangported, against a breach that
spilled out a pirate treasure, coffersfull of barbaric jewels. Hegps of bones were whitening at the bottom
of the hold, and a skull smiled with empty sockets. Thismust be an amateur film, Jacky thought: alittle
too redligtic. He freed himsdlf, pushed away as hard as he could with his hooks, rose to the surface at
last—and amost cried out.

The sky above him was not that of Earth. North had told him how that other dark ocean looked—the
sub-ether. The stars were naked and dazzling. Resfs, that were burning meteors, sprang up out of
nowhere. And the planets seemed to whirl near enough to touch—one was ruby, another orange, il
another atranquil blue; Saturn danced initsairy ring.

Jacky thrust his hooks out before him to push away those torches. In so doing, he dipped and rolled
across the landing. The door opened a second later—he hadn't had time to fall three steps, but thistime
he wasn't diving alone: beside him, in the hideoudy reddened water, whirled and danced the body of a
digointed puppet, with gullied featuresin aface of wax.

Jacky raised his head. North stood on the lll, terrible, pale as a satue of old ivory; the black bandage
cut hisfaceintwo. He cdled, "Who'sthere? Answer me, or I'll cal the militial™

Hisvoicewasloud and angry. North, who aways spoke so softly to Jacky ...
"It'sme—Jack," said the boy, trembling. "I was coming back, and | missed astep . . .

(ltoldalie" said Jacky later, to the militiamen who were questioning him. And he stared into their eyes
with alook of open defiance. "That'sright, sure, | told alie. Because | knew hed kill me.")

The next morning there was no blood and no corpse on the landing. Only asmell of seaweed ...

Jacky wasfilling the coffee cups, in the back of the shop, while the television news broadcast was on.
Toward the end, the announcer reported that the body of a drowned man had been taken from the
harbor. The dead man's face appeared on the tiny screen, at the moment North came into the shop.

"Hey, look at that!" called the cripple. "Y our five thousand credits are done for."
"What'sthat?" asked his brother, picking up his chinacup and his buttered bread with delicate accuracy.

"The character with the pet. They've just fished him out of the channdl. Guess what, they don't know who
heis somebody swiped hiswallet."

"A dead loss," said the older. "Y ou're certain he'sthe one?
"He's il on the screen. Heisn't apretty sght.”

An indefinable expression passed over North's mobile features. ™Y ou'd think hewasrelieved,” Jacky told
himself. Aloud, he asked, "What do we do with the anima ?*

"Doesit bother you?' asked North, alittle too: negligently.

"Me, old man?' said the cripple in aclownish tone, imitating afamousfat actor. "Aslong astheresno
wrinklesin my belly! Where did he come from?'



"He talked about the Asdlli," said North, reaching with amagician's deftness for another dice of bread.
"And alot of other things, too. What are you up to this morning? Got any work to do?"

"Not much! The Stimpson order to send out. A crate of , lunar bells coming in. | ought to go to the
Re-education Center, too."

"Okay. Can you bring me back a copy of the weekly news disc?’
"Sure"

But Jacky didn't go to the Re-education Center that morning, nor to his customers. With his carriage
perched on the didewalk, he rode to Astronautics Headquarters, a building among others, and had, some
difficulty getting upstairsin the evator, amid the students jibes. Some of them asked, "Y ou want to do
the broad jump in arocket?' And others, "He thinks these are the good old days, when everybody was
hunting for round-bottoms to send to the Moon!* It was not redlly spiteful, and Jacky was used to it.

Hefdt atouch of nostalgia, not for himself but for North—he knew North would never come here again.
‘The wdlswere covered with cdestid charts, microfilm shelves rose from one floor to the next, and in dl

the glass cases there were model s of spaceship engines, from the multi-stage rockets and sputniks al the
way up to the great shipsthat synthesized their own fissionables. Jacky arrived dl out of breath in front of
the robot card-sorter, and handed it his card.

"The Asdlli." spat therobot. "Asdlus Boredis? Asdllus Austrdis? Gamma Cancri or Delta Cancri?'
"Nothing else out there?

"Y es, Al-Phard, longitude twenty-six degrees nineteen minutes. Alpha Hydrae.”

"Hydra, that's an agquatic monster'? Isit awater planet? Read me the card.”

"Thereislittleto tell,” crackled the robot. "The planet isamost unexplored, its surface being composed
of oceans.”

"Fauna? Flora?
"Without evidence to the contrary, those of oceansin generd."
"Intelligent life?

The robot made aface with its revolving spheres. "Without evidence to the contrary, none. Nor any
human beings. Nothing but sealions and manatees.”

"Manatees? What are they?" asked Jacky, suddenly apprehensive.

"Herbivorous srenian mammas which live on Earth, along the shores of Africaand America. Manatees
sometimes grow aslong as three meters, and frequent the estuaries of rivers.”

"But— drenians?"
"A genus of mammals, related to the cetaceans, and comprising the dugongs, manatees, and so on.”
Jacky's eyebrows went up and he cried, ‘I thought it came from “sren'!”

"Soit does," said the robot laconically. “Fabulous mongters, half woman, haf bird or fish. With their sweet
snging, they lured voyagers onto the reefs—



"Where did this happen?’

"On Earth, where else?' said the robot, offended. ‘Between theide of Capri and the coast of Italy.
Y oung man, you don't know quite what you mean to ask."

But Jacky knew.

On hisreturn, as he expected, he found the shop closed and a note tacked to the door: "Thepilotisout.”
Jacky hunted in his pocketsfor the key, dipped insde. All was cam and ordinary, except for the smell
which ruled now like the mistress of the house, the smdll that you breathe on the beachesin little covesin
summer: seaweed shells, fish, perhaps alittle tar. Jacky set the table, set to work in the kitchenette and
prepared anice little snack, lobster salad and ravioli. Secretive and spiteful, imprisoned among the
ydlowing antiques of the shop, the young cripple redly loved them dl. When everything was
ready—fresh flowersin the vases, theravioli hot, ice cubesin the glasss—Jacky rang three times,
according to custom. No one answered. Everything was a pretext for a secret language between the two
mutilated brothers, who adored each other; the first stroke of the bell meant: "The medl isready, his
lordship may come down,” the second: "I'm hungry,” and the third: "I'm hungry, hungry!" The fourth had
amog the sense of . "Have you had an accident'?'

Jacky hesitated amoment, then pressed the button. The silence was deep among the crystallized plants
and the gems of seven planets. Did this mean that North was redlly away? The cripple hoisted himself
into the dumbwaiter and rode up to the penthouse.

On the upper landing, the scent had changed; it had flowered now into unknown spices, and it would
have taken amore expert observer than Jacky to recognize the aromatics of the fabulous past: nard,
aoes, and benzoain, the bitter thyme of Shelba's Belkis, the myrrh and olibanum of Cleopatra.

Inthe midst of dl this, the music wasred, dmost palpable, like apillar of light, and Jacky asked himsdlf
how it could be that the others, on the floors below, didn't heer it.

That morning, North Ellis had closed the door of the dark room behind him, turned the key, and shot the
bolt. His blind man's hands, strong and dender, executed these movements with machine-like precision,
but he was panting alittle, and in spite of old habit, had almost missed the landing. He was so0 pressed . .
. but he had to foresee everything. Jacky . . . Resting his back against the door, North gave amoment's
thought to the idea of sending Jacky to Europe. Their aunt, their mother's sigter, lived somewhereina
little village with amusicd name. Hefelt respongblefor Jacky.

He swept away these preoccupations like dead |eaves, and walked toward the dark corner where the
chest lay under ablack cloth. Hisfingers crept over the porous wood which, scented his pams.

"You'rethere" hesaid inacold, harsh voice. "Y ou've been waiting for me, you!"

The being that crouched at the heart of the shadows did not immediately answer, but the concentric
waves of the music swelled out. And the man who had tumbled to earth with broken wings, awaited
neither by his mother, dead of leukemia, nor by aRussian girl who had laughed, turning her primrose face
beside awhiteneck . . . theblind pilot felt himsalf neither deprived nor unhappy.

"You're beautiful, aren't you? Y ou're very beautiful! Y our voice..."

"What else would you like to know?" responded the waves, growing stronger. "Y ou are sightless, |
facdless. | told you, yesterday when you opened the strong room: | am al that streams and sings. The
glittering cascades, the torrents of ice that break on the columbines, the reflections of the multiple moons
ontheoceans. .. And | am the ocean. Let yoursdf float on my wave. Come..."



"Y ou made mekill that man, yesterday.”

"What isaman? | speak to you of tumbling abysses, dark and luminous by turns, of the crucibles where
new lifeisforged, and you answer me with the death of a spaceman! Anyhow, he deserved it: he
captured me, imprisoned me, and he had come back to separate us!”

"Separate us.. . ." said North. "Do you think that's possible?’
"No—if you follow me."

The central melody grew piercing. It was like aspire, or abridge over alimitless space. And the
unconscious part of the human soul darted out to encounter that harmony. The wheeling abyss opened, it
was peopled with trembling nebulae, with diamonds and roses of fire ...

North toppled into it.

... It was strange to recognize, in this nth dimension, the crowds of stars he had encountered in real
voyages—the glacid scintillation of Polaris, the scattered pearls of Orion's Belt. North marveled to find
himsdalf again in this night, weightless and free, without spacesuit or rocket. Jets of photons bore himon
immensewings Thegarret, the mutants building, the Earth? He laughed at them. The Boredl Dragon
twisted its spiralsin aspray of stars. He crossed in one bound an abyss streaming with fire—Berenice's
Har—and cut himsdlf on the blue sapphire of Vegain the Lyre. Hewas not climbing done: theliving
music wound himinitsrings

"Do you think to know the Infinite? said the voice enfolded in the harmonies. "Poor Earthlings, who daim
to have discovered everything! Because you ve built heavy machinesthat bresk dl equilibrium, that burst
into flame and fall, and martyr your vulnerable human flesh? Come, I'll show you what we can see, we
obscure and immobile ones, in the abysses, since what ison high isaso down below. ..."

The star-gpirals and the harmonies surged up. In the depths of his night, North gazed upon those things
which the pilots, constrained by their limited periscopic screens, never saw: oceans of rubies, furnaces of
emeralds, dark stars, constellations coiled like luminous dragons. Meteorites were arain of motionless
streaks. Novas came to meet him; they exploded and shattered in Sidered tornadoes, the giants and
dwarfsfell again in incandescent cascades. Space-time was nothing but aflaming chalice.

"Higher! Faster!" sang the voice.

All that passed beyond vertigo and the tipsiness of the flesh. North felt himself tumbled, dissolved inthe
adrd foam, he was nothing but an atom in theinfinite.

"Higher! Fegter!”

Weasit a that moment, among the dusty arcs, far down at the bottom of the abyss, at the heart of his
being, that hefelt that icy breath, that sensation of horror? It was more than unclean. It was asif he had
leaped over the abysses and the centuries, passed beyond al human limits—and ended at this. At
nothingness, the void. He was down at the bottom of awell, in utter darkness, and his mouth was full of
blood. Rhythmic blows were shaking that closed universe. Trying to raise himsdlf, hefelt under his hands
the porous, wrinkled wood. A childish voice was crying, "North! Oh! North? Don't you hear me? Let me
in, let mein!"

North came back to himsdlf, numbed, weak asif he had bled to desth. For alittle, he thought himsdlf in
the wrecked starship, out in the Pleiades. He hoisted himself up on his elbows and crawled toward the
door. He had strength enough | eft to draw the bolt, turn the key, and then he fainted on the sill.



("It wasthosetrips, you know . . .") Jacky looked up at the Spacid Militiamen who were taking their turn
opposite him. They were not hardhearted; they had given him a sandwich and abig quilt. But how much
could they understand? "'l never knew when North started getting unhappy. Me, | never went on atrip
farther away than the coast. Ever since he's been blind, he always seemed to be so cam! | thought he
was like me. When | was around him, | felt good, | never wanted to go anywhere. Sometimes, to try and
be the same ashim, 1'd put a bandage around my eyes, and try to see everything in soundsinstead of
colors. Sure, the switchboard operator, and the night watchmarn—not the robot, the other one—they said
thiswas no life for two boys. But North was blind and | was crippled. Who would have wanted us?’

The next day was aday of trouble; North pulled an old spacesuit out of apile of scrap iron and began to
polish the plates, whistling. He explained to Jacky that he was going to put it at the entrance of the shop.
Toward noon, Jacky took a phone message for North: he was told that the board of directors of a
famous sanatorium hesitated to accept a boarder mutated to that extent. He accepted their excuses and
hung up, slently.

So that waswhat it was al about: North wanted to get rid of him. He was crazy—it was asif he had
gone blind &l over again! During amiserable lunch, theidea.cameto him to put the building's telephone
line out of commission; that way, the outer world would leave them done. Buit first he wanted to cal up
Dr. Evers, their family doctor, and the telephone did not respond. Jacky understood that North had got
ahead of him.

After that, he made himself smal, rolled his carriage behind some crates, and indalled himsdf on ashelf

of the bookcase. It was his favorite hiding place. There were ill in the shop some volumes bound in
blond lesther, dmost golden, which smeled of incense or cigars, with yellowing pages and the curious
printing of the twentieth century. They had quaint pictures, not even animated. Without looking, he
stumbled upon the marvelous story of the navigator who sailed the wine-dark sea. The sail was purple,
and the hull of sandalwood. Off the mythological coasts, adivine singing arose, inviting the sallorsto more
digtant flights. The reefswere fringed with pearls; the white moon rose high above the fabulous
mountains. Ulysses stopped up their earswith wax and tied himself to the mast. But he himself heard the
songs of thesirens... .

"North,” the boy asked later, forgetting al caution, "isthere such athing assrens?”
"What?" asked the blind man, with agtart.
"I mean, the sailorsin the olden days, they said—"

"Crud," said North. "Those guys went out of their heads, sailing across the oceans. Just think, it took
them longer between Crete, alittleidand, and Ithacathan it takes usto get to Jupiter. They went short of
food, and their shipswere wanut shells. And on top of everything e'se, for months on end they'd see
nobody except afew shipmates, as chapped and hairy asthey were. Well, they'd start to go off their
rockers, and the first woman pirate was Circe or Caypso to them, and the first cetacean they met was an
ocean princess.”

"A manatee," said Jacky.
"That'sright, amanatee. Have you ever seen one? "'No."

"Sure, that'sright, | don't think thereis one in the Zoo. Maybe in the exotic specimens. Take down the
fourth book from the left, on the "Nat. Sciences shelf. Page seven hundred ninety-two. Got it?"

Jacky found it. It was a big beast with around head and mustaches, and athick oily skin. Thefemae was
giving suck to alittle tar-baby. They al had serious expressions. Jacky was overcome with mad laughter.



"Ridiculous, isn't it?" North asked in an unrecognizable dived into the water on account of that! | think
they must dived into the water, on account of that! | think they must have been sick.”

But that evening, he offered Jacky aticket to the planetarium and atrip to the amusement park. Jacky
refused politely; he was content to stay on his shelf. Again he plunged into the volume bound in blond
leather, discovering for thefirgt time that life has dways been mysterious and that destiny puts on many
masks. The ideswith the fabulous names flickered past to the rhythm of strophes; the heroes sailed for
the conquest of the Golden Fleece, or perhaps they led a pale well-beloved out of Hades. Some burned
their wingsinthesunand fell ...

North walked around cat-footed, closing the shutters, arranging the planetary knickknacks. He
disappeared so quietly that Jacky was not aware of it, and it was only when the boy wanted to ask him
for some information about sailing shipsthat his absence became a concrete fact. Suddenly afraid, Jacky
dipped to the floor, and discovered that his carriage had aso disappeared. He crawled then, with the aid
of his hooks, among the scattered pieces of iron, and it was then that he sumbled over ahorrible viscous
thing: the wet billfold of the dead spaceman. The five thousand credits were il inside.

After that, hisfear had no limit, and Jacky crawled ingtinctively toward the door, which he found shut;
then to the dumb-waiter, where he heard the Foramen chimera, caged, mew pleasantly. "It won't work,
old lady," he breathed at it. "They've locked us both up together.” He licked alittle blood out of the
corners of hismouth, and thought hard. He would have to be quick. To be sure, he could hammer on the
door, but the street was deserted at night, the normaswere al getting ready to watch their telesets, or
some other kind of screen—and there was no use knocking on the walls; the shop was surrounded by
empty cellars. And the telephone was dead.

Jacky then did what any imprisoned boy of his age would have done (but from him, it demanded a
superhuman effort): he clambered up the curtains, managed to open the window with his hook, and
jumped out. He was hurt, faling on the pavement.

... "That damn' kid!" thought North as he opened the door of the garret. "Sireng!”

His handswere trembling. A wave of arométics, dready; familiar, cameinto his night and surrounded
him: he had breathed them on other worlds. He understood what was required of him, and helet himsdf
go, abandoned himsdlf' to the furious maelstrom of sounds and smells, to the tide of Snging and perfumes.
His usdess, mutilated body lay somewhere out of the way, on ashelf.

‘Look at me," said themusic. "l aminyou, and you are me. They tried in vain to keep you on Earth, with
chains of fasehood. Y ou are no longer of Earth, sncewelive one lifetogether. Y esterday | showed you
the abysses | know. Now you show me the stars you have visited: memory by memory, | shal take them.
In that way, perhaps, shdl we not find the world that calls us? Come. | shall choose aplanet, likea

pearl.”
He saw them again, dl of them.

Alpha Spicae, in the congtdlation of the Virgin, isafrozen globe, whose atmosphereis so rich in water
vapor that arocket sticksin the ground like aneedle of frost. Under adistant green sun, thisworld
scintillates like amillion-faceted diamond, and itsicecap spreads toward the equator. On the ground, you
are shared in anet of rainbows and green snow, a snow that smellslike benzoin (al the pilots know that
gellar illuson). On Alpha Spicae, in afew hours, alost explorer goes mad.

North wasirresstibly drawn away, and shortly recognized the magnetic planet of the Ditch in Cygnus.



That one, too, he had learned to avoid on hisvoyages. it was followed inits orbit by the thousands of
Sdered corpsesit had captured. The bravest pilots followed it in their coffins of sparkling ice; for that
sphere, no larger than the Moon, is composed of pure golden ore.

They passed like awaterspout across alake of incandescent crystal—Altair. Another trap lay in wait for
them in the congtellation Orion, where the gigantic diamond of Betelgeuse flashed: a phantasmagoria of
deceptive images, a piderweb of lightnings. The orb which cowered behind these mirages had no name,
only anickname: Sundew. Space pilots avoided it like the Fit.

"Higher!" sang the voice, made up now of thousands of etheric currents, millions of astral vibrations.
"Farther!”

But here, North struggled. He knew now where she was drawing him, and what incandescent hell he
would meet on that path, because he had aready experienced it. He knew of a peculiar planet with
slvery-violet skies, out in the mysterious congtellation of Cancer. It was the most beautiful he had ever
glimpsed, the only one he had loved like awoman, because its oceans reminded him of apair of eyes.
Ten dancing moons crowned that Alpha Hydrae, which the ancient nomads caled Al-Phard. It wasa
deep watery world, with frothing waves. an odor of sea-sdlt, of seaweed, of ambergrisdrifted over its
surface. A perpetud ultrasonic music jumbled al attempts at communication, and baffled the starships.
The oxygen content of AlphaHydrag's atmosphere was so high that it intoxicated living beings, and
burned them up. The rockets which succeeded in escaping the attraction of Al-Phard carried back crews
of the blissful dead.

It wasin trying to escapeits grip that an uncontrolled machine, with North aboard, had once headed
toward the Pleiades and crashed on an asteroid.

Heavy blows shook the temples of the solitary navigator. The enormous sun of Pollux legped out of
space, exploded, fell to ruin in the darkness, with Procyon and the Goat; the whole Milky Way trembled
and vibrated. The human soul lost in that torrent of energy, the soul that struggled, despaired, foundered,
was only an infinitesmal atom, a sound—or the echo of a sound, in the harmony of the spheres.

"Thisisit," said Jacky, wiping hisbloody mouth.
"Honed, thisisit, inspector. There's the window | jumped out of ..."

Thereit was, with its smashed glass, and Jacky did not mention how painful thefal had been. His
forearms dashed, he had hung suspended by his hooks. On the pavement, he had lost consciousness.
Coming to, later, under afine drizzle of rain, he had, he said, "crawled and crawled." Few of the passng
autos had even dowed down for that crushed human caterpillar. " Oh, Marilyn, did you see that funny
little round-bottom?'—"1t must be one of those mutant cripples, don't stop, Gdla. . ."—"Space! Are
they dtill contagious?' Jacky bit hislips.

Findly, atruck had stopped. Robots—a crew of robots from the highway commission—had picked him
up. He began to cry, seeing himsdf dready thrown onto the junk hegp. By chance, the driver was human:
he heard, and took him to the militia post.

‘| don't hear anything," said the inspector after amoment of silence.

"The othersin the block didn't hear anything either!" breathed Jacky. "1 think he must be very unhappy,
or elsedrunk. . . . Arethere ultrasonics, maybe? Look, the dogs are restless.”



Certainly, the handsome Great Danes of the Specid Service were acting sirangely: they were padding
around in circlesand whining.

"A quarrd between mongters,” thought Inspector Mord. "Just my luck: amutant ssump of akid, aspace
pilot withthe D.T.'s, and asiren! They'll laugh in my face down a headquarters”

But, as Jacky cried and beat on the door, he gave the order to break it in. The boy crawled toward the
dumb-waiter; one of the militiamen dmogt fired on the chimera, which legped from its cabinet, purring.

"That's nothing, it'sonly abig cat from Foramen!" Jacky wailed. "Come on, please come on, I'm going up
the shaft.”

‘| was never in such amadhouse before,” thought the inspector. There were thingsin every
corner—robots or idols, with three heads or seven hands. There were talkingshells. One of the men
shouted, feding amobile creeper twineitsdf in hishair. They ought to forbid the import of these parlor
tricksinto an honest Terrestria port. Not surprising that the lad upstairs should have gone off his nut, the
ingpector told himsdlf.

When the militiareached the topmost landing of the building, Jacky was stretched out in front of the
closed door, banging it desperately with hisfists. Whether on account of ultrasonics or not, the men were
pale. The enormous harmony which filled the garret was here perceptible, papable.

Mord called, but no one answered.
"He'sdead?" asked Jacky. "Isn't he?'
They sensed aliving, evil presenceingde.

Mord disposed hismen in pairs, one on either side of the door. A ferret-faced little locksmith dipped up
and began to work on the bolt. When he was finished, the militiamen were supposed to break the door
down quickly and rushinside, while Mord covered them, with heat gun in hand. But it was black insde
the garret; someone would haveto carry apowerful flashlight and play it back and forth.

"Me" said Jacky. Hewas white as a sheet, trembling all over. "If my brother's dead, Inspector, you
should let me go in. Anyhow, what risk would | take? Y ou'll beright behind me. And | promise not to let
go of the flashlight, no matter what."

Theingpector looked at the legless child. "Y ou might get yoursdlf shot,” he said. ™Y ou never know what
weapons these extrarterrestrias are going to use. Or what they're thinking, or what they want. That thing
... maybeit sings the way we bregthe."

‘I know," said Jacky. He neglected to add, "That'swhy | asked to carry the flashlight. So asto get to it
firg"

Theingpector handed him the flashlight. He saized it firmly with one of hishooks. And thefirst sharp ray,
like asword, cut through the keyhole into the attic.

They dl fdt the crushing tension let go. Released, with frothing tongues, the dogs lay down on thefloor. It
was asif atight cord had suddenly snapped. And abruptly, behind the closed door, something broke
with astunning crash. Something fell with adull sound to thefloor.

At the same ingtant, there was agrest crash, and the landing was flooded with an intolerable smell of
burnt flesh. Down in the street, passers-by screamed and ran like ants. The building was burning. An
object fdling in flames had buried itsdf in theroof... .



The militiamen broke down the door, and Morel ssumbled over ahorrible mass of flesh, cacined,
crushed, which no longer bore any resemblance to North. A man who had falen from astarship, across
the stellar void, might have looked like that. A man who had leaped into vacuum without a spacesuit . . .
ahaf-disntegrated manikin. North Ellis, the blind pilot, had suffered hislast shipwreck.

Overcome by nausea, the militiamen backed away. Jacky himself had not moved from thelanding. He
clung to the flashlight, and the powerful beam of light implacably searched, siept the dark cave. The
symphony which only hisearshad heard plainly grew fainter, then lost itsalf in atempest of discordant
sounds. Theinvisible being gave onelast sharp wail (in the street, dl the windows broke and the lights
went out).

Then therewas slence.

Jacky sat and licked hisbloody lips. Insgde, in the garret, the militiamen were pulling down the black
drapes, breaking furniture. One of them shouted, "There's nothing here!”

Jacky dropped the flashlight, raised himsdlf on his sstumps. "L ook in the chest! In the strong room, to the
Sde—"

"Nothing in here. Nothing in the chest.”
"Wait aminute," said the youngest of the militiamen, "thereitis—on thefloor."

When they dragged her out, her round head bobbed, and Jacky recognized the thick glossy skin and the
flippers. She had died, probably, at the first touch of thelight, but her corpse was till pulsing in aheavy
rhythm. An ultrasonic machine? No. Two red ditswept bloody tears.... The Srens of AlphaHydrae
cannot bear thelight.

THE SILLY SEASON

BY C. M. KORNBLUTH

It was a hot summer afternoon in the Omaha bureau of the World Wirdless Press Service, and the
control bureau in New Y ork kept nagging mefor copy. But since it was ahot summer afternoon, there
was no copy. A wrapup of local baseball had cleared about an hour ago, and that was that. Nothing but
baseba | happensin the summer. During the dog days, poaliticians are in the Maine woods fishing and
boozing, burglars are too tired to burgle, and wives think it over and decide not to decapitate their
husbands.

| pawed through some press releases. One doppy stencil-duplicated sheet began: "Did you know that the
lemonade way to summer comfort and health has been endorsed by leading physio-therapistsfrom
Maineto California? The Federated Lemon-Growers Association revealed today that a survey of 2,500
physiotherapistsin 57 cities of more than 25,000 population disclosed that 87 per cent of them drink
lemonade at least once a day between June and Sep-tember, and that another 72 per cent not only drink
the cooling and healthful beverage but actudly prescribe it—"

Another note tapped out on the news circuit printer from New Y ork: "960M-HW kicker? ND
SNST-NY."



That was New Y ork saying they needed a bright and sparkling lit-tle news item immediatel y—"soone<t.”
| went to the eastbound printer and punched out: "96NY-UPCMNG FU MINS-OM.."

The lemonade handout was hopeless; | dug into the stack again. The State University summer course
was inviting the governor to at-tend its summer conference on aims and gpproaches hi adult second-ary
education. The Agricultura College wanted me to warn farmers that white-skinned hogs should be kept
from the direct rays of the summer sun. The manager of afifth-rate loca pug sent awriteup of hisboy
and a couple of working press passes to his next bout in the Omaha Arena. The Schwartz and White
Bandage Company contrib-uted aglossy eight-by-ten of ablonde in abathing suit improvised from two
S. & W. Redi-Dressings.

Accompanying text: "Pert starlet Miff McCoy isready for any seesde emergency. That'snot only a
darling swim suit she has on— it's two standard all-purpose Redi-Dressing bandages made by the
Schwartz and White Bandage Company of Omaha. If a broken rib results from too-strenuous beach
athletics, Miff's dress can supply the dressing.” Y eah. Therest of the stack wasn't even that good. |
dumped them dl in the circular file, and began to wrack my brainsin spite of the hest.

I'd haveto fake one, | decided. Unfortunately, there had been no big running silly season story so far this
summer—no flying saucers, or mongtersin the Horida Everglades, or chloroform bandits terrify-ing the
city. If there had, | could have hopped on and faked a"with." Asit was, I'd haveto fakea"lead,” which
isharder and riskier.

The flying saucers?| couldn't revive them; they'd been forgotten for years, except by newsmen. The giant
turtle of Lake Huron had been quiet for years, too. If | started a chloroform bandit scare, every old maid
in the state would back me up by swearing she heard the bandit trying to break in and smelled
chloroform—~but the cops wouldn' like it. Strange messages from space received at the State
University'sradar lab? That might do it. | put asheet of copy paper hi the typewriter and sat, glaring &t it
and hating the silly season.

There was adight reprieve—the Western Union tie-line printer by the desk dinged at me and its
sckly-ydlow bulb lit up. | tapped out:

"WW GA PLS," and the machine began to gect yellow, gummed tape which told methis:

"wu co62-dpr collect—ft hicks ark aug 22 105p— worldwirel ess omaha—town marsha pinkney
crawles died mysterious circumstances fishtripping ozark hamlet rush city today. rushers phoned hicksers
'burned death shining domes appeared yesterweek." jeeping body hicksward. queried rush constable p.c.
alenby learning 'seven glassy domes each housesize clearing mile south town. rushers untouched,
unapproached. crawles warned but touched and died burns.’ note desk—rush fonecall 1.85. shal i
upfollow?—benson— fishtripping rushers hicksers yesterweek jegping hicksward housesize 1.85 428p
cr..."

It was just what the doctor ordered. | typed an acknowledgment for the message and pounded out a
story, fast. | punched it and started the tape wiggling through the eastbound transmitter before New Y ork
could send any more irked notes. The news circuit printer from New Y ork clucked and began relaying
my story immediately: "ww72 (kicker)

fort hicks, arkansas, aug 22—(ww)—mysterious desth today struck down alaw enforcement officer ina
tiny ozark mountain hamlet. marsha pinkney crawles of fort hicks, arkansas, died of burnswhileona
fishing trip to the little village of rush city. terrified natives of rush city blamed the tragedy on what they
caled 'shining domes.' they said the so-called domes appeared in aclearing last week one mile south of
town. there are seven of the mysterious objects —each one the size of ahouse. the inhabitants of rush



city did not dare approach them. they warned the visiting marsha crawles—but he did not heed their
warning. rush city's con-stable p.c. alenby was awitnessto the tragedy. said he: — "thereisn't much to
tell. marshd crawles just walked up to one of the domes and put his hand on it. there was abig plash,
and when i could see again, he was burned to death.’ constable alenby isreturning the body of marshal
crawlesto fort hicks. 602p220m"

That, | thought, should hold them for awhile. | remembered Benson's "note desk™ and put through along
distance call to Fort Hicks, person to person. The Omaha operator asked for Fort Hicks information, but
there wasn't any. The Fort Hicks operator asked whom she wanted. Omaha finaly admitted that we
wanted to talk to Mr. Edwin C. Benson. Fort Hicks figured out loud and then decided that Ed was
probably at the police station if he hadn't gone home for sup-per yet. She connected us with the police
gation, and | got Benson. He had a pleasant voice, not particularly backwoods Arkansas. | gave him
some of the old oil about afine dispatch, and agood, con-scientious job, and so on. He took it with
plenty of dry reserve, which was odd. Our rural stringers dways ate that kind of stuff up. Where, | asked
him, was he from?

"Fort Hicks," hetold me, "but I've moved around. | did the court-house best in Little Rock—" | nearly
laughed out loud at that, but the laugh died out as he went on—"rewrite for the A.P. in New Orleans, not
to be bureau chief there but | didn't like wire service work. Got an opening on the Chicago Trib desk.
That didn't last— they sent me to head up their Washington bureau. There | switched to the New Y ork
Tunes. They made me awar correspondent and | got hurt—back to Fort Hicks. | do some magazine
writing now. Did you want afollow-up on the Rush City story?"

"Sure" | told him weskly. "Giveit ared ride—use your own judg-ment. Do you think it'safake?"

"l saw Pink's body alittle while ago at the undertaker's parlor, and | had atalk with Allenby, from Rush
City. Pink got burned al right, and Allenby didn't make his story up. Maybe somebody ese did—he's
pretty dumb—but asfar as| cantel, thisisthered thing. I'll keep the copy coming. Don't forget about
that dollar eighty-five phonecall, will you?'

| told him | wouldn't, and hung up. Mr. Edwin C. Benson had handed me quite ajolt. | wondered how
badly he had been hurt, that he had been forced to abandon a brilliant news career and bury him-sdif in
the Ozarks.

Then there came a cal from God, the board chairman of World Wireless. He wasfishing in Canada, as
all good board chairmen do during the silly season, but he had caught a news broadcast which used my
Rush City story. He had amobile phonein histrailer, and it was but the work of amoment to ring
Omahaand louse up my care-fully planned vacation schedules and rotation of night shifts. He wanted me
to go down to Rush City and cover the story persondly. | said yes and began trying to round up the rest
of the staff. My night editor was sobered up by hiswife and delivered to the bureau in fair shape. A
telegrapher on vacation was reached at his summer resort and talked into checking out. | got ataxi
company on the phone and told them to have a cross-country cab on the roof in an hour. | specified their
best driver, and told them to give him maps of Ar-kansas.

Meanwhile, two "with domes' dispatches arrived from Benson and got moved on thewire. | monitored a
couple of newscadts; the second one carried astory by another wire service on the domes—a pickup of
our stuff, but they'd have their own men on the scene fast enough. | filled in the night editor, and went up
to the roof for the cab.

The driver took off in the teeth of a gathering thunderstorm. We had to rise aboveit, and by thetime we
could get down to sight-pilot-age dtitude, we were lost. We circled most of the night until the driver
picked up abeacon he had on his charts at about 3:30 am. We landed at Fort Hicks as day was



breaking, not on speaking terms.

Fort Hicks field clerk told me where Benson lived, and | walked there. It was awhite, frame house. A
quiet, middle-aged woman let me in. She was hiswidowed sster, Mrs. McHenry. She got me some
coffee and told me she had been up dl night waiting for Edwin to come back from Rush City. He had
started out about 8:00 p.m., and it was only atwo-hour trip by car. She wasworried. | tried to pump her
about her brother, but she'd only say that he was the bright one of the family. She didn't want to talk
about hiswork aswar corre-spondent. She did show me some of his magazine stuff—boy-and-girl
storiesin nationa weeklies. He seemed to sell one every couple of months.

We had arrived at a conversationa stalemate when her brother walked in, and | discovered why his
news career had been inter-rupted. He was blind. Aside from along, puckered brown scar that ran from
his left temple back over his ear and onto the nape of his neck, he was a pleasant-looking fellow in his
mid-forties.

"Whoisit, Vera?' he asked.
"It's Mr. Williams, the gentleman who called you from Omahatoday—I mean yesterday.”

"How do you do, Williams. Don't get up,” he added—hearing, | suppose, the chair squeak as | |eaned
forwardtorise.

"Youwere s0 long, Edwin," hissster said with relief and re-proach.

"That young jackass Howie—my chauffeur for the night—" he added an asde to me—"got lost going
there and coming back. But | did spend more time than 1'd planned at Rush City." He sat down, facing
me. "Williams, there is some difference of opinion about the shining domes. The Rush City people say
that they exist, and | say they don't."

Hissster brought him acup of coffee.
"What happened, exactly?' | asked.

"That Allenby took me and afew other hardy citizensto see them. They told me just what they |ooked
like. Seven hemispheresin abig clearing, glassy, looming up like houses, reflecting the gleam of the
headlights. But they weren't there. Not to me, and not to any blind man. | know when I'm standing in
front of ahouse or anything elsethat big. | canfed alittle tenson on the skin of my face. It works
un-conscioudy, but the mechanism is thoroughly understood.

"The blind get—because they have to—an aurd picture of the world. We hear alittle hissof air that
meanswe're at the corner of abuilding, we hear and fedl big, turbulent air currents that mean we're
coming to abusy street. Some of the boys can thread their way through an obstacle course and never
touch asingle obstruction. I'm not that good, maybe because | haven't been blind aslong asthey have,
but by hdll, I know when there are seven objects the size of housesin front of me, and there just were no
such thingsin the clear-ing & Rush City."

"Well," | shrugged, "there goes afine piece of Slly-season journa-ism. What kind of agag arethe Rush
City peopletrying to pull, and why?"

"No kind of gag. My driver saw the domes, too—and don't forget the late marsha . Pink not only saw
them but touched them. All | know isthat people seethem and | don't. If they exit, they have akind of
exigencelike nothing dse1've ever met."

"I'll go up there mysdif,” | decided.



"Best thing," said Benson. "1 don't know what to make of it. Y ou can take our car." He gave me
directionsand | gave him a schedule of deadlines. We wanted the coroner's verdict, due today, an
eyewit-ness story—his driver would do for that—some background stuff on the areaand afew
gatementsfrom locd officids.

| took his car and got to Rush City in two hours. It was an un-painted collection of dog-trot homes, set
down inthebig pineforest

that coversal that rolling Ozark country. There was agenera store

that had the place's only phone. | suspected it had been kept busy by

the wire services and afew enterprising newspapers. A state trooper

in aflashy uniform was lounging againgt afly-specked tobacco counter

when | got there.

"I'm Sam Williams, from World Wirdless" | said. ™Y ou cometo have alook at the domes?
"World Wirdless broke that story, didn't they?' he asked me, with alook | couldn't figure out.
"Wedid. Our Fort Hicks stringer wired it to us."

The phone rang, and the trooper answered it. It seemed to have been acall to the Governor's office he
had placed.

"No, gr," he said over the phone. "No, Sr. They'redl sticking to the story, but | didn't see anything. |
mean, they don't see them any more, but they say they were there, and now they aren't any more.” A
couple more"No, sirs' and he hung up.

"When did that happen?’ | asked.
"About ahaf-hour ago. | just came from there on my bike to re-port.”

The phonerang again, and | grabbed it. It was Benson, asking for me. | told him to phone aflash and
bulletin to Omaha on the disap-pearance and then took off to find Constable Allenby. He was astage
reuben with a nickel-plated badge and a six-shooter. He cheerfully climbed into the car and guided meto
the clearing.

There was a definite little path worn between Rush City and the clearing by now, but therewasa
disappointment at the end of it. The clearing was empty. A few small boys sticking carefully to itsfringes
told wildly contradictory stories about the disappearance of the domes, and | jotted down some kind of
dispatch out of the most spectacular versions. | remember it involved flashes of bluefire and asmel like
sulphur candles. That wasdl therewasto it.

| drove Allenby back. By then amobile unit fromaTV network had arrived. | said hello, waited for an
A.P. man to finish adispatch on the phone, and then dictated my lead direct to Omaha. The ham-let was
beginning to fill up with newsmen from the wire services, the big papers, theradio and TV netsand the
newsreels. Much good they'd get out of it. The story was over—I thought. | had some coffee at the
generd store's two-table restaurant corner and drove back to Fort Hicks.

Benson wastirdesdy interviewing by phone and firing off copy to Omaha. | told him he could begin to
ease off, thanked him for hisfinework, paid him for his gas, said goodbye and picked up my taxi at the
field. Quiteahill for waiting had been run up.

| listened to the radio as we were flying back to Omaha, and wasn't at al surprised. After baseball, the
shining domes were the top news. Shining domes had been seen in twelve states. Some vibrated with a



strange sound. They camein al colors and sizes. One had strange writing on it. One was transparent, and
there were big green men and women ingde. | caught awomen's mid-morning quiz show, and the M.C.
kept gagging about the domes. One crack | remember was a switch on the "pointed-head” joke. He
made it "dome-shaped head," and the ladiesin the audience laughed until they nearly burdt.

We stopped in Little Rock for gas, and | picked up acouple of af-ternoon papers. The domes got
banner heads on both of them. One carried the World Wirdless lead? and had dapped in the bulletin on
the disappearance of the domes. The other paper wasn't aWorld Wireless client, but between its other
sarvices and "specid cor-respondents'—yphone calls to the genera store at Rush City—it had kept
practically abreast of us. Both papers had shining dome cartoons on their editoria pages, hastily drawn
and dapped in. One paper, anti-administration, showed the President cautioudy reaching out afinger to
touch the dome of the Capitol, which was rendered as a shining dome and labeled: " shining dome of
congressiona immunity to executive dictatorship.” A little man labeled "Mr. and Mrs. Flain,
Sdf-Respecting Citizens of The United States of America' wasin one corner of the cartoon saying:
"CAREFUL, MR. PRESIDENT! REMEMBER WHAT HAPPENED TO PINKNEY CRAWLES!"

The other paper, pro-administration, showed a shining dome that had the President'sface. A band of fat
little men in Prince Albert coats, string ties, and broad-brimmed hats labeled " congressiona smear artists
and Hatchet-Men" were creegping up on the dome with the President's face, their hands reached out asiif
to strangle. Above the cartoon acutline said: "WHO' S GOING TO GET HURT?!

Welanded at Omaha, and | checked into the office. Things were clicking right long. The clientswere
happily gobbling up our dome copy and sending wires asking for more. | dug into the morgue for the
"Hying Disc" folder, and the "Huron Turtle" and the"Bayou Vampire" and afew others even further
back. | spread out the old clippings and tried to shuffle and arrange them into some kind of un-derlying
sense. | picked up the latest dispatch to come out of the tie-line printer from Western Union. It was from
our man in Owosso, Michigan, and told how Mrs. Lettie Overholtzer, age 61, saw ashining domein her
own kitchen at midnight. It grew like a sogp bubble until it was asbig as her refrigerator, and then

disappeared.

| went over to the desk man and told him: "L et's have adownhold on stuff like Lettie Overholtzer. We
can move asprinkling of it, but | don't want to run thisinto the ground. Those things might turn up again,
and then we wouldn't have any room |eft to play around with them. Well have everybody's credulity used

up.”
He looked mildly surprised. "Y ou mean," he asked, "there redly was something there?'

"l don't know. Maybe. | didn't see anything myself, and the only man down there | trust can't make up his
mind. Anyhow, hold it down asfar asthe dlientslet us."

| went home to get some deep. When | went back to work, | found the clients hadn't let us work the
downhold after al. Nobody at the other wire services seemed to believe serioudy that there had been
anything out of the ordinary a Rush City, so they merrily pumped out solemn storieslike the Lettie
Overholtzer item, and wirefoto maps of |ocations where domes were reported, and tabulations of number
of domes reported.

We had to string along. Our Washington bureau badgered the Pen-tagon and the A.E.C. into issuing
statements, and there was a race between aNavy and an Air Force investigating mission to seewho
could get to Rush City first. After they got there there was arace to see who could get thefirst report
out. The Air Force won that con-test. Before the week was out, "Domies’ had appeared. They were
hats for juveniles—shining-dome skull caps molded from atrans-parent plastic. We had to ride withiit.
I'd started the mania, but it was out of hand and along tune dying down.



The World Series, the best in years, finaly killed off the domes. By an unspoken agreement among the
services, we smply stopped run-ning stories every time ahysterical woman thought she saw adome or
wanted to get her name in the paper. And, of course, when there was no longer publicity to be had for
the asking, people stopped seeing domes. There was no percentage in it. Brooklyn won the Series,
internationd tension climbed as the thermometer dropped, burglars began burgling again, and abulky
folder labeled "domes, shining," went into our morgue. The shining domeswere history, and earnest
graduate studentsin psychology would shortly begin to bother uswith requeststo borrow that folder.

The only thing that had come of it, | thought, was that we had somehow got through another summer
without too much idle wire time, and that Ed Benson and | had struck up acasua corre-spondence.

A newsman's strange and weary year wore on. Baseball gave way to football. An off-year election kept
us on the run. Christmas loomed ahead, with its feature stories and its kickers about Santa Claus,
Indiana. Christmas passed, and we began to clear jolly stories about New Y ear hangovers, and tabulate
the great news stories of the year. New Y ear's day, a ghastly ratrace of covering 103 bowl games.
Record snowfdlsin the Great Plains and Rockies. Spring floodsin Ohio and the Columbia River Valey.
Twenty-onetasty Lenten menus, and Holy Week around the world. Basebal again, Daylight Saving
Time, Mother's Day, Derby Day, the Preakness and the Belmont Stakes.

It was about then that a disturbing letter arrived from Benson. | was concerned not about its subject
matter but because | thought no sane man would write such athing. It seemed to me that Benson was
dipping histrolley. All he said wasthat he expected arepeat per-formance of the domes, or of something
like the domes. He said "they" probably found the tryout a smashing success and would con-tinue
according to plan. | replied cautioudy, which amused him.

Hewrote back: "1 wouldn't put myself out on alimb likethisif | had anything to lose by it, but you know
my dationinlife. It wasjust an intelligent guess, based on astudy of power politics and Aesop's fables.
And if it does happen, you'l find it atrifle harder to put over, won't you?"

| guessed he was kidding me, but | wasn't certain. When people begin to talk about "them” and what
"they" aredoing, it'sabad sgn. But, guess or not, something pretty much like the domesdid turnupin
late July, during acrushing heat wave.

Thistimeit was big black spheresrolling across the countryside.

The spheres were seen by a Baptist congregation in central Kansas which had met in aprairieto pray for
rain. About eighty Baptiststook their Bible oaths that they saw large black spheres some ten feet high,
rolling dong the prairie. They had passed within five yards of one man. Therest had run from them as
soon asthey could take in the fact that they really were there.

World Wireless didn't break that story, but we got on it fast enough as soon as we were tipped. Being
now the recognized silly season authority inthe W.W. Centra Division, | took off for Kansss.

It was much theway it had been in Arkansas. The Baptistsredly thought they had seen the things—with
one exception. The exception was an old gentleman with a patriarchal beard. He had been the one man
who hadn't run, the man the objects passed nearest to. He was blind. He told mewith agreat dedl of
heat that he would have known al about it, blind or nat, if any large spheres had rolled within five yards
of him, or twenty-fivefor that matter.

Old Mr. Emerson didn't go into the matter of air currents and turbu-lence, as Benson had. With him, it
was dl well below the surface. He took the position that the Lord had removed hissight, and in return
had given him another sense which would do for emergency use.



"Youjust try meout, son!" he piped angrily. Y ou come stand over here, wait awhile and put your hand
up in front of my face. I'll tell you when you do it, no matter how quiet you arel” Hedid it, too, three
times, and then took me out into the main street of hislittle prairie town. There were severd wagons
drawn up before the grain elevator, and he put on a show for me by threading hisway around and
between them without touching once,

That—and Benson—seemed to prove that whatever the things were, they had some connection with the
domes. | filed athoughtful dis-patch on the blind-man angle, and got back to Omahato find that it had
been cleared through our desk but killed in New Y ork before relay.

Wetried to give the black spheresthe usud ride, but it didn't last aslong. The politica cartooniststired of
it sooner, and fewer old maids saw them. People got to jeering at them as newspaper hysteria, and a
couple of highbrow magazines ran articles on "theirre-gponsible press.” Only the radio comedianstried
to milk the new maniaas usud, but they were disconcerted to find their ratingsfall. A network edict went
out to kill al sphere gags. People were getting sick of them.

"It makes sense,”" Benson wrote to me. "An occasiona exercise of the sense of wonder is refreshing, but
it can't last forever. That plustheingrained American cynicism toward al sources of public infor-mation
has worked against the black spheres being greeted with the same naive delight with which the domes
were received. Nevertheless, | predict—and I'll thank you to remember that my predictions have been
right so far 100 per cent of the time—that next summer will see another mystery comparable to the
domes and the black things. And | aso predict that the new phenomenon will beimperceptible to any
blind person in theimmediate vicinity, if there should be any."

If, of course, he waswrong thistime, it would only cut his average down to fifty per cent. | managed to
wait out the year—the samein-terminable round | felt | could do in my deep. Staffersgot ulcersand
resigned, staffers got tired and werefired, libel suits werefiled and settled, one of our desk men got a
Nieman Fellowship and went to Harvard, one of our telegraphers got hisworking hand mashed in acar
door and jumped from a bridge but lived with a broken back.

In mid-August, when the wegther bureau had been correctly pre-dicting "fair and warmer” for Sixteen
straight days, it turned up. It wasn't anything on whaose nature a blind man could provide anegattive
check, but it had what | had cometo think of as"their" trade-mark.

A summer seminar was meeting outdoors, because of the frightful heet, a our own State University.
Twelve trained school teacherstestified that a series of perfectly circular pits opened up in the grass
before them, one directly under the education professor teaching the seminar. They testified further that
the professor, with an astonished look and a heart-rending cry, plummeted down into that perfectly
cir-cular pit. They tedtified further that the pits remained there for some thirty seconds and then suddenly
were there no longer. The scorched summer grass was back whereit had been, the pits were gone, and
so was the professor.

| interviewed every one of them. They weren't yokels, but grown men and women, al with Masters
degrees, working toward their doctorates during the summers. They agreed closdly on their storiesas|
would expect trained and capable personsto do.

The police, however, did not expect agreement, being used to dealing with the lower-1.Q. brackets. They
arrested the twel ve on some technica charge—"obstructing peace officersin the perform-ance of thelr
duties,”" | believe—and were going to beet the living hell out of them when an atorney arrived with twelve
writs of habeas corpus. The cops unvoiced suspicion was that the teachers had conspired to murder
their professor, but nobody ever tried to explain why they'd do athing like thet.



The cops reaction wastypica of theway the public took it. Newspapers—which had reveled wildly in
the shining domes story and less so in the black spheres story—were cautious. Some went over-board
and gavethe black pitsaride, in the old style, but they didn't pick up any salesthat way. People declared
that the presswas insult-ing their intelligence, and aso they were bored with marvels.

The few paperswho played up the pits were soundly spanked in very dignified editorias printed by other
sheets which played down the pits.

At World Wireless, we sent out amemo to al stringers: "File no more enterpriser dispatches on black pit
story. Mail queries should be sent to regiona desk if anew angle breaksin your territory.” We got about
ten mail queries, mostly from journaism students acting as string men, and we turned them dl down. All
the older hands got the pitch, and didn't bother to file it to us when the town drunk or the village old maid
loudly reported that she saw a pit open up on High Street across from the drug store. They knew it was
probably untrue, and that furthermore nobody cared.

| wrote Benson about dl this, and humbly asked him what his pre-diction for next summer was. He
replied, obvioudy having the time of hislife, that there would be at least one more summer phenome-non
likethe last three, and possibly two more—but none after that.

It's so easy now to reconstruct, with our bitterly earned knowl-edge!

Any youngster could whisper now of Benson: "Why, the damned fool! Couldn't anybody with the brains
of alouse seethat they wouldn't keep it up for two years?' One did whisper that to me the other day,
when | told thisstory to him. And | whispered back that, far from being adamned fool, Benson wasthe
one person on the face of the earth, asfar as| know, who had bridged with logic the widely separated
phenomena with which this reminiscence dedls.

Another year passed. | gained three pounds, drank too much, rowed incessantly with my staff, and got a
tidy raise. A telegrapher took aswing a me midway through the office Christmas party, and | fired him.
My wife and the kids didn't arrive in April when | ex-pected them. | phoned Florida, and she gave me
some excuse or other about missing the plane. After afew more missed planes and afew more phone
cdlls, she got around to telling me that she didn't want to come back. That was okay with me. In my own
intuitiveway, | knew that the upcoming silly season was more important than who stayed married to
whom.

In duly, adispatch arrived by wire while anew man was working the night desk. It was from Hood River,
Oregon. Our gtringer there reported that more than one hundred "green capsules' about fifty yardslong
had appeared in and around an apple orchard. The new desk man was not so new that he did not recall
the downhold policy on silly-season items. Hekilled it, but |ft it on the spike for my amused inspection in
the morning. | suppose exactly the same thing happened in every wire service newsroomin theregion. |
rolled in a 10:30 and riffled through the stuff on the spike. When | saw the "green capsules’ dispatch |
tried to phone Portland, but couldn't get a connection. Then the phone buzzed and a correspondent of
oursin Seettle began to yell at me, but the line went dead.

| shrugged and phoned Benson, in Fort Hicks. He was at the police station, and asked me: "Isthisit?’
"Itis" | told him. | read him the telegram from Hood River and told him about the line trouble to Sesttle.
"S0," he said wonderingly, "I caled theturn, didn't 17?7

"Cdled what turn?"

"Ontheinvaders. | don't know who they are—but it's the story of the boy who cried wolf. Only thistime,



the wolves redlized—" Then the phone went dead.
But hewasright.
The people of the world were the sheep.

We newsmen—radio, TV, press, and wire services—were the boy, who should have been ready to
sound the darm.

But the cunning wolves had tricked usinto sounding the larm so many timesthat the villagers were
weary, and would not come when there was red peril.

The wolves who then were burning their way through the Ozarks, utterly without opposition, the wolves
were the Martians under whose yoke and lash we now endure our miserabl e existences.

GOLDFISH BOWL

BY ROBERT A HEINLEIN

On the harizon lay the immobile cloud which capped the incredible waterspouts known as the Pillars of
Hawaii.

Captain Blake lowered hisbinoculars. "There they stand, gentlemen.”

In addition to the nava personne of the watch, the bridge of the hydrographic survey shipU. S. S.
Mahan held two civilians; the captain's words were addressed to them. The elder and smdller of the pair
peered intently through a spyglass he had borrowed from the quartermaster. "'l can't make them out,” he
complained.

"Here—try my glasses, doctor,” Blake suggested, passing over his binoculars. He turned to the officer of
the deck and added, "Have the forward range finder manned, if you please, Mr. Mott." Lieutenant Mott
caught the eye of the bosn's mate of the watch, listening from a discreet distance, and jerked athumb
upward. The petty officer stepped to the microphone, piped ashrill stand-by, and the metallic voice of
the loud-spesker filled the ship, drowning out the next words of the captain: "Raaaaange onel

M aaaaaasan and cast |oose!”

"| asked," the captain repeated, "if that was any better.”

"I think | seethem,”" Jacobson Graves acknowledged. "Two dark vertical stripes, from the cloud to the
horizon."
"That'sit."

The other civilian, Bill Eisenberg, had taken the telescope when Graves had surrendered it for the
binoculars. "l got ‘em too," he announced. " There's nothing wrong with this 'scope, Doc. But they don't
look ashig as| had expected,” he admitted.

"They are ill beyond the horizon," Blake explained. "Y ou see only the upper segments. But they stand
just under eleven thousand feet from water lineto cloud-if they are fill running trueto form.”



Graveslooked up quickly. "Why the menta reservation? Haven't they been?’

Captain Blake shrugged. "Sure. Right on the nose. But they ought not to be there at al-four months ago
they did not exist. How do | know what they will be doing today-or tomorrow?'

Graves nodded. "1 see your point-and agree with it. Can we estimate their height from the distance?"
"I'll s2e." Blake stuck his head into the charthouse. "Any reading, Archie?’

"Just a second, captain.” The navigator stuck hisface againgt avoice tube and caled out, "Range!”
A muffled voice replied, "Range one-no reading.”

"Something greeter than twenty miles,” Blaketold Graves cheerfully. ™Y ou'll have to wait, doctor.”

Lieutenant Mott directed the quartermaster to make three bells; the captain |eft the bridge, leaving word
that he was to be informed when the ship approached the critical limit of three milesfrom the Rillars.
Somewhat reluctantly, Graves and Eisenberg followed him down; they had barely time enough to dress
before dining with the captain.

Captain Blake's manners were old-fashioned; he did not permit the conversation to turn to shop talk until
the dinner had reached the coffee and cigars stage. "Well, gentlemen,” he began, as helit up, "just what is
it you proposeto do?

"Didn't the Navy Department tell you?' Graves asked with aquick look.

"Not much. | have had one letter, directing me to place my ship and command at your disposa for
research concerning the Pillars, and a dispatch two days ago telling me to take you aboard this morning.
No details.

Graves looked nervoudy at Eisenberg, then back to the captain. He cleared histhroat. "Uh-we propose,
captain, to go up the Kanaka column and down the Wahini."

Blake gave him asharp look, started to speak, reconsidered, and started again. "Doctor-you'll forgive
me, | hope; | don't mean to be rude-but that sounds utterly crazy. A fancy way to commit suicide.”

"It may be alittle dangerous-"
"Hummph!"

"-but we have the meansto accomplishit, if, aswe believe to be true, the Kanaka column suppliesthe
water which becomes the Wahini column on the return trip." He outlined the method. He and Eisenberg
totaled between them nearly twenty-five years of bathysphere experience, eight for Eisenberg, seventeen
for himsdf. They had brought aboard the Mahan, at present in an uncouth crate on the fantall, amodified
bathysphere. Externdly it was abathysphere with its anchor weights removed; interndly it much more
nearly resembled some of the complicated barrelsin which foolhardy exhibitionists have essayed the
spectacular, uselesstrip over Niagara Fals. It would supply air, stuffy but breathable, for forty-eight
hours; it held water and concentrated food for at least that period; there were even rude but adequate
sanitary arrangements.

But its principa feature was an anti-shock harness, aglorified corset, astrait jacket, in which aman could
hang suspended clear of the wals by means of a network of Gideon cord and stedl springs. Init, aman
might reasonably hope to survive most violent pummeling. He could perhaps be shot from a cannon,
bounced down ahillside, subjected to the sadistic mercy of abaggage smasher, and sill survive with



bones intact and viscera unruptured.

Blake poked afinger at aline sketch with which Graves had illustrated his description. ™Y ou actudly
intend to try to ascend the Rillarsin that?"

Eisenberg replied. "Not him, captain. Me."
Graves reddened. "My damned doctor-"

"And your colleagues,” Eisenberg added. "It'sthisway, captain: There's nothing wrong with Doc's nerve,
but he has aleaky heart, a pair of submarine ears, and a set of not-so-good arteries. So the Ingtitute has
delegated meto kindawatch over him."

"Now look here," Graves protested, "Bill, you're not going to be stuffy about this. I'm an old man; I'll
never have another such chance.”

"No go," Eisenberg denied. "Captain, | wish to inform you that the Ingtitute vested title of record to that
gear we brought aboard in me, just to keep the old war horse from doing anything foolish.”

"That'syour pidgin," Blake answered testily. "My ingtructions are to facilitate Dr. Graves research.
Assuming that one or the other of you wish to commit suicide in that steel coffin, how do you proposeto
enter the Kanaka Pillar?"

"Why, that's your job, captain. Y ou put the sphere into the up column and pick it up again when it comes
down the down column.”

Blake pursed hislips, then dowly shook hishead. "I can't do that."
"Huh?Why not?'

"I will not take my ship closer than three milesto the Fillars. The Mahan isa sound ship, but sheis not
built for speed. She can't make more than twelve knots. Some place insde that circle the surface current
which feeds the Kanaka column will exceed twelve knots. | don't care to find out where, by losing my
ship.

"There have been an unprecedented number of unreported fishing vessals out of theidandslately. | don't
careto have the Mahan listed.”

"Y ou think they went up the column?’
"l do."

"But, ook, captain,” suggested Bill Eisenberg, "you wouldn't have to risk the ship. Y ou could launch the
sphere from a power boat."

Blake shook his head. "Out of the question,” he said grimly. "Even if the ship's boats were built for the
job, which they aren', | will not risk naval personnd. Thisisn't war."

"l wonder," said Graves softly.
"What'sthat?'

Eisenberg chuckled. "Doc has aromantic notion that al the odd phenomenaturned up in the past few
years can be hooked together into one smooth theory with asingle, snister cause-everything from the
Pillarsto LaGrangesfirebdls.”



"LaGrangesfireballs? How could there be any connection there? They are Smply static eectricity, alee
samee heet lightning. | know; I've seen'em.”

The scientists were at once attentive, Graves pique and Eisenberg's amusement dike buried in
truth-tropism. "Y ou did? When? Where?'

"Golf course at Hilo. Last March. | was-"
"That case! That was one of the disappearance cases!”

"Yes, of course. I'mtrying to tell you. | was standing in asand trap near the thirteenth green, when |
happened to look up-" A clear, balmy idand day. No clouds, barometer normd, light breeze. Nothing to
suggest atmospheric disturbance, no maxima of sungpots, no static on the radio. Without warning ahalf
dozen, or more, giant firebals-bal "lightning" on a unprecedented scae-floated acrossthe golf courseina
sort of skirmish line, aline described by some observers as mathematically even-an assertion denied by
others.

A woman player, atourist from the mainland, screamed and began to run. The flanking ball nearest her
left its place in line and danced after her. No one seemed sure that the ball touched her-Blake could not
say athough he had watched it happen-but when the ball had passed on, there she lay on the grass,
dead.

A loca medico of somewhat flamboyant reputation inssted that he found evidence in the cadaver of both
coagulation and electrolysis, but the jury that sat on the case followed the coroner'sadvicein caling it
heart failure, averdict heartily approved by theloca chamber of commerce and tourist bureau.

The man who disappeared did not try to run; hisfate came to meet him. Hewas acaddy, a
Japanese-Portygee-K anata mixed breed, with no known relatives, afact which should have made it easy
to leave his name out of the news reports had not areporter smelled it out. "He was standing on the
green, not more than twenty-five yards away from me," Blake recounted, "when the fireballs approached.
One passed on each side of me. My skin itched, and my hair stood up. | could smell ozone. | stood still-"

"That saved you," observed Graves.

"Nuts" said Eisenberg. "Standing in the dry sand of the trgp was what saved him."

"Bill, youreafool," Graves said wearily. "Thesefirebdl things perform with intelligent avareness.”
Blake checked his account. "Why do you assume that, doctor?"

"Never mind, for the moment, please. Go on with your story."

"Hm-m-m. Well, they passed on by me. The caddy fellow was directly in the course of one of them. |
don't believe he saw it-back toward it, you see. It reached him, enveloped him, passed on-but the boy
wasgone."

Graves nodded. "That checks with the accounts | have seen. Odd that | did not recall your name from
the reports.”

"| stayed in the background,” Blake said shortly. "Don't like reporters.”

"Hm-m-m. Anything to add to the reportsthat did come out? Any errorsin them?”



"Nonethat | can recal. Did the reports mention the bag of golf clubs he was carrying?'
"I think not."
"They were found on the beach, Sx milesaway.”

Eisenberg sat up. "That'snews," he said. "Tell me: Was there anything to suggest how far they had fallen?
Were they smashed or broken?"

Blake shook his head. "They weren't even scratched, nor was the beach sand disturbed. But they
were-ice-cold.”

Graves waited for him to go on; when the captain did not do so he inquired, "What do you make of it?"
"Me?| make nothing of it."
"How do you explainit?'

"l don't. Unclassified eectrica phenomena. However, if you want arough guess, I'll giveyou one. This
firebal isadatic field of high potentid. It englobes the caddy and charges him, whereupon he bounces
away like apith ball-electrocuted, incidentaly. When the charge disspates, hefdlsinto the sea”

"So? Therewas acaelikeit in Kansas, rather too far from the sea”
"The body might smply never have been found.”

"They never are. But even so-how do you account for the clubs being deposited so gently? And why
were they cold?"

"Dammit, man, | don't know! I'm no theoretician; I'm amaritime engineer by professon, an empiricist by
disposition. Suppose you tdl me."

"All right-but bear in mind that my hypothesisis merely tentative, abassfor investigation. | seein these
severd phenomena, the Pillars, the giant fireballs, anumber of other assorted phenomenawhich should
never have happened, but did-including the curious case of asmall mountain peak south of Boulder,
Colorado, which had itstip leveled off 'spontaneoudy'-1 see in these things evidence of intelligent
direction, asingle conscious cause." He shrugged. "Cdll it the X' factor. I'm looking for X."

Eisenberg assumed alook of mock sympathy. "Poor old Doc," he sghed. "Sprung alesk at last.”
The other two ignored the crack. Blake inquired, ™Y ou are primarily an ichthyologi<t, aren't you?”'
"es"

"How did you get started dong thisline?'

"I don't know. Curiogity, | suppose. My boisterous young friend here would tell you that ichthyology is
derived from'icky." "

Blake turned to Eisenberg. "But aren't you anichthyologis?'
"Héll, no! I'm an oceanographer specidizing in ecology.”
"He's quibbling,” observed Graves. "Tell Captain Blake about Cleo and Pat.”



Eisenberg looked embarrassed. "They're damned nice pets,” he said defensively.

Blake looked puzzled; Graves explained. "Hekids me, but his secret shameisapair of goldfish.
Goldfish! Youll find 'emin thewashbasin in his ateroom thisminute.”

"Scientific interest?' Blake inquired with a dead pan.
"Oh, no! Hethinksthey are devoted to him."

"They're damned nice pets," Eisenberg insgsted. "They don't bark, they don't scratch, they don't make
messes. And Cleo does so have expression!”

In spite of hisinitial resstanceto their plans Blake Cooperated actively in trying to find adodge whereby
the proposed experiment could be pertormed without endangering naval personnd or material. He liked
these two; he understood their curious mixture of sdlfless recklessness and extreme caution; it matched
his own-it was professionalism, as distinguished from economic motivation.

He offered the services of hismagter diver, an derly commissioned warrant officer, and histechnica
crew in checking their gear. ™Y ou know," he added, "there is some reason to believe that your
bathysphere could make the round trip, aside from the proposition that what goes up must come down.
Y ou know of the VJ-147'

"Wastha the nava planelost inthe early investigation?!
"Yes" He buzzed for hisorderly. "Have my writer bring up the jacket on the VJ-14," he directed.

Attemptsto reconnoiter the strange "permanent” cloud and its incredible waterspouts had been made by
alr soon after itsdiscovery. Littlewaslearned. A planewould penetrate the cloud. Itsignition would fail;
out it would glide, unharmed, whereupon the engineswould fire again. Back into the cloud

-enginefailure. The vertical reach of the cloud was greater than the ceiling of any plane.

"The VJ-14," Blake stated, referring occasiondly to thefile jacket which bad been fetched, "made an air
reconnaissance of the Pillars themsalves on 12 May, attended by the U. S. S. Pelican. Besidesthe pilot
and radioman she carried a cinematographer and a chief aerographer. Mm-m-m--only the last two
entries seem to be pertinent: ‘Changing course. Will fly between the Pillars-14," and '0913-Ship does not
respond to controls-14."' Telescopic observation from the Pelican shows that she made atight upward
spira around the Kanaka Pillar, about one and a hdf turns, and was sucked into the column itsdlf.
Nothing was seento fdll.

"Incidentaly the pilot, Lieutenant-m-m-m-m, yes-Mattson-L ieutenant Mattson was exonerated
posthumoudly by the court of inquiry. Oh, yes, here's the point pertinent to our question: From the log of
the Pelican. "1709-Picked up wreckage identified as part of V.J-14. See additiona sheet for itemized
description." We needn't bother with that. Point is, they picked it up four milesfrom the base of the
Wahini Pilhaon the sde away from the Kanaka, The inferenceis obvious and your scheme might work.
Not that you'd live throughiit."

"I'll chanceit," Eisenberg Sated.

"Mm-m-m-yes. But | was going to suggest we send up adead load, say acrate of eggs packed into a
hogshead." The buzzer from the bridge sounded; Captain Blake raised his voice toward the brass funnel
of avoicetubein the overhead. "Y es?'



"Eight o'clock, Captain. Eight o'clock lights and galley fires out; prisoners secured.”

"Thank you, Sir." Blake stood up. "We can get together on the detailsin the morning.”

A fifty-foot motor launch bobbed listlesdy astern the Mahan. A nine-inch coir linejoined it to its mother
ship; bound to it a fathom intervals was atelephone line ending in apair of headphonesworn by a
sgnalman seated in the stern sheets of thelaunch. A pair of flags and a spyglass lay on the thwart beside
him; his blouse had crawled up, exposing part of the lurid cover of acopy of Dynamic Tales, smuggled
along as a precaution against boredom.

Already in the boat were the coxswain, the engineman, the boat officer, Graves, and Eisenberg. With
them, forward in the boat, was a bregker of water rations, two fifty-gallon drums of gasoline-and a
hogshead. It contained not only a carefully packed crate of eggs but aso ajury-rigged smoke-signal
device, armed three ways-delayed action set for eight, nine and ten hours; radio relay triggered from the
ship; and ssimple sdt-water penetration to complete an dectrica circuit. The torpedo gunner in charge of
diving hoped that one of them might work and thereby aid in locating the hogshead. He was busy trying
to devise more nearly foolproof gear for the bathysphere.

The boat, officer signaed ready to the bridge. A megaphoned bellow responded, " Pay her out
handsomely!" The boat drifted dowly away from the ship and directly toward the Kanaka Rillar, three
milesaway.

The Kanaka Pillar loomed above them, gill nearly amile away but loweringly impressive nevertheless.
The place where it disappeared in cloud seemed almost overheed, falling toward them. Its
five-hundred-foot-thick trunk gleamed purplish-black, more like polished steel than water.

"Try your engine again, coxswain."

"Aye, aye, Sr!" The engine coughed, took hold; the engineman eased in the clutch, the screw bit in, and
the boat surged forward, taking the strain off the towline. "Slack line, Sir.”

"Stop your engine." The boat officer turned to his passengers. "What's the trouble, Mr. Eisenberg? Cold
fet?"

"No, dammit-seasick. | hate asmal boat."
"Oh, that'stoo bad. I'll seeif we haven't got apicklein that chow up forward.”
"Thanks, but pickles don't help me. Never mind, | can stand it."

The boat officer shrugged, turned and let hiseyetravel up the dizzy length of. the column. He whistled,
something which he had done every time he had looked at it. Eisenberg, made nervous by his nauses,
was beginning to find it cause for homicide. "Whew! Y ou redly intend to try to go up that thing, Mr.
Eisenberg?'

"l do!"

The boat officer looked startled at the tone, laughed uneasily, and added, "Well, you'll be worse than
seadick, if you ask me.”



Nobody had. Graves knew his friend's temperament; he made conversation for the next few minutes.
"Try your engine, coxswain." The petty officer acknowledged, and reported back quickly:

"Starter doesn't work, Sir."

"Help the engineman get aline on the flywhed. I'll take thetiller.”

The two men cranked the engine over easly, but got no answering cough. "Primeit!" Still no results.

The boat officer abandoned the uselesstiller and jumped down into the engine space to lend hismuscle
to heaving on the cranking line. Over his shoulder he ordered the sgnaman to notify the ship.

"Launch Three, cdling bridge. Launch Three, calling bridge. Bridge-reply! Testing-testing.” The sgnaman
dipped a phone off one ear. "Phone's dead, Sir."

"Get busy with your flags. Tell 'emto haul usin!" The officer wiped swesat from hisface and straightened
up. He glanced nervoudy at the current dlap-dapping againgt the boat's side.

Gravestouched hisarm. "How about the barrel?"
"Put it over the sdeif you like. I'm busy. Can't you raise them, Sears?!
"I'mtrying, Sr."

"Comeon, Bill," Graves said to Eisenberg. The two of them dipped forward in the boat, threading their
way past the engine on the sde away from the three men swesting over the flywhed. Graves cut the
hogshead loose from its lashings, then the two attempted to get- a purchase on the awkward, unhandy
object. It and its light load weighed less than two hundred pounds, but it was hard to manage, especidly
on the uncertain footing of heaving floorboards.

They wrestled it outboard somehow, with one smashed finger for Eisenberg, abadly banged shin for
Graves. It splashed heavily, drenching them with sticky salt water, and bobbed astern, carried rapidly
toward the Kanaka Pillar by the current which fed it.

"Ship answers, ar!”

"Good! Tell them to haul usin-carefully." The boat officer jumped out of the engine space and ran
forward, where he checked again the secureness with which the tow-line was fastened.

Graves tapped him on the shoulder. "' Can't we stay here until we seethe barrel enter the column?’

"No! Right now you had better pray that that line holds, instead of worrying about the barrel-or we go up
the column, too. Sears, has the ship acknowledged?!

"Just now, Sr."

"Why acoir line, Mr. Parker? Eisenberg inquired, hisl nauseaforgotten in the excitement. "I'd rather
depend on stedl, or even good stout Manila.”

"Because coir floats, and the othersdon',” the officer answered snappishly. "Two miles of line would
drag usto the bottom. Sears! Tell them to ease the strain. We're shipping water."

"Aye, aye, ar!"



The hogshead took less than four minutes to reach the column, enter it, afact which Graves ascertained
by borrowing the sgndman's glassto follow it on the last leg of itstrip-which action won him adirty look
from the nervous boat officer. Some minuteslater, when the boat was about five hundred yards farther
from the Pillar than it had been a nearest gpproach, the telephone came suddenly to life. The starter of
the engine was tested immediatdy; the engine roared into action.

The trip back was made with engine running to take the strain off the towline-at half speed and with some
maneuvering, in order to avoid fouling the screw with the dack bight of theline.

The smoke signal worked-one circuit or another. The plume of smoke was sighted two miles south of the
Wahini Rillar, dagpsed time from the moment the vessdl had entered the Kanaka column just over eight
hours.

Bill Eisenberg climbed into the saddle of the exerciser in which he wasto receive antibends
treatment-thirty minutes of hard work to stir up his circulation while bresthing an aamosphere of helium
and oxygen, at the end of which time the nitrogen normaly dissolved in his blood stream would be largely
replaced by helium. The exerciser itsdf was smply an old bicycle mounted on a stationary platform.
Blake looked it over. "Y ou needn't have bothered to bring this," he remarked. "We've a better one
aboard. Standard practice for diving operations these days.”

"Wedidn't know that," Graves answered. "Anyhow, thisone will do. All s, Bill?!

"l guess s0." He glanced over his shoulder to where the stedl bulk of the bathysphere lay, uncrated,
checked and equipped, ready to be swung outboard by the boat crane. " Got the gasket-sedling
compound?’

"Sure. Thelron Maidenisal right. The gunner and | will sedl you in. Herés your mask.”

Eisenberg accepted the inhaling mask, started to strap it on, checked himsdlf. Graves noticed the look on
hisface. "What's the trouble, son?"

"Doc. ..

"y e

"I say-you'll look out for Cleo and Peat, won't you?"

"Why, sure. But they won't need anything in the length of time you'll be gone.”
"Um-m-m, no, | suppose not. But you'l look out for ‘em?"

"Sure”

"O.K." Eisenberg dipped the inhaler over hisface, waved his hand to the gunner waiting by the gas
bottles. The gunner eased open the cut-off valves, the gas lines hissed, and Eisenberg began to pedd like
asix-day racer.

With thirty minutesto kill, Blakeinvited Gravesto go forward with him for asmoke and astroll onthe
fo'c'sle. They had completed about twenty turns when Blake paused by the wildcat, took his cigar from
his mouth and remarked, "Do you know, | believe he has agood chance of completing the trip.”



"S0?1'm glad to hear that.”

"Yes, | do, redly. The success of thetria with the dead |oad convinced me. And whether the smoke gear
worksor not, if that globe comes back down the Wahini Fillar, I'll find it."

"I know you will. It was agood idea of yours, to paint it yellow."

"Help usto spot it, dl right. | don't think helll learn anything, however. He won't see athing through those
ports but blue weter, from the time he enters the column to the time we pick him up.”

"Perhaps 0."
"What else could he see?'
"I don't know. Whatever it isthat made those Pillars, perhaps.”

Blake dumped the ashes from his cigar carefully over the rail before replying. "Doctor, | don't understand
you. To my mind, those Pillars are anatura, even though strange, phenomenon.”

"And to meit'sequally obviousthat they are not 'naturd.’ They exhibit intelligent interference with the
ordinary processes of nature as clearly asif they had asign saying so hung on them.”

"I don't see how you can say that. Obvioudy, they are not man-made.”
"No."
"Then who did make them-if they were made?"

"l don't know."

Blake started to speak, shrugged, and held histongue. They resumed their stroll. Graves turned aside to
chuck his cigarette overboard, glancing outboard as he did so.

He stopped, stared, then called out: " Captain Blake!"
"Eh?" The captain turned and looked where Graves pointed. "Great God! Fireballs"
"That'swhat | thought."

"They're some distance away," Blake observed, more to himsdlf than to Graves. He turned decisively.
"Bridge!" he shouted. "Bridge! Bridge ahoy!"

"Bridge, aye aye!"

"Mr. Weems-pass the word: 'All hands, below decks." Dog down al ports. Close all hatches. And close
up the bridge itsdf! Sound the generd darm.”

"Ayeaye, Sr!"
"Move!" Turning to Graves, he added, "Comeingde."

Graves followed him; the captain stopped to dog down the door by which they entered himsdlf. Blake
pounded up the inner ladders to the bridge, Gravesin histrain. The ship wasfilled with whine of the bosn
pipe, the raucous voice of the loud-speaker, the clomp of hurrying feet, and the monotonous, menacing



cling-cling-cling! of the genera darm.

The watch on the bridge were still struggling with the last of the heavy glass shutters of the bridge when
the captain burst into their midst. "I'll takeit, Mr. Weems," he snapped.

In one continuous motion he moved from one side of the bridge to the other, letting his eye sweep the
port sde aft, thefo'c'sle, the starboard side aft, and finally rest on thefirebdls-distinctly nearer and
heading straight for the ship. He cursed. "Y our friend did not get the news," he said to Graves.

He grasped the crank which could open or close the after starboard shutter of the bridge.

Graveslooked past his shoulder, saw what he meant-the afterdeck was empty, save for one londly figure
pedaing away on the stationary bicycle. The LaGrangefirebdlswereclosngin.

The shutter stuck, jammed tight, would not open. Blake stopped trying, swung quickly to the
loud-speaker control panel, and cut in the whole board without bothering to select the proper circuit.
"Eisenberg! Get below!”

Eisenberg must have heard his name called, for be turned his head and looked over his shoulder-Graves
saw digtinctly-just asthe fireball reached him. It passed on, and the saddle of the exerciser was empty.

The exerciser was undamaged, they found, when they were able to examineit. The rubber hoseto the
inhaler mask had been cut smoothly. There was no blood, no marks. Bill Eisenberg was smply gone.

Tmgoing up.”

"You arein no physica shapeto do so, doctor."

"You arein no way responsible, Captain Blake."

"I know that. Y ou may go if you like-after we have searched for your friend's body."
"Search be damned! I'm going up to look for him."

"Huh? Eh? How'sthat?"

"If you areright, he's dead, and there is no point in searching for hisbody. If I'mright, thereisjust an
outside chance of finding him-up there!™ He pointed toward the cloud cap of the Rillars.

Blake looked him over dowly, then turned to the master diver. "Mr. Hargreave, find an inhaler mask for
Dr. Graves™"

They gave him thirty minutes of conditioning againgt the cai sson disease while Blake looked on with
expressionless Silence. The ship's company, blugjackets and officers alike, stood back and kept quiet;
they waked on eggs when the Old Man had that |ook.

Exercise completed, the diver crew dressed Graves rapidly and strapped him into the bathysphere with
dispatch, in order not to expose him too long to the nitrogen in the air. Just before the escape port was
dogged down Graves spoke up.

"Captain Blake."
"Y es, doctor?"

"Bill'sgoldfish-will you look out for them?'



"Certainly, doctor.”
"Thanks"
"Not at adl. Areyou ready?"

“Reedly.”

Blake stepped forward, stuck an arm through the port of the sphere and shook hands with Graves.
"Good luck." Hewithdrew hisarm. "Sedl it up.”

They lowered it over the Side; two motor launches nosed it half amilein the direction of the Kanaka
Pillar where the current was strong enough to carry it long. Therethey left it and bucked the current
back to the ship, were hoisted in.

Blakefollowed it with his glasses from the bridge. It drifted dowly at firgt, then with increased speed asiit
approached the base of the column. 1t whipped into rapid motion the last few hundred yards; Blake saw
aflash of yelow just above the water line, then nothing more.

Eight hours-no plume of smoke. Nine hours, ten hours, nothing. After twenty-four hours of steedy patrol
inthevicinity of the Wahini Pillar, Blake radioed the Bureau.

Four days of vigilance-Blake knew that the bathysphere's passenger must be dead; whether by
suffocation, drowning, implosion, or other means was not important. He so reported and received orders
to proceed on duty assigned. The ship's company was called to quarters, Captain Blake read the service
for the dead doud in aharsh voice, dropped over the Side some rather wilted hibiscus blooms-all that his
steward could produce at the time-and went to the bridge to set his course for Pearl Harbor.

On the way to the bridge he stopped for amoment at his cabin and called to his steward: ™Y ou'l find
some goldfish in the stateroom occupied by Mr. Eisenberg. Find an appropriate container and place them
inmy cabin."

"Yes, suh, Cepn.”

When Bill Eisenberg cameto his senses he wasin aPlace. Sorry, but no other description is suitable; it
lacked features. Oh, not entirely, of course-it was not dark where he was, nor wasit in astate of
vacuum, nor wasit cold, nor wasit too smal for comfort. But it did lack featuresto such aremarkable
extent that he had difficulty in estimating the size of the place. Consider stereo vision, by which we
edimate the 9ze of things directly, does not work beyond twenty feet or so. At greater distanceswe
depend on previous knowledge of the true size of familiar objects, usualy making our estimates
subconscioudy-aman so high isabout that far away, and vice versa.

But the Place contained no familiar objects. The celling was a consderable distance over his head, too
far to touch by jumping. Thefloor curved up to join the celling and thus prevented further lateral progress
of more than a dozen paces or so. He would become aware of the obstacle by losing his balance. (He
had no reference lines by which to judge the verticd; furthermore, his sense of innate balance was
affected by the mistreatment hisinner ears had undergone through years of diving. It was easier to St than
to walk, nor was there any reason to walk, after the first futile attempt at exploration.)

When he first woke up he stretched and opened his eyes, looked around. The lack of detail confused



him. It was asif hewere on theingde of agiant eggshdl, illuminated from without by a soft, mellow,
dightly amber light. The formless vagueness bothered him; he closed his eyes, shook his head, and
opened them again-no better.

He was beginning to remember his last experience before |osing consciousness-the fireball swooping
down, hisfrenzied, usdless attempt to duck, the "Hold your hats, boyd" thought that-flashed through his
mind in the long-drawn-out split second before contact. His orderly mind began to look for explanations.
Knocked cold, he thought, and my optic nerve parayzed. Wonder if I'm blind for good.

Anyhow, they ought not to leave him aonelikethisin his present helpless condition. "Doc!" he shouted.
"Doc Graves!"

No answer, no echo-he became aware that there was no sound, save for his own voice, none of the
random little soundsthat fill completely the norma "dead" slence. This place was as slent asthe insde of
asack of flour. Were his ears shot, too?

No, he had heard his own voice. At that moment he redlized that he waslooking at his own hands. Why,
there was nothing wrong with his eyes-he could see them plainly!

And therest of himsdlf, too. He was naked.

It might have been severa hourslater, it might have been moments, when he reached the conclusion that
he was dead. It was the only hypothesis which seemed to cover the facts. A dogmatic agnogtic by faith,
he had expected no survival after desth; he had expected to go out like alight, with asudden termination
of consciousness. However, he had been subjected to a charge of Static eectricity more than sufficient to
kill aman; when he regained awareness, he found himsdf without al the usua experience which mates up

living.
Therefore-he was dead. Q.E.D.

To be sure, he seemed to have a body, but he was acquainted with the subjective-objective paradox. He
gtill had memory, the strongest pattern in one's memory is body awareness. Thiswas not his body, but his
detailed sensation memory of it. So he reasoned. Probably, he thought, my dream-body will dough away

as my memory of the object-body fades.

There was nothing to do, nothing to experience, nothing to distract hismind. Hefedll adeep at la,
thinking that, if thiswere degth, it was damned dull!

He awoke refreshed, but quite hungry and extremely thirsty. The matter of dead, or not-dead, no longer
concerned him; he was interested in neither theology nor metaphysics.

Hewas hungry.

Furthermore, he experienced on awakening a phenomenon which destroyed most of the basisfur his
intellectua belief in his own desth-it had never reached the stage of emotiona conviction. Present there
with him in the Place he found materia objects other than himsdf, objects which could be seen and
touched.

And eaten.

Which last was not immediately evident, for they did not ook like food. There were two sorts. Thefirst
was an amorphous lump of nothing in particular, resembling a grayish cheese in gppearance, dightly
greasy to the touch, and not appetizing. The second sort was agroup of objects of uniform and delightful
appearance. They were spheres, a couple of dozen; each one seemed to Bill Eisenberg to be aduplicate



of acrysta ball he had once purchased-true Brazilian rock crystd the perfect beauty of which he had not
been ableto resist; he had bought it and smuggled it hometo gloat over in private.

Thelittle spheres were like that in appearance. He touched one. It was smooth as crystal and had the
same chaste coolness, but it was soft asjdly. It quivered likejely, causing the lightswithin it to dance
ddightfully, before resuming its perfect roundness.

Pleasant asthey were, they did not look like food, whereas the cheesy, soapy lump might be. He broke
off asmdl piece, sniffed it, and tasted it tentatively. It was sour, nausesting, unpleasant. He spat it out,
made awry face, and wished heartily that he could brush histeeth. If that was food, he would haveto be
much hungrier.

Heturned his attention back to the delightful little spheres of crystdlike jdly. He baanced themin his
pams, savoring their soft, smooth touch. In the heart of each he saw his own reflection, imagined in
miniature, made efin and graceful. He became aware dmodt for the first time of the serene beauty of the
human figure, dmost any human figure, when viewed as a compaosition and not asamass of colloidal
detail.

But thirst became more pressing than narcissst admiration. It occurred to him that the smooth, cool
spheres, if held in the mouth, might promote sdivation, as pebbleswill. Hetried it; the sphere he selected
struck againg hislower teeth as he placed it in hismouth, and hislips and chin were suddenly wet, while
dropstrickled down his chest. The spheres were water, nothing but water, no cellophane skin, no
container of any sort. Water had been delivered to him, negtly packaged, by some esoteric trick of
surfacetension.

Hetried another, handling it more carefully to insure that it was not pricked by histeeth until he had it in
his mouth. 1t worked; his mouth wasfilled with cool, pure water-too quickly; he choked. But he had
caught on to thetrick; he drank four of the spheres.

Histhirs satisfied, he became interested in the strange trick whereby water became its own container.
The spheres were tough; he could not squeeze them into breaking down, nor did smashing them hard
againg the floor disturb their precarious baance. They bounced like golf balls and came up for more. He
managed to pinch the surface of one between thumb and fingernail. It broke down a once, and the water
trickled between hisfingers-water aone, no skin nor foreign substance. It seemed that a cut alone could
disturb the balance of tensions; even wetting had no effect, for he could hold one carefully in hismouth,
removeit, and dry it off on hisown skin.

He decided that, snce his supply was limited, and no more water was in prospect, it would be wiseto
conserve what he had and experiment no further.

Therelief of thirst increased the demands of hunger. He turned his attention again to the other substance
and found that he could force himself to chew and swallow. It might not be food, it might even be poison,
but it filled his stomach and stayed the pangs. He even felt well fed, once he had cleared out the taste
with another sphere of water.

After eating he rearranged his thoughts. He was not dead, or, if he were, the difference between living
and being dead was imperceptible, verba. OK, hewas adlive. But he was shut up aone. Somebody
knew where he was and was aware of him, for he had been supplied with food and drink-mysterioudy
but cleverly. Ergo-he was a prisoner, aword which implies awarden.

Whose prisoner? He had been struck by aLaGrange fireball and had awakened in hiscell. It looked, he



was forced to admit, asif Doc Graves had been right; the firebalswere intelligently controlled.
Furthermore, the person or persons behind them had novel ideas asto how to care for prisoners aswell
as strange way's of capturing them.

Eisenberg was a brave man, as brave as the ordinary run of the race from which he sprang-arace as
foolhardy as Pekingese dogs. He had the high degree of courage so common in the human race, arace
capable of concelving degth, yet able to face its probability daily, on the highway, on the obstetrics table,
on the battlefield, in the air, in the subway and to face lightheartedly the certainty of death in the end.

Eisenberg was apprehensive, but not, panic-stricken. His Situation was decidedly interesting; he was no
longer bored.

If he were a prisoner, it seemed likely that his captor would come to investigate him presently, perhapsto
guestion him, perhapsto attempt to use him in some fashion. The fact that, he had been saved and not
killed implied some sort of plansfor hisfuture. Very well, he would concentrate on meeting whatever
exigency might come with acalm and resourceful mind. In the meantime, there was nothing he could do
toward freeing himself; he had satisfied himsdlf of that. Thiswas aprison which would baffle
Houdini-smooth continuous walls, no way to get a purchase.

He had thought once that he had a clue to escape; the cells had sanitary arrangements of some sort, for
that which his body rejected went e sawhere. But he got no further with that lead; the cage was
sdf-cleaning-and that was that. He could not tell how it was done. It baffled him.

Presently he dept again.

When he awoke, one element only was changed-the food and water had been replenished. The "day"
passed without incident, save for his own busy fruitless thoughts.

And the next "day." And the next.

He determined to stay awake long enough to find out how food and water were placed in hiscell. He
made a colossd effort to do so, using drastic measures to stimulate his body into consciousness. He bit
hislips, he bit histongue. He nipped the lobes of hisearsvicioudy with hisnails. He concentrated on
difficult mental feats

Presently he dozed off; when he awoke, the food and water had been replenished.

The waking periods were followed by deep, renewed hunger and thirst, the- satisfying of same, and
more deep. It was after the sixth or seventh deep that he decided that some sort of a calendar was
necessary to his menta hedth. He had no means of measuring time except by hisdeegps; he arbitrarily
designated them as days. He had no means of keeping records, save his own body. He made that do. A
thumbnail shred, torn off, made arough tattooing needle. Continued scratching of the same areaon his
thigh produced ared welt which persisted for aday or two, and could be renewed.

Seven welts made aweek. The progresson of such welts dong ten fingers and ten toes gave him the
means to measure twenty weeks-which was amuch longer period than he anticipated any need to
measure.

He had talied the second set of seven thigh welts on thering finger of hisleft hand when the next event
occurred to disturb his solitude. When he awoke from the deep following said taly, he became suddenly
and overwhelmingly aware that he was not aonel



There was ahuman figure deeping beside him. When he had convinced himsdlf that he was truly wide
awake-his dreams were thoroughly popul ated-he grasped the figure by the shoulder and shook it. "Doc!”
heydled. "Doc! Wake up!"

Graves opened his eyes, focused them, sat up, and put out hishand. "Hi, Bill," he remarked. "I'm damned
glad to seeyou.”

"Doc!" He pounded the older man on the back. "Doc! For Criminy sake! Y ou don't know how glad | am
to see you."

"l can guess”
"Look, Doc-where have you been? How did you get here?
Did the firebdls snag you, too?"

"Onething at atime, son. Let's have breskfast." There was adouble ration of food and water on the
"floor" near them. Graves picked up a sphere, nicked it expertly, and drank it without losing adrop.
Eisenberg watched him knowingly.

"You've been herefor sometime."

"That'sright."

"Did thefireballs get you the same time they got me?”

"No." Hereached for the food. "I came up the Kanaka Pillar."
"Wha!"

"That'sright. Matter of fact, | waslooking for you."

"Thehdl you say!"

"But | do say. It looks asif my wild hypothesswasright; the Pillars and the fireballs are different
meanifestations of the same cause-X!"

It seemed dmost possible to hear the wheels whir in Eisenberg's head. "But, Doc.. . . look here, Doc,
that means your whole hypothesis was correct. Somebody did the whole thing. Somebody has us locked
up here now."

"That'sright." He munched dowly. He seemed tired, older and thinner than the way Eisenberg
remembered him. "Evidence of inteligent control Alwayswas. No other explanation.”

"But who?'
"Ahl"
"Some foreign power? Are we up againgt something utterly new in the way of an attack?" -

"Hummph! Do you think the Russians, for instance, would bother to serve uswater like this?' He held up
one of the dainty little spheres.

"Who, then?'



"I wouldn't know. Cdll 'em Martians-that's a convenient way to think of them.”
"Why Martians?"

"No reason. | said that was a convenient way to think of them.”

"Convenient how?'

"Convenient because it keegps you from thinking of them as human beings-which they obvioudy arentt.
Nor animals. Something very intelligent, but not animals, because they are smarter than we are.
Matians."

"But. . . but- Wait aminute. Why do you assume that your X people aren't human? Why not humans
who have alot of stuff onthe ball that we don't have? New scientific advances?'

"That'safar question,” Graves answered, picking histeeth with aforefinger. "I'll give you afar answer.
Because in the-present state of the world we know pretty near where at the best minds are and what
they are doing. Advances, like these couldn't be hidden and would be along timein developing. X
indicates evidence of ahalf adozen different lines of development that are clear beyond our ken and
which would require years of work by hundreds of researchers, to say the very least. | pso facto,
nonhuman science.

"Of course," he continued, "if you want to postulate a mad scientist and a secret laboratory, | can't argue
with you. But I'm not writing Sunday supplements.”

Bill Eisenberg kept very quiet for sometime, while he considered what Graves said in the light of hisown
experience.

"You'reright, Doc," hefindly admitted. " Shucks-you're usudly right when we have an argument. It hasto
be Martians. Oh, | don't mean inhabitants of Mars; | mean someform of intelligent life from outside this
planet.”

"Maybe"
"But you just said so!"

"No, | said it was a convenient way to look at it."
"But it hasto be by dimination.”
"Eliminationisatricky line of reasoning.”

"What ese could it be?"

"Mm-m-m. I'm not prepared to say just what | do think- yet. But there are stronger reasons than we
have mentioned for concluding that we are up against nonhumans. Psychological reasons.”

"What sort?"

"X doesn't treet prisonersin any fashion that arises out of human behavior patterns. Think it over.”

They had alot to talk about; much more than X, even though X was a subject they were bound to return
to. Graves gave Bill asmple bad account of how he happened to go up the Fillar-an account which Bill



found very moving for what was | eft out, rather than told. He felt suddenly very humble and unworthy as
helooked at hiselderly, frail friend.

"Doc, you don't look well."
"Il do."
"That trip up the Pillar was hard on you. Y ou shouldn't havetried it."

Graves shrugged. "I made out dl right.” But he had not, and Bill could see that he had not. The old man
was "poorly.”

They dept and they ate and they talked and they dept again. The routine that Eisenberg had grown used
to aone continued, save with company. But Graves grew no stronger.

"Doc, it's up to usto do something about it."
"About what?'

"Thewhole stuation. Thisthing that has happened to usis an intolerable menace to the whole human
race. We don't know what may have happened down below-"

"Why do you say ‘down below'?"
'Why, you cameup the Rillar.”

"Yes, true-but | don't know when or how | was taken out of -the bathysphere, nor where they may have
taken me. But go ahead. Let's have your idea."

"Wadl, but-OK-we don't know what may have happened to the rest of the human race. The fireballs may
be picking them off one a atime, with no chance to fight back and no way of guessing what has been
going on. We have someidea of the answer. It's up to us to escape and warn them. There may be some
way of fighting back. It's our duty; the whole future of the human race may depend onit."

Graveswas slent so long after Bill had finished histocsin that Bill began to fed embarrassed, abit
foolish. But when hefindly spokeit wasto agree. "1 think you areright, Bill. | think it quite possible that
you areright. Not necessarily, but digtinctly possible. And that possibility does place an obligation on us
to al mankind. I've known it. | knew it before we got into this mess, but | did not have enough datato
judtify shouting. "Wolf!"

"Thequestionis" hewent on, "how can we give such awarning-now?"
"We've got to escape!”

"Ah"

"There must be someway."

"Can you suggest one?"

"Maybe. We haven't been ableto find any way in or out of this place, but there must be away-hasto be;
we were brought in. Furthermore, our rations are put inside every day-somehow. | tried once to stay
awake long enough to see how it was done, but | fell adeep-"



"Sodidl."

"Uh-huh. I'm not surprised. But there are two of us now; we could take turns, watch on and watch off,
until something happened.”

Graves nodded. "It'sworth trying."

Since they had no way of measuring the watches, each kept the vigil until deegpiness became intolerable,
then awakened the other. But nothing happened. Their food ran out, was not replaced. They conserved
their water ballswith care, were finaly reduced to one, which was not drunk because each inssted on
being noble about it-the other must drink it! But till no manifestation of any sort from their unseen
Captors.

After an unmeasured and unestimated length of time-but certainly long, amost intolerably long-at atime
when Eisenberg wasin alight, troubled deep, he was suddenly awakened by atouch and the sound of
his name. He sat up, blinking, disoriented. "Who? What? Whasa matter?”

"I must have dozed off," Graves said miserably. "I'm sorry, Bill." Eisenberg looked where -Graves
pointed. Their food and water had been renewed.

Eisenberg did not suggest arenewal of the experiment. In thefirst place, it seemed evident that their
keepersdid not intend for them to learn the combination to their cell and were quite intelligent enough to
outmaneuver their necessarily feeble attempits. In the second place, Graves was an obvioudy sick man;
Eisenberg did not have the heart to suggest another long, gruding, half-starved vigil.

But, lacking knowledge of the combination, it appeared impossible to break jail. A naked manisa
particularly helpless creature; lacking materiad s wherewith to fashion tools, he can do little. Eisenberg
would have swapped his chances for eternal blissfor adiamond drill, an acetylene torch, or even arusty,
secondhand chisdl. Without tools of some sort it was impressed on him that he stood about as much
chance of breaking out of his cage as his goldfish, Cleo and Patra, had of chewing their way out of a
glassbowl.

"Doc?’
"YS, mn.n

"Weve tackled thisthe wrong way. We know that X isintelligent; instead of trying to escape, we should
be trying to establish communication.”

"How?'
"I don't know. But there must be some way."

But if therewas, he could never conjureit up. Even if he assumed that his captors could see and hear
him, how was he to convey intdlligence to them by word or gesture? Wasiit theoreticaly possible for any
nonhuman being, no matter how intelligent, to find a pattern of meaning in human speech symbals, if he
encountered them without context, without background, without pictures, without pointing? It is certainly
true that the human race, working under much more favorable circumstances, hasfailed most utterly to
learn the languages of the other races of animas.



What should he do to attract their attention, stimulate their interest? Recite the " Gettysburg Address'? Or
the multiplication table? Or, if he used gestures, would deaf-and-dumb language mean any more, or any
less, to his captors than the sailor's hornpipe?

"Doc?'
"What isit, Bill?" Graveswas sinking; herardly initiated a conversation these " days."

"Why are we here? I've had it in the back of my mind that eventually they would take us out and do
something with us. Try to question us, maybe. But it doesn't look like they meant to."

"No, it doesn't."

"Then why are we here? Why do they take care of us?"

Graves paused quite along time before answering: "1 think that they are expecting usto reproduce.”
"What!"

Graves shrugged.

"But that'sridiculous.”

"Surdy. But would they know it?"

"But they areintelligent.”

Graves chuckled, thefirst time he had done so in many deeps. "Do you know Roland Young'slittle verse
about thefleax

"A funny creatureisthe Flea
You cannot tell the She from He.

But He can tell-and so can She."

"After dl, the visible differences between men and women are quite superficia and amost
negligible-except to men and women!™

Eisenberg found the suggestion repugnant, amost revolting; he struggled againgt it. "But look, Doc-even a
little study would show them that the human raceis divided up into sexes. After al, we aren't the first
specimensthey've sudied.”

"Maybethey don't study us."

"Huh?'

"Maybe we are just-pets.”

Pets! Bill Eisenberg's morde had stood up well in the face of danger and uncertainty. Thisattack on it



was more subtle. Petsl He had thought of Graves and himself as prisoners of war, or, possibly, objects
of scientific research. But petd

"I know how you fed," Graves went on, watching hisface, "It's. . . it's humiliating froman
anthropocentric viewpoint. But | think it may betrue. | may aswell tell you my own private theory asto
the possible nature of X, and the relation of X to the human race. | haven't up to now, asit isamost
sheer conjecture, based on very little data. But it does cover the known facts.

"| conceive of the X creatures as being just barely aware of the existence of men, unconcerned by them,
and amost completdy uninterested in them.”

"But they hunt ug!"

"Maybe. Or maybe they just pick us up occasiondly by accident. A lot of men have dreamed about an
impingement of nonhuman intelligences on the human race. Almost without exception the dream hastaken
one of two forms, invasion and war, or exploration and mutual socia intercourse.

Both concepts postul ate that nonhumans are enough like us either to fight with us or talk to us-treat us as
equals, oneway or the other. | don't believe that X is sufficiently interested in human beings to want to
endave them, or even exterminate them. They may not even study us, even when we come under their
notice. They may lack the scientific spirit in the sense of having amonkeylike curiosity about everything
that moves. For that matter, how thoroughly do we study other life forms? Did you ever ask your goldfish
for their views on goldfish poetry or palitics? Does atermite think that awoman's place isin the home?
Do beavers prefer blondes or brunettes?

"You arejoking."

"No, I'm not! Maybe the life forms | mentioned don't have such involved ideas. My point is: if they did,
or do, wed never guessit. | don't think X concelves of the human race asintelligent.”

Bill chewed thisfor awhile, then added: "Where do you think they came from, Doc? Mars, maybe? Or
clear out of the Solar System?”

"Not necessarily. Not even probably. It's my guess that they came from the same place we did-from up
out of the slime of this planet.”

"Redlly, Doc-"

"I meanit. And don't give methat funny look. | may be sick, but I'm not balmy. Creation took eight
days!"

"Huh?'

"I'm using biblica- language. 'And God blessed them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful and multiply,
and replenish the earth, and subdueit: and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of
theair, and over every living thing that moveth upon the earth. And so it came to pass. But nobody
mentioned the stratosphere.”

"Doc-areyou sureyou fed dl right?"

"Dammit-quit trying to psychoanalyze me! I'll drop the dlegory. What | meanis. We aren't the latest nor
the highest stage in evolution. First the oceans were populated. Then lungfish to amphibian, and so on up,



until the continents were populated, and, in time, man ruled the surface of the earth-or thought he did. But
did evolution stop there? | think not. Consider-from afish's point of view air isahard vacuum. From our
point of view the upper reaches of the atmosphere, Sixty, seventy, maybe a hundred thousand feet up
seem like avacuum and unfit to sustain life. But it's not vacuum. It'sthin, yes, but there is matter there and
radiant energy. Why not life, intdligent life, highly evolved asit would have to be-but evolved from the
same ancestry as oursalves and fish? We wouldn't see it happen; man hasn't been aware, in ascientific
sense, that long. When our grand-daddies were swinging in the trees, it had dready happened.”

Eisenberg took a deep breath. "Just wait aminute, Doc. I'm not disputing the theoretical possibility of
your thesis, but it seemsto meit isout on direct evidence aone. We've never seen them, had no direct
evidence of them. At leadt, not until lately. And we should have seen them.”

"Not necessarily. Do ants see men?| doubt it."
"Y es-but, consarn it, aman has better eyes than an ant.”

"Better eyesfor what? For his own needs. Suppose the X-creatures are too high up, or too tenuous, or
too fast-moving! for usto notice them. Even athing as big and as solid and as dow as an airplane can go
up high enough to go out of sight, even on aclear day. If X istenuous and even semitransparent, we
never would see them-not even as occultations of stars, or shadows against the moon-though as a matter
of fact there have been some very sirange stories of just that sort of thing.”

Eisenberg got up and stomped up and down. "Do you mean to suggest,” he demanded, "that creatures so
insubstantia they can float in a soft vacuum built the Pillars?”

"Why not? Try explaining how a haf-finished, naked embryo like homo sapiens built the Empire State
Building."

Bill shook hisheed. "I don't get it."

"Y ou don't try. Where do you think this came from? Graves held up one of the miraculouslittle water
spheres.

"My guessisthat life on this planet is plit three ways, with dmost no intercourse between the three.
Ocean culture, lan culture, and another-call it stratoculture. Maybe afourth down under the crust-but we
don't know. We know alittle about life under the sea, because we are curious. But how much do they
know of us? Do afew dozen bathysphere descents constitute an invasion? A fish that sees our
bathysphere might go home and take to his bed with asick headache, but he wouldn't talk about it, and
he wouldn't be believed if hedid. If alot of fish see usand swear out affidavits, dong comesa
fish-psychologist and explainsit as mass hdlucination.

"No, it takes something at least aslarge and solid and permanent asthe Fillars to have any effect on
orthodox conceptions. Casud vigtations have no red effect.”

Eisenberg let his thoughts smmer for some time before commenting further. When hedid, it was haf to
himsdf. "I don't believeit. | won't beieveit!"

"Bdievewhat?"'

"Y our theory. Look, Doc-if you are right, don't you see what it means? We're helpless, we're
outclassed.”

"l don't think they will bother much with human beings. They haven't, up till now."



"But that isn't it. Don't you see? We've had some dignity as arace. We've striven and accomplished
things. Even when we failed, we had the tragic satisfaction of knowing that we were, nevertheless,
superior and more able than the other animals. We've had faith in the race-we would accomplish grest
thingsyet. But if we are just one of the lower animals ourselves, what does our great work amount to?
Me, | couldn't go on pretending to bea'scientist’ if | thought | was just afish, mucking around in the
bottom of apool. My work wouldn't signify anything.”

"Maybeit doesnt.”

"No, maybe it doesn't." Eisenberg got up and paced the congtricted area of their prison. "Maybe not. But
| won't surrender toit. | won't! Maybe you're right. Maybe you're wrong. It doesn't seem to matter very
much where the X people came from. One way or the other, they are athreat to our own kind. Doc,
we've got to get out of here and warn them!”

"How?'

Graves was comatose alarge part of the time before he died. Bill maintained an amost continuous watch
over him, catching only occasiond cat naps. There wasllittle he could do for hisfriend, even though he
did watch over him, but the spirit behind it was comfort to them both.

But he was dozing when Graves cdled his name. He woke at once, though the sound was abare
whisper. "Yes, Doc?'

"l can't talk much more, son. Thanksfor taking care of me."
"Shucks, Doc."

"Don't forget what you're here for. Some day you'll get a break. Be ready for it and don't muff it. People
have to be warned."

"Il doit, Doc. | swear it."

"Good boy." And then, dmost inaudibly, "Gnight, son."

Eisenberg watched over the body until it was quite cold and had begun to stiffen. Then, exhausted by his
long vigil and emotiondly drained, he collapsed into adeep deep.

When he woke up the body was gone.

It was hard to maintain hismorale, after Graveswas gone. It was all very well to resolve to warn the rest
of mankind at thefirst possible chance, but there was the endless monotony to contend with. He had not

even the rdief from boredom afforded the condemned prisoner-the checking off of limited days. Even his
"caendar was nothing but a counting of hisdeeps.

He was not quite sane much of the time, and it wasthe twice-tragic insanity of intelligence, aware of its
own ingtability. He cycled between periods of eation and periods of extreme depression, in which he
would have destroyed himself, had he the means.

During the periods of éation he made great plansfor fighting against the X creatures-after he escaped.
He was not sure how or when, but, momentarily, he was sure. He would lead the crusade himsdlf;



rockets could withstand the dead zone of the Fillars and the cloud; atomic bombs could destroy the
dynamic balance of the Rillars. They would harry them and hunt them down; the globe would once again
be the kingdom of man, to whom it belonged.

During the bitter periods of relapse he would redlize clearly that the puny engineering of mankind would
be of no force againgt the powers and knowledge of the creatures who built the Fillars, who kidnapped
himself and Gravesin such acasua and mysterious afashion. They were outclassed.

Could codfish plan asortie againgt the city of Boston? Would it matter if the chattering monkeysin
Guatemala passed a resolution to destroy the navy?

They were outclassed. The human race had reached its highest point-the point at which it began to be
awarethat it was not the highest race, and the knowledge was desth to it, one way or the other-the mere
knowledge aone, even as the knowledge was now destroying him, Bill Eisenberg, himsdlf. Eisenberg-
homo piscis. Poor fish!

His overstrained mind concelved ameans by which he might possibly warn hisfellow beings. He could
not escape as long as his surroundings remained unchanged. That was established and he accepted it; he
no longer paced his cage. But certain things did leave his cage: |eft-over food, refuse-and Graves body.
If he died, his own body would be removed, hefelt sure. Some, at least, of the things which had gone up
the Pillars had come down again-he knew that. Wasit not likely that the X creatures disposed of any
heavy mass for which they had no further use by dumping it down the Wahini Pillar? He convinced
himsdlf that it was so.

Very well, hisbody would be returned to the surface, eventualy. How could he useit to give amessage
to hisfdlow men, if it were found? He had no writing materids, nothing but his own body.

But the same make-do means which served him as a cadendar gave him away to write amessage. He
could make welts on his skin with a shred of thumbnall. If the same spot wereirritated over and over
again, not permitted to hedl, scar tissue would form. By such means he was able to create permanent
tattooing.

The letters had to be large; he was limited in space to the fore part of hisbody; involved argument was
impossible. Hewaslimited to afairly smplewarning. If he had been quiteright in hismind, perhaps be
would have been able to devise amore cleverly worded warning-but then he was not.

Intime, he had covered his chest and belly with cicatrix tattooing worthy of abushman chief. Hewasthin
by then and of an unhedlthy color; the welts stood out plainly.

His body was found floating in the Pacific, by Portuguese fishermen who could not read the message, but
who turned it in to the harbor police of Honolulu. They, in turn, photographed the body, fingerprinted it,
and disposed of it. Thefingerprints were checked in Washington, and William Eisenberg, scientist, fellow
of many distinguished societies, and high type of homo sapiens, was officidly dead for the second time,
with anew mystery attached to hisname.

The cumbersome course of official correspondence unwound itself and the record of his reappearance
reached the desk of Captain Blake, a a port in the South Atlantic. Photographs of the body were
attached to the record, dong with ashort officid letter teling the captain that, in view of his connection
with the case, it was being provided for hisinformation and recommendation.

Captain Blake looked at the photographs for the dozenth time. The message told in scar tissuewas plain



enough:

"BEWARE-CREATION TOOK EIGHT DAYS"

But what did it mean?

Of one thing he was sure-Eisenberg had not had those scars on his body when he disappeared from the
Mahan. The man had lived for a considerable period after he was grabbed up by the fireba l-that was
certain. And he had learned something. What? The reference to the first chapter of Genesisdid not
escape him; it was not such asto be ussful.

He turned to his desk and resumed making adraft in painful longhand of his- report to the bureau. "-the
message in scar tissue adds to the mystery, rather than clarifying it. | am now forced to the opinion that
the Rllars and the-La-Grange firebals are connected in some way. The patrol around the Pillars should
not be relaxed. If new opportunities or methods for investigating the nature of the Fillars should develop,
they should be pursued thoroughly. | regret to say that | have nothing of the sort to suggest-"

He got up from his desk and walked to a smal agquarium supported by gimbals from the inboard
bulkhead, and stirred up the two goldfish therein with aforefinger. Noticing the level of the water, he
turned to the pantry door. "Johnson, you'vefilled this bowl too full again. Pat'strying to jump out again!”

"I'll fix it, cgptain.” The steward came out of the pantry with asmdl pan. ("Don't know why the Old Man
keepsthese tarnation fish. He ain't interested in 'em-that's certain.") Aloud he added: "That Pet fish
don't want to stay in there, captain. Alwaystrying to jump out. And he don't like me, captain.”

"What'sthat?' Captain Blake's thoughts had aready |€eft the fish; he was worrying over the mystery again.
"| say that fish don't like me, captain. Triesto bite my finger every time clean out the bowl!"
"Don't bedlly, Johnson."

IN VALUE DECEIVED
BY H.B. FYFE

What is valuable? That will depend on the nature of the planetary civilization of which oneisa
part. In this story we see through the eyes of a strange but highly intelligent life-form a picture of
how two utterly dissimilar civilizations are forced by their own needs to establish completely
different sets of values for various commodities, techniques, and inventions. One man's meat is
another man's sawdust; in the world of the Galaxy you never can be sure what will be valueless
and what will turn out to be worth more than fine jewels.. .

Rylat was quite disappointed at the barrenness of the planet. At that, it wasthe only one circling the small
white star in Sector Twelve that had offered any hope at dll.

"Things are as bleak as at home on Olittra,” he thought to Akyro. "Nothing growing but afew creepers
and moss. No wonder, with thedim light.”



He shifted hisfour eyestalks so asto examine the shallow hills shown on the telescreen. From above the
surface, no life had been discernible. They had made the landing only on the strength of Akyro's detection
of radiation. That might have meant habitation, which seldom gppeared without some form of agriculture.

"It could have been atificid,” Akyro had thought in mild hope, raising histapering, dull-blue body to the
flat tipsof hiseight waking legs.

Seeing the surface at close range, however, he now logt his enthusiasm.
"You look it over," hethought to Rylat. "I'm hungry."

He opened alocker and removed a chunk of synthetic food and a plastic tube of liquid. He manipulated
the grayish chunk between two of histiny egting legs, using the other pair to squirt adrink into his mouth
aintervds.

"How can you enjoy that awful suff?” demanded Rylat in some annoyance. "And how will you likeit if we
go outside and you get Sick in your vacuum suit?

"One must replenish hisenergy,” replied Akyro contentedly.
Rylat thought ared flame.
"You are nearly as broad aslong already," he added.

Before he could invent further caustic ideas, Akyro dropped hisfood to the plastic deck and waddled
hastily to the bank of detector instruments. They were his specidty, upon which he ways had a
leas" one eyetrained.

"Something?" inquired Rylat.
"Approaching radiation,” Akyro answered. "A ship, perhaps.”

Heworked over hisdids, then gave Rylat coordinates for his telescreen. His guess proved correct; it
was a spaceship. Not one from Olittra, certainly, to judge by the elongated lines. It cruised close above
the surface.

"Only one," announced Akyro. "Shall we signd it down?"
"No harm,” Rylat agreed.

He crept over to the piloting bench and pushed certain' levers: A series of flares shot up into the thinner
part of the planet's shalow atmosphere, there to explode into a standard greeting in Galactic Code.

The other ship legped straight away from the surface, at considerable acceleration. Then, astheflares
were recognized for a peaceful message, it headed more dowly toward the grounded ship. Rylat
gestured approvingly.

"If they can maneuver like that, they must be quite advanced. Perhaps they know the location of
uninhabited planets where we can obtain plant life for our Serile lands.”

Akyro, intent upon trandating the answering flares from the other vessel, made no comment. He andyzed
the pattern of radiation to check hisvisud perception—not al beingsin the known Gaaxy saw the same
images from the same stimuli.

"Send them our homeidentification,” hetold Rylat. "They say they come from astar in Sector . . .



Fourteen, | think. Yes, hereitisinthelig-Sol, Class G, nine mgjor planets, one dominant race inhabiting
three planets, members Sector Fourteen Confederation, rating ‘civi-lized.'

"What are they doing over herein Twelve?'
"Let usnot beimpolite,” reproved Akyro. "They may be wondering the same about us.”
Rylat thought abad taste at him, but halfheartedly, for he recognized the justice of the reproof.

"Well, | shdl invite them down to meet us,” he thought back. " See about unpacking a shelter assembly, in
case they come out wearing something clumsy.”

Sometime later, they watched the port of the other ship open, after alanding that met with Rylat's
approva. Sincethey had set up the shelter on the dimly lit, sandy soil afew lengths from their ship, and
did not know how well the visitors could see, helit a portable light-tube to show the location.

Two of the strangers presently bounded acrosstheirregular ground. They had four large limbs apiece,
two of which were sufficient for locomotion. Rylat consdered their vacuum suits and persona equipment
well made but unnecessarily prettified. He saw no working parts, which suggested added weight to
conced them.

"Notice how eadily they run," he observed to Akyro. "They must come from afairly large, solid planet.”

When the Solarians arrived, Rylat invited them by gesturesto enter the temporary shelter. Akyro had a
heat converter operating, producing as awaste product an atmosphere breathabl e by the Olittrans. The
latter opened the head ends of their suits.

Thelarger Solarian resorted to the Galactic Gesture Code to express appreciation of the shelter. His
vacuum suit was topped by a globular fixture, partly transparent, behind which Rylat could see what must
be the creature's face.

There were various rudimentary features, but no smal limbs about the mouth. Rylat could not imagine
how the Solarian fed himsdlf. The single pair of eyeswere further limited by being set immovably inthe
head.

Y et, Rylat reflected, these beings had obvioudy overcome such handicaps. Their equipment was, if
anything, superior to hisown. He decided they must be quite intelligent.

"What does he want to know?" inquired Akyro, as his companion replied to the Solarian's next gestures.

"He was surprised that we set up the shelter in so short atime, and wanted to know what the heat
converter is."

"Maybeit isnew to them," suggested Akyro.

‘| doubt it, for they seemed to lose interest when | explained the principle and how one can produce any
element at al aswaste”

"Havethey identified themselves?
Rvla went through a series of formal gestureswith one of hisforelegs. The Solarian answered in kind.

"The one with the reddish fur ontop is called "Clothmaker," or perhaps "Weaver' would be closer. The
other isnamed "Strong-foreleg’' as nearly as| can trandate.”



He proceeded to exchange generd information with the Solarian. The smaler one, meanwhile, inspected
the shelter curioudy. He showed interest in the system for supporting the dome with the pressure of the
enclosed atmosphere, and made rough gestures to Akyro to indicate admiration for the smple but
effective entrance chamber. He did not pay any further attention to the heat converter, apparently taking
it for granted after the first explanation.

From the conversation between Rylat and the Weaver, it devel oped that the Solarianswere also aform
of oxygen-breathing life, but that they required much denser air than their hosts. Rylat reported that they
acted rather like traders. When he told the Weaver that he and Akyro were merely on an exploring
expedition, the Solarian amended his business offer to a suggestion that they exchange souvenirs.

"Perhaps they could tell us of some planet such aswe seek," Akyro thought to Rylat.

"| judgeit unwise for usto seem overcurious. They might demand some fantastic reward if wereved the
necessity of our finding new plant stocks.”

"But that would hardly be ethicd," protested Akyro.

Rylat thought astupid, newly hatched cub, and told Akyro that he was dwaystoo trusting with dien
beings. "Time enough,” he suggested, "to worry about ethics when we are acquainted. Besides,” he
added, "the Weaver hasinvited usto seetheir ship. We should learn what they arelike."

They left the shelter one by one. The Solarians, being considerably larger, squeezed gingerly through the
exit. Then they led the way to their own ship, moderating their pace politely to accommodate the
Olittrans.

The Solarian ship fulfilled the promise of the equipment of its crew. Good workmanship wastherulein
the section into which they were guided. Rylat was surprised at the luxury that permitted adivison of the
living and pilating quarters.

"But then," hereflected, "they are traders and doubtless can afford to waste materials on such
refinements”

"What does he think?" inquired Akyro as the Weaver made a series of code gesturesto Rylat.
"Heinvites usto inspect samples of their cargo. | fear he till believes uswilling to trade something.”

Out of politeness, they permitted the red-topped Solarian to lead them to another compartment. Here he
displayed various wares. The Olittrans noted that the Solarian objects ran mostly to gadgets and
precison ingruments, while things they had obtained by trading werein many cases minerals. The
Weaver displayed with strange pride some large chunks of white carbon crystals and small quantities of
some of the heavier eements. Those which radiated were kept in shielded containers.

Rylat did not blame him for that. He himself had once incurred asevere rash on histhick hide when he
had |eft too much uranium—awaste product from a heat converter—lying around outside his shelter. The
Solarians, without their vacuum suits, looked unpleasantly thin-skinned. He could actually see outlines of
acirculatory system right through the Weaver'shide.

"Thereislittle hereto attract us" he thought to Akyro.

"True," the other agreed. "Their workmanship is very fine, but our own instruments are adequate. Asfor
the minerals, we could make up any quantity of thosein ashort time."

"I shal not tdl them exactly that," decided Rylat. "Why not?!



"Oh ... it would hardly be polite.”

He indicated to the Weaver that it was time for them to return to their own ship, at least temporarily, to
check its mechanisms. and to replenish the tanks of their vacuum suits.

Asthey passed forward through the living quarters, Rylat glanced with one eye at aflat-topped piece of
furniture upon which the other Solarian was setting out food and drink. Thisincluded, he noted half
unconscioudy, a portion of an obvioudy synthetic substance, but aso anumber of what looked like
vegetables. In fact, one platter held ahegp of untreated white stalks with green leaves.

Theideacameto Rylat that these must be raw and fresh plants, grown recently; and he turned another
eye upon them.

Grown recently!

The redization smote him with dmost physicd force. His eyestalks retracted hafway before he could
control himsdlf, and hiswaking legsinvoluntarily bowed in the vestige of a crouch.

Akyro noticed this evidence of excitement, a holdover from primitive times when the best physica
defense of their remote ancestors had been to flatten themsalves to the ground and rely upon their thick,
armorlike hides.

"What isthe trouble?' he asked.

"Look at thefood!"

Akyro looked, and his eyestalks twitched.

"A fresh plant! Quickly—ask them wherethey got it!"

Rylat controlled himsdf with an effort. The red-thatched Weaver had turned his head at the Olittrans
hegtation, and was training both eyes curioudy upon them.

"Pay no attention to it,” Rylat ordered his companion. "And come aong! He notices our actions.”
"For your love of posterity!" Akyroingsted. "Ask him, where he got it! Ask him!™

"Later," Rylat thought to him, moving toward the exit port between that compartment and the piloting
chamber forward.

Akyro bounced irritably on hiswalking legs and stared back at the foodstuffs with three of hiseyes.

"Do not beafool!" he urged. "Do you redize what it may mean to us? Since the blight struck Olittra, and
with the population what it is? We were not sent to pick up pretty crystas, you know!”

"Y ou need not be sarcadtic,” retorted Rylat. "1 know our mission aswell asyou, but | have also heard
about these races proficient in trading. | know what | am doing."

"Areyou sure?'
"Of course! Now stop acting mentally deficient and follow!"

Akyro thought a bottomless swamp of sticky ooze—but quietly, to himsaf—and followed the othersto
the exit.



Thelittle Solarian politely donned a vacuum suit to see them safely through the outer valve. Rylat gestured
that they would return before long, and led the way across the sand.

Back inthelr own vessd, after aroutine check and a brief rest period, Akyro put arecord of the Gaactic
Gesture Code on the visiplayer for athorough review. Consequently, he was able to caich someinkling
of the conversation when next they called at the Solarian ship.

Hewas 4till sufficiently uncertain of the motions to make any communications himsdlf, but he understood
the Weaver's greeting and opening remarks.

The Solarians, it developed, had stopped at this star only in search of barter. They were as disappointed
withit, in their way, as were the Olittrans.

"We, a so, were passing and stopped out of curiosity,” Rylat Sgnaed. "But we are merely explorers.”
"Traders such aswe," waved the. Weaver, "often must be their own explorers.”

That isinteresting,” Rylat told him. "Perhgps you would describe for me how atrading expedition
operates." Akyro was annoyed. '

"Why make yourself asmpleton?' he asked Rylat.

His companion briefly thought a set of eyestalkstied in a knot, and continued his gesturetalk. The
Solarian explained that it was not dways necessary to obtain something more vauable than what one
gaveforit.

"Sometimes," he indicated, "the mere act of transporting an object to adifferent planetary system
increasesits value enormoudy. It may berare or peculiarly useful there.”

"It seemsto me closeto cheating,”" thought Akyro, but histhought was ignored.
"Well, of course, | would not understand these matters,” Rylat informed the Solarian.

The Weaver gaped at him amoment with smal blue eyes, then turned to Strong-foreleg. The two
Solarians exchanged a series of ora vibrations which apparently served for communication with them.
After alittle discussion, the Weaver turned his red-furred head again to Rylat.

"Perhaps, for luck or amusement or what you will, we might make some token exchange. It would
provide uswith souvenirs of this meeting.”

Rylat expressed willingness. There followed rather floundering attempts on both sidesto suggest
something j desirable to the opposite parties.

The Solariansregretfully declined any of the Olittran instruments that Rylat thought he could spare,
gpologizing that their own were satisfactory. Nor did Rylat profess any interest in the Solarians
knick-knacks, picked up on haf adozen worldslatdly visited.

"But we have some very good maps of Sector Eleven,” be offered in histurn.

The Weaver thanked him, but the Solarians did not plan to travel in that direction. In the end, he
suggested that they avist his cargo compartments again.

"Ask him about the plantsl" Akyro urged.

"How can 17" Rylat thought back. "What have weto offer for such information? They will surely want



something!”

"Wdll, if you refuseto ask him, | shall stay here and watch to seeif hisfriend brings out any more of
them.”

"Asyou please," answered Rylat, and followed the Weaver from the compartment.

They walked along ametal-decked corridor to the same storeroom of samplesthat Rylat had seen
earlier. He found nothing new that interested him, and was careful to make thisfact diplomaticaly clear to
the Solarian.

During the process, he felt Akyro calling him, and so he indicated as soon as possibleadesireto rgoin
the others.

"They grow them themsdlved " hisfriend greeted him as he entered the living quarters with the Weaver.

"Explainthat!" demanded Rylat, noting that the Solarians were a so seizing the opportunity to
com-municate privately.

"The plants!” Akyro thought to him. "They have tanks on the ship where they grow them in water with
chemicasand artificid radiation. | have seen them!™

"How?'
"| stood here looking bored until Strong-foreleg showed me through some of the compartments.”

"Did you let him see what interested you?' Rylat paused to think ahollow bubble of clear plagtic. " Of
courseyou did, or they would not be vibrating their mouths at each other. Really, Akyro!”

The Weaver turned to Rylat and inquired if he might not be interested in seeing the hydroponic tanks.
Rylat agreed without outward enthusiasm. He hoped that the Solarian would not know how to interpret
the dight shrinking of hiseyestalks.

They dl waked into the compartment mentioned, and Rylat'swalking legs nearly buckled.

All about the bulkheads of the compartment, and in rows down the center, were large, transparent tanks
with plantsin various stages of growth. Most were some shade of green in the partsthat Rylat guessed
normally grew above the ground.

He dlowed himsdlf, for abrief moment, to picture Olittra's blighted agricultura areas repopul ated with
such plant life. The food problem he would solve if he could only get some seeds or cuttings! He was so
tired of synthetic foods

"They are very pretty,” he sgnded. "They remind me of the gorgeous foliage of my home planet.”
"Rylat!" came Akyro's horrified thought. "How can you ddiver such an untruth? It isnot ethical!”

"It isnot an untruth. Any vegetable matter at present makes me remember Olittra. Besides, how could he
know our vegetation was mostly purple?

He had to request that the Weaver repedat hislast gestures.
"I said, wewould be very glad to |et you have afew. They are quite nourishing.”

"Oh, we seldom eat such,” replied Rylat. "Still, they would be pleasant decoration in our bare and



functiond ship.”

The Solarians exchanged stares that made him wonder if perhaps they, too, had aform of telepathy.
Then the Weaver reached into the nearest tank of dark-green specimens.

"Perhgps—" Rylat began; and then, asthe Weaver looked up, "But never mind. It is not necessary—

Akyroswalking legs folded completely. He crouched on the deck, heedless of the Solarians astonished
glances, and thought a violent volcanic eruption. Rylat caught the wholeimage distinctly. It included
himsdf at the zenith of the upjetting burst of flames.

"I was about to suggest,” he sgnaed the waiting Weaver imperturbably, "that perhaps you could spare us
acomplete tank, since you have so many. Growing new plants would be an amusing hobby to usin the
londliness of space.”

The Weaver sgnified that he would be only too pleased. He inssted upon including asupply of chemicas
and aspecid light-tube. He and Rylat examined the latter, and the Olittran assured him that he could
arrange to feed the proper power into it. The Olittrans carried enough water to supply the tank.

Both Solarians donned vacuum suits to assst with the trangportation of the tank, which they thoughtfully
enclosed in aninsulated cylinder. Rylat was qualified to bear only atoken share of the burden acrossthe
and outside. Akyro trailed the group unsteadily, eyestalks till abit retracted.

The Solarians helped get the cylinder inside the Olittran vessel but declined to be shown around.
"Probably fed abit clumsy because of their size and those bulky suits,”" Rylat thought to Akyro.

To the Solarians, he expressed appreciation and asked if thaw hail not hit anon some ¢ift he could make
inreturn.

"Itisnothing!" waved the Weaver. "Do you intend to leave soon?"

"Rylat!" pleaded Akyro. "Tdl himyes, and quickly! If they taketimeto reflect, they will surely redizethe
vaue of what they aregiving ug”

"Patience! 1, too, deeply desire to mount a starbeam.”

He signaled to the Solarian that they did intend to leave dmost immediately. The Weaver expressed
regret.

"But tell mewhat we can do,” ingsted Rylat, fearful lest cause arise to make him surrender his booty.
"We had congidered ingpecting the planet's surface and its minerd content,” the Weaver informed him.
"An interesting hobby," replied Rylat doubtfully.

By the looks they exchanged, the two Solarians were as puzzled at that ashe was at their project. Who
cared what minerals could be dug up? One could convert them any time.

"Our object,” the Weaver tried again, "was to make ourselves comfortable on the surface and take a
holiday from the confines of the ship.”

"Ah!" answered Rylat, comprehending at last. "Why, if you wish to use our shelter, you are more than
welcome.”



The Weaver accepted with thanks, but wondered about the Olittrans departure.
"It will not matter,” Rylat assured him. "We can pick up the shelter the next time we passthisway."
"Rylat! Give itto him! Let usleave this place with some dispatch,” pleaded Akyro.

‘Infact,” continued Rylat, "I recall that we have another, so you might aswell keep the one outside. | will
get you aset of ingructionsfor the. entrance valve and the heat converter. Y ou will be able to understand
thediagrams, at least.”

He did so, and after many exchanges of courtesies, the Solarians departed.

Akyro wasted no timein securing the tank of plantsin the hold. As soon asthe Solarianswere safely in
their own ship, Rylat took off.

He spirded away from the planet and set atentative course for the limit between Sectors Twelve and
Eleven.

"About my remark on returning to pick up that shelter,” he teased Akyro, "you did not believe | would
redly risk facing them again? After chesting them like that?

Akyro did not reply. Rylat turned an eye toward hitn and saw that he was watching hisdidsintently.
"What isit? he asked, vaguely uneasy.

"Moving radiation of the same pattern. It must be the Solarians, leaving the planet.”
"How fast?' demanded Rylat, wondering if he dared step up the accel eration even more.
"About asfast aswe, perhaps abit more.”

Rylat's eyestdks cringed. He hastily estimated the emergency power availableto him.
"Enough to catch us?' heinquired anxioudy.

"Oh, no," Akyrotold him camly. "They are heading in the opposite direction.”

"What?"

"No doubt of it. Asfast asthey can, apparently.”

Rylat rose from the piloting bench and joined the other at the bank of instruments.

"I do not undergtand it,” he thought to Akyro. "They claimed they intended to stay. And we certainly left
nothing to make them hurry home."

"Perhaps the mechanism of the entrance valve?'

"No ... they had better on their ship. And they showed no specid interest in the heat converter. | doubt
they would want to play at transmuting eements.”

"Who would want a heat converter for that? They, too, must have better ways.”
"Exactly. So what could be on their consciences?

They pondered until Rylat returned to the piloting bench and curioudy focused the image of the Solarian



vessdl on the telescreen.

"Let usadmiretheir folly,” Akyro suggested, "but not to the extent of lingering.”
"No ... and yet, | wonder why—"

He watched the other ship move out of focus.

"Look at them go! " he thought to Akyro. Anyone would suspect that they—not we—had practicaly
committed theft!"

THE WAVERIES
BY FREDRIC BROWN
Definitions from the school-abridged Webster-Hamlin Dictionary 1998 edition:

wavery (WA-ver-i) n. avader-dang
vader (VA-der) n. inorgan of the classRadio
inorgan (in-OR-gan) n. noncorporeal ens, vader

radio(RA-di-o) n. 1. class of inorgans
2. etheric frequency between light
and electricity 3. (obsolete) method

of communication used up to 1977

The opening guns of invasion were not at dl loud, dthough they were heard by millions of people.
George Bailey was one of the millions. I choose George Bailey because he was the only one who came
within agoogol of light-years of guessing what they were.

George Bailey was drunk and under the circumstances one can't blame him for being so. Hewas listening
to radio advertisements of the most nauseous kind. Not because he wanted to listen to them, | hardly
need say, but because held been told to listen to them by hisboss, J. R. McGee of the MID network.

George Bailey wrote advertising for the radio. The only thing he hated worse than advertisng was radio.
And here on hisown time he waslistening to fulsome and disgusting commercids on ariva network.

"Baley,” J. R. McGee had said, "you should be more familiar with what others are doing. Particularly,
you should be informed about those of our own accounts who use several networks. | strongly suggest . .

One doesn't quarrel with an employer's strong suggestions and keep afive hundred dollar aweek job.



But one can drink whisky sourswhile listening. George Bailey did.

Also, between commercids, hewas playing gin rummy with Maisie Hetterman, a cute little redheaded
typist from the sudio. It was Mas€'s gpartment and Maise's radio (George himsdlf, on principle, owned
neither aradio nor aTV set) but George had brought the liquor.

"-only the very finest tobaccos,” said theradio, "go dit-dit-dit nation'sfavorite cigarette-’
George glanced at theradio. "Marconi," he said.

He meant Morse, naturaly, but the whisky sours had muddled him a bit so hisfirst guess was more
nearly right than anyone else's. It was Marconi, inaway. In avery peculiar way.

"Marconi?' asked Maise.
George, who hated to talk against aradio, leaned over and switched it off.

‘I meant Morse," he said. "Morse, asin Boy Scouts or the Signal Corps. | used to be aBoy Scout
once."

"Y ou've sure changed,” Maisesad.
George sighed. " Somebody's going to catch hell, broadcasting code on that wave length.”
‘What did it mean?"

"Mean? Oh, you mean what did it mean. Uh- S, the letter S. Dit-dit-dit isS. SOSis did-dit-dit
dah-dah-dah dit--dit-dit."

"Ois dah-dah-dah?"
George grinned. "Say that again, Maisie. | likeit. And | think you are dah-dah-dah too."
"George, maybeit'sredly an SOS message. Turn it back on."

Georgeturned it back on. The tobacco ad was still going. “-gentlemen of the most dit-dit-dit -ing taste
prefer thefiner taste of dit-dit-dit arettes. In the new package that keeps them dit-dit-dit and ultra
fres"

"It'snot SOS. It'sjust Ss."
"Like ateakettle or-say, George, maybe it'sjust some advertising gag.”
George shook hishead. "Not when it can blank out the name of the product. Just aminutetill 1-"

He reached over and turned the dia of theradio abit to the right and then a bit to the left, and an
incredulous look came into hisface. He turned the dia to the extreme left, asfar asit would go. There
wasn't any station there, not even the hum of acarrier wave. But:

'Dit-dit-dit," said theradio, "dit-dit-dit."

Heturned the did to the extremeright. "Dit-dit-dit.” George switched it off and stared at Maisie without
seeing her, which was hard to do.

"Something wrong, George?"



'| hope s0," said George Bailey. "1 certainly hope so.” He started to reach for another drink and changed
his mind. He had a sudden hunch that something big was happening and he wanted to sober up to
appreciateit. He didn't have the faintest ideahow big it was. "George, what do you mean?'

"l don't know what | mean. But Maisie, let's take arun down the studio, huh? There ought to be some
excitement.”

April 5, 1977; that was the night the waveries came.
It had started like an ordinary evening. It wasn't one, now.

George and Maisie waited for acab but none came so they took the subway instead. Oh yes, the
subways were till running in those days. It took them within ablock of the MID Network Building.

The building was a madhouse. George, grinning, strolled through the lobby with Maise on hisarm, took
the elevator to the fifth floor and for no reason at al gave the eevator boy adollar. Hed never beforein
hislifetipped an elevator operator.

The boy thanked him. "Better stay away from the big shots, Mr. Bailey," he said. "They're ready to chew
the ears off anybody who even looks at 'em.”

"Wonderful,” said George.
From the devator he headed straight for the office of J. R. McGee himsdlf.

There were strident voi ces behind the glass door. George reached for the knob and Maisie tried to stop
him. "But George,” she whispered, "youll befired!"

"There comesatime,” said George. " Stand back away from the door, honey."
Gently but firmly he moved her to a safe podition. "But George, what are you-?'
"Watch," hesaid.

The frantic voices stopped as he opened the door afoot. All eyesturned toward him as he stuck his head
around the corner of the doorway into the room.

"Dit-dit-dit,” he said. "Dit-dit-dit."

He ducked back and to the side just in time to escape the flying glass as a paperweight and an inkwell
came through the pane of the door.

He grabbed Maise and ran for the dairs.
‘Now we get adrink,” hetold her.

The bar across the street from the network building was crowded but it was a strangely silent crowd. In
deferenceto the fact that most of its customers were radio peopleit didn't havea TV set but therewasa
big cabinet radio and most of the people were bunched around it.

"Dit," sadtheradio. "Dit-dah-d'dah-dit-danditdah dit-"

"lan't it beautiful 7' George whispered to Maisie.



Somebody fiddled with the dial. Somebody asked, "What band isthat?' and somebody said, "Police.”
Somebody said, "Try theforeign band,” and somebody did. "This ought to be Buenos Aires," somebody
sad. "Dit-d'dah-dit-" said theradio.

Somebody ran fingersthrough his hair and said, " Shut that damn thing off.” Somebody else turned it back
on.

George grinned and led the way to aback booth where held spotted Pete Mulvaney sitting alone with a
bottlein front of him. He and Maisie sat across from Pete.

"Hdlo,” hesaid gravely.
"Hdl," said Pete, who was head of the technical research staff of MID.

"A beautiful night, Mulvaney," George said. "Did you see the moon riding the fleecy cloudslike agolden
gdleon tossed upon silver-crested whitecgpsin a scormy-"

"Shut up,” said Pete. 'I'mthinking.”

"Whisky sours," Georgetold the waiter. He turned back to the man across the table. "Think out loud, so
we can hear. But first, how did you escape the booby hatch across the street?

"I'm bounced, fired, discharged.”

"Shake hands. And then explain. Did you say dit-dit-dit to them?'

Pete looked at him with sudden admiration. "Did you?' "I've awitness. What did you do?'
"Told 'emwhat | thought it was and they think I'm crazy."

"Areyou?

"es"

"Good," said George. "Then we want to hear-" He snapped hisfingers. "What about TV?'

"Same thing. Same sound on audio and the pictures flicker and dim with every dot or dash. Just ablur by

"Wonderful. And now tel mewhat'swrong. | don't carewhat it is, aslong asit's nothing trivid, but |
want to know."

‘I think it's space. Spaceiswarped.’
"Good old space,” George Bailey said.
"George,” said Maisie, "please shut up. | want to hear this."

"Space," said Pete, "isdso finite." He poured himself another drink. Y ou go far enough in any direction
and get back where you started. Like an ant crawling around an apple.”

"Makeit an orange," George said.

"All right, an orange. Now suppose thefirst radio waves ever sent out have just made the round trip. In
seventy-Sx years”



"Seventy-six years? But | thought radio wavestraveled at the same speed aslight. If that'sright, thenin
seventy-sx yearsthey could go only seventy-six light-years, and that can't be around the universe
because there are galaxies known to be millions or maybe billions of light-years away. | don't remember
the figures, Pete, but our own gadaxy doneisahell of alot bigger than seventy-six light-years.”

Pete Mulvaney sighed. "That'swhy | say space must be warped. There€'s ashort cut somewhere.”
"That short ashort cut? Couldn't be."

"But George, listen to that Suff that's coming in. Can you read code?’

"Not any more. Not that fast, anyway."

"Well, | can," Petesaid. "That'searly American ham. Lingo and dl. That'sthe kind of stuff the air wasfull
of before regular broadcasting. It'sthe lingo, the ab-breviations, the barnyard to attic chitchat of amateurs
with keys, with Marconi coherers or Fessenden barreters-and you can listen for aviolin solo pretty soon
now. I'll tell you what it'l be."

"Handd's Largo. Thefirst phonograph record ever broadcast. Sent out by Fessenden from Brant Rock
inlate 1906. You'll hear his CQ-CQ any minute now. Bet you adrink."

"Okay, but what was the dit-dit-dit that started this?"

Mulvaney grinned. "Marconi, George. What was the most powerful signal ever broadcast and by whom
and when?'

"Marconi? Dit-dit-dit? Seventy-sx years ago?"

"Head of the class. The firdt transatlantic signal on December 12, 1901. For three hours Marconi's big
dation at Poldhu, with two-hundred-foot masts, sent out an intermittent S dit-dit-dit, while Marconi and
two assstants at St. Johnsin Newfoundland got akite-born aerid four hundred feet inthe air and findly
got the signdl. Acrossthe Atlantic, George, with sparks jumping from the big Leyden jars at Poldhu and
20,000-volt juice jumping off the tremendous agrids-

"Wait aminute, Pete, you're off the beam. If that wasin 1901 and the first broadcast was about 1906 it'll
be five years before the Fessenden stuff gets here on the same route. Even if there's a seventy-six
light-year short cut across space and even if those sgnals didn't get so weak en route that we couldn't
hear them-it's crazy."

"l toldyou it was," Pete said gloomily. "Why, those signds after traveling that far would be so infinitesmal
that for practica purposesthey wouldn't exist. Fur-thermorethey're dl over the band on everything from
microwave on up and equally strong on each. And, as you point out, weve dready come amost five
yearsin two hours, which isn't possible. | told you it was crazy.”

"Bljt—"
"Ssshh. Ligten,” said Pete.

A blurred, but unmistakably human voice was coming from the radio, mingling with the cracklings of
code. And then music, faint and scratchy, but unmistakably aviolin. Playing Handel's Largo.

Only suddenly it climbed in pitch as though modulating from key to key until it became so horribly shrill



that it hurt the ear. And kept on going past the high limit of audibility until they could hear it no more.
Somebody said, " Shut that God damn thing off." Somebody did, and this time nobody turned it back on.

Petesaid, "'l didn't redly believe it myself. And therés another thing againgt it, George. Those signals
affect TV too, and radio waves are the wrong length to do that.”

He shook hishead dowly. "There must be some other explanation, George. The more | think about it
now themore| think I'mwrong.”

Hewasright: he was wrong.

"Preposterous,” said Mr. Ogilvie. He took off his glasses, frowned fiercely, and put them back on again.
He looked through them at the severa sheets of copy paper in his hand and tossed them contemptuoudy
to thetop of hisdesk. They did to rest against the triangular name plate that read:

B. R. Ogilvie
Editor-in-Chief

"Preposterous,” he said again.

Casey Blair, hisbest reporter, blew asmoke ring and poked hisindex finger through it. "Why?" he
asked.

"Because--why, it's utterly preposterous.”

Casey Blair said, "It isnow three o'clock in the morning. The interference has gone on for five hours and
not asingle program is getting through on either TV or radio. Every mgjor broadcasting and telecasting
gation in theworld has gone off the air.

"For two reasons. One, they were just wasting current. Two, the communications bureaus of their
respective governments requested them to get off to aid their campaigns with the direction finders. For
five hours now, since the start of the interference, they've been working with everything they've got. And
what have they found out?

"It's preposterous! " said the editor.

"Perfectly, but it'strue. Greenwich at 11 P.M. New Y ork time; Pm trandating al these timesinto New
Y ork time--got a bearing in about the direction of Miami. It shifted northward until a two o'clock the
direction was approximately that of Richmond, Virginia San Francisco at eleven got abearing in about
the direction of Denver; three hours later it shifted southward toward Tucson. Southern hemisphere:
bearings from Capetown, South Africa, shifted from direction of Buenos Airesto that of Montevideo, a
thousand miles north.

"New York at eleven had weak indications toward Madrid; but by two o'clock they could get no
bearings at dl." He blew another smoke ring. "Maybe because the |oop antennae they useturn only ona
horizonta plane?



"Absurd.”

Casey said, 'l like “prespogterous better. Mr. Ogilvie. Preposterousit is, but it's not absurd. I'm scared
diff. Thoselines-and dl other bearings |'ve heard about run in the same direction if you takethem as
graight lines running as tangents off the Earth instead of curving them around the surface. | did it with a
little globe and astar map. They converge on the congtellation Leo.”

He leaned forward and tapped aforefinger on the top page of the story held just turned in. " Stations that
aredirectly under Leo in the sky get no bearings at dl. Stations on what would be the perimeter of Earth
relative to that point get the strongest bearings. Listen, have an astronomer check thosefiguresif you
want before you run the story, but get it done damn quick-unless you want to read about it in the other
newspapersfirs.

"But the heavisde layer, Casey-isn't that supposed to stop al radio waves and bounce them back.”

"Sure, it does. But maybe it lesks. Or maybe signals can get through it from the outs de even though they
can't get out fromtheingde. Itisn't asolid wall."

"But-"

"l know, it's preposterous. But thereit is. And there's only an hour before presstime. Y ou d better send
this story through fast and, have it set up while you're having somebody check my facts and directions.
Beddes, there's something else you'll want to check.”

"I didn't have the data for checkin the positions of the planets. Leo's on the ecliptic; aplanet could bein
line between here and there. Mars, maybe.”

Mr. Ogilvi€'s eyes brightened, then clouded again. He said, "Well be the laughingstock of the world,
Blair, if yourewrong."

"Andif I'mright?"

The editor picked up the phone and snapped an order.

April 6th headline of the New Y ork Morning Messenger, find (6 A.M.) edition:

RADIO INTERFERENCE COMES FROM SPACE, ORIGINATESIN LEO

May Be Attempt at Commu-nication by Beings Outside Solar System

All television and radio broadcasting was suspended.

Radio and television stocks opened severd points off the previous day and then dropped sharply until
noon when amoderate buying rally brought them afew points back.



Public reaction was mixed; people who had no radios rushed out to buy them and there was a boom,
especialy in portable and tabletop receivers. On the other hand, no TV setswere sold at all. With

tel ecasting suspended there were no pictures on their screens, even blurred ones. Their audio circuits,
when turned on, brought in the same jumble asradio receivers. Which, as Pete Mulvaney had pointed
out to George Balley, wasimpossible; radio waves cannot activate the audio circuits of TV sets. But
these did, if they were radio waves.

In radio setsthey seemed to be radio waves, but horribly hashed. No one could listen to them very long.
Oh, there were flashes-timeswhen, for several consecutive seconds, one could recogni ze the voice of
Will Rogers or Gerddine Farrar or catch flashes of the Dempsey-Carpentier fight or the Pearl Harbor
excitement. (Remember Pearl Harbor?) But things even remotely worth hearing wererare. Mogtly it was
ameaningless mixture of soap opera, advertisng and off-key snatches of what had once been music. It
was utterly indiscriminate, and utterly unbearable for any length of time.

But curiosity isapowerful motive. Therewas abrief boom in radio setsfor afew days.

There were other booms, less explicable, less cgpable of analysis. Reminiscent of the Welles Martian
scare of 1938 was a sudden upswing in the sae of shotguns and sidearms. Bibles sold asfast as books
on astronomy-and books on astronomy sold like hotcakes. One section of the country showed a sudden
interest in lightning rods; builders were flooded with ordersfor immediate ingtdlation.

For some reason which has never been clearly ascertained there was a run on fishhooksin Mobile,
Alabama; every hardware and sporting goods store sold out of them within hours.

The public libraries and bookstores had arun on books on astrology and books on Mars. Yes, on
Mars--despite the fact that Mars was at that moment on the other side of the sun and that every
newspaper article on the subject stressed the fact that no planet was between Earth and the congtellation
Leo.

Something strange was happening-and no news of developments available except through the
newspapers. People waited in mobs outside newspaper buildings for each new edition to appear.
Circulation managers went quietly mad.

People aso gathered in curious little knots around the silent broadcasting studios and stations, talking in
hushed voices as though at awake. MID network doors were locked, athough there was adoorman on
duty to admit technicians who were trying to find an answer to the problem. Some of the technicianswho
had been on duty the previous day had now spent over twenty-four hours without deep.

George Bailey woke at noon, with only a dight headache. He shaved and showered, went out and drank
alight breakfast and was himsdlf again. He bought early editions of the afternoon papers, read them,
grinned. His hunch had been right; whatever waswrong, it was nothing trivial.

But what waswrong?

The later editions of the afternoon papers had it.

EARTH INVADED, SAYS SCIENTIST

Thirty-six line type was the biggest they had; they used it. Not a home-edition copy of a newspaper was
delivered that evening. Newsboys starting on their routes were practically mobbed. They sold papers



instead of delivering them; the smart ones got a dollar apiece for them. The foolish and honest oneswho
didn't want to sell because they thought the papers should go to the regular customers on their routes lost
them anyway. People grabbed them.

Thefind editions changed the heading only dight-ly-only dightly, thet is, from atypographica view-point.
Nevertheless, it was atremendous change in meaning. It read:

EARTH INVADED, SAY SCIENTISTS

Funny what moving an S from the ending of averb to the ending of anoun can do.

Carnegie Hall shattered precedent that evening with alecture given at midnight. An unscheduled and
unadvertised lecture. Professor Hemetz had stepped off the train at e even-thirty and amob of reporters
had been waiting for him. Helmetz, of Harvard, had been the scientist, sngular, who had made that first
headline.

Harvey Ambers, director of the board of Carnegie Hall, had pushed his way through the mob. He arrived
minus glasses, hat and breeth, but got hold of Helmetz's army and hung on until he could talk again. "We
want you to talk at Carnegie, Professor,” he shouted into Helmetz's ear. "Five thousand dollarsfor a
lecture on the 'vaders." "

"Certainly. Tomorrow afternoon?"
"Now! I've acab waiting. Come on."
n But-ll

"WEell get you an audience. Hurry!" Heturned to the mob. "L et usthrough. All of you can't hear the
professor here. Cometo Carnegie Hall and helll talk to you. And spread the word on your way there.”

The word spread so well that Carnegie Hall was jammed by the time the professor began to speak.
Shortly after, they'd rigged aloud-speaker system s0 the people outside could hear. By one o'clock in
the morning the streets were jammed for blocks around.

There wasn't asponsor on Earth with amillion dollarsto his name who wouldn't have given amillion
dollars gladly for the privilege of sponsoring that lecture on TV or radio, but it was not telecast or
broadcast. Both lineswere busy.

"Questions?" asked Professor Helmetz.

A reporter in the front row madeit first. "Professor,” he asked, "Have all direction finding stationson
Earth confirmed what you told us about the change this afternoon?”

"Y es, absolutely. At about noon al directiona indications began to grow weaker. At 2:45 o'clock,
Eastern Standard Time, they ceased completely. Until then the radio waves emanated from the sky,
congtantly changing direction with reference to the Earth's surface, but constant with referenceto apoint
inthe congtdlation Leo."

"What gar in Leo?"

"No gtar visble on our charts. Either they came from a point in space or from astar too faint for our



telescopes.

"But at 2:45 P.M. today-yesterday rather, snceit isnow past midnight-all direction finders went dead.
But the sgnals perssted, now coming from dl sdesequally. Theinvadershad dl arrived.

"Thereisno other conclusion to be drawn. Earth is now surrounded, completely blanketed, by
radio-type waves which have no point of origin, which travel ceasdesdy around the Earthin dl
directions, changing shape at their will-which currently is<till inimitation of the Earth origin radio signds
which attracted their attention and brought them here.”

"Do you think it wasfrom a star we can't see, or could it have really been just apoint in space?

"Probably from a point in space. And why not? They are not cregtures of matter. If they camefroma
dar, it must be avery dark star for it to beinvisbleto us, snceit would be relatively near to us-only
twenty-eight light-years away, which isquite close as stdllar distances go.”

"How can you know the distance?’

"By assuming-and it is a quite reasonable assump-tion-that they started our way when they first
discovered our radio signas-Marconi's S-S-S code broadcast of fifty-six years ago. Since that was the
form taken by the first arrivals, we assume they started toward us when they encountered those sgnals.
Marconi'ssignals, traveling a the speed of light, would have reached a point twenty-eight light-years
away twenty-eight years ago; the invaders, also traveling at light speed would require an equal of timeto
reach us.

"Asmight be expected only thefirst arrivalstook Morse code form. Later arrivals were in the form of
other waves that they met and passed on-or perhaps absorbed-on their way to Earth. There are now
wandering around the Earth, asit were, fragments of programs broadcast as recently as afew days ago.
Undoubtedly there are fragments of the very last programs to be broadcast, but they have not yet been
identified."

"Professor, can you describe one of these invaders?'

"Aswell asand no better than | can describe aradio wave. In effect, they are radio waves, dthough they
emanate from no broadcasting station. They are aform of life dependent on wave motion, as our form of
lifeis dependent on the vibration of matter."

"They are different 9zes?

"Yes, in two senses of theword size. Radio waves are measured from crest to crest, which measurement
isknown aswave length. Since the invaders cover the entire dials of our radio setsand televison setsit is
obviousthat either one of two thingsistrue: Either they comein al crest-to--crest Szes or each one can
change his crest-to-crest measurement to adapt himself to the tuning of any receiver.

"But that is only the crest-to-crest length. In asense it may be said that aradio wave has an over-dl
length determined by its duration. If a broadcasting station sends out a program that has a second's
duration, awave carrying that program is one light-second long, roughly 187,000 miles. A continuous
half-hour programis, asit were, on a continuous wave one-haf light-hour long, and so on.

"Taking that form of length, theindividua invaders vary in length from afew thousand miles-a duration of
only asmdl fraction of asecond-to well over haf amillion mileslong-aduration of severa seconds. The
longest continuous excerpt from any one program that has been observed has been about seven
seconds.”



"But, Professor Helmetz, why do you assume that these waves are living things, alifeform. Why not just
waves?

"‘Because 'just waves asyou call them would follow certain laws, just asinanimate matter follows certain
laws. An anima can climb uphill, for instance; a stone cannot unlessimpelled by some outside force.
Theseinvaders are life-forms because they show volition, because they can change their direction of
travel, and most especidly because they retain their identity; two signals never conflict on the sameradio
recaiver. They follow one another but do not come smultaneoudy. They do not mix as signalson the
same wave length would ordinarily do. They are not “just waves.""

"Would you say they areintdligent?’

Professor Helmetz took off his glasses and polished them thoughtfully. He said, "I doubt if we shdl ever
know. Theintelligence of such beings, if any, would be on such acompletely different plane from ours
that there would be no common point from which we could start intercourse. We are materid; they are
immateria. Thereisno common mound between us."

"Butif they areinteligent at al-"

"Antsareintdligent, after afashion. Cdl itinginct if you will, but instinct isaform of intelligence; at least it
enables them to accomplish some of the same things intelligence would enable them to accomplish. Y et
we cannot establish communication with antsand it isfar lesslikely that we shdl be ableto establish
communication with these invaders. The difference in type between ant-intelligence and our own would
be nothing to the difference in type between the intelligence, if any, of the invaders and our own. No, |
doubt if we shall ever communicate.

The professor had something there. Communication with the vaders-a clipped form, of course, of
invaders-was never established.

Radio stocks stabilized on the exchange the next day. But the day following that someone asked Dr.
Helmets a sixty-four dollar question and the newspapers published his answer:

"Resume broadcasting? | don't know if we ever shall. Certainly we cannot until the invaders go away,
and why should they? Unless radio communication is perfected on some other planet far away and
they're attracted there.

"But at least some of them would be right back the moment we started to broadcast again.”

Radio and TV stocks dropped to practically zero in an hour. There weren't, however, any frenzied
scenes on the stock exchanges; there was no frenzied salling because there was no buying, frenzied or
otherwise. No radio stocks changed hands.

Radio and televison employees and entertainers began to ook for other jobs. The entertainers had no
trouble finding them. Every other form of entertainment suddenly boomed like mad.

"Two down," said George Bailey. The bartender asked what he meant.
"l dunno, Hank. It'sjust ahunch I've got."
"What kind of hunch?'

"l don't even know that. Shake me up one more of those and then I'll go home.”



The dectric shaker wouldn't work and Hank had to shake the drink by hand.
"Good exercise; that's just what you need,” George said. "It'll take some of that fat off you.”
Hank grunted, and the ice tinkled merrily as hetilted the shaker to pour out the drink.

George Bailey took histime drinking it and then strolled out into an April thundershower. He stood under
the awning and watched for ataxi. An old man was standing there too.

"Some weether,” George said.

The old man grinned & him. "Y ou noticed it, en?’
"Huh? Noticed what?'

"Just wetch awhile, mister. Just watch awhile."

The old man moved on. No empty cab came by and Geroge stood there quite awhile before he got it.
Hisjaw dropped alittle and then he closed his mouth and went back into the tavern. Hewent into a
phone booth and caled Pete Mulvaney.

He got three wrong numbers before he got Pete. Pete'svoice said, 'Y eah?"
"George Balley, Pete. Listen, have you noticed the weather?!

"Damnright. No lightning, and there should be with a thunderstorm like this"
"What'sit mean, Pete? The vaders?'

"Sure. And that'sjust going to bethe start if-" A crackling sound on the wire blurred hisvoice out. "Hey,
Pete, you il there?!

The sound of aviolin. Pete Mulvaney didn't play violin. "Hey, Pete, what the hell-?"

Pete's voice again. "“Come on over, George. Phonewont last long. Bring-" There was abuzzing noise and
then avoice sad, "-cometo Carnegie Hall. The best tunes of al come-"

George dammed down the receiver.

He walked through the rain to Pete's place. On the way he bought a bottle of Scotch. Pete had started to
tell him to bring something and maybe that's what he'd started to say.

It was.

They made adrink apiece and lifted them. The lightsflickered briefly, went out, and then came on again
but dimly.

"No lightning,” said George. "No lightning and pretty soon no lighting. They're taking over the telephone.
What do they do with the lightning?

"Eat it, | guess. They must eat dectricity.”

"No lightning," said George. "Damn. | can get by without atelephone, and candlesand oil lamps aren't
bad for lights-but I'm going to misslightning. I like lightning. Damn.”

Thelightswent out completely.



Pete Mulvaney sipped hisdrink in the dark. He said, "Electric lights, refrigerators, eectric toasters,
vacuum cleaners"

"Juke boxes," George said. "Think of it, no more God damn juke boxes. No public address systems,
no-hey, how about movies?'

"No movies, not even silent ones. Y ou can't work a projector with an oil lamp. But listen, George, no
automobiles-no gasoline engine can work without ectricity.”

"Why nat, if you crank it by hand instead of using agtarter?
"The spark, George. What do you think makes the spark.”
"Right. No airplanes either, then. Or how about jet planes?’

"Well-I guess sometypes of jets could be rigged not to need eectricity, but you couldn't do much with
them. Jet plane's got more instruments than motor, and al those instruments are electrica. And you can't
fly or land ajet by the seat of your pants.”

"No radar. But what would we need it for? There won't be any more wars, not for along time.”
"A damned longtime’

George sat up straight suddenly. "Hey, Pete, what about atomic fisson? Atomic energy? Will it till
work?"

"I doubt it. Subatomic phenomenaare basically eectricd. Bet you adimethey eat |loose neutronstoo.”
(He'd have won his bet; the government had not announced that an A-bomb tested that day in Nevada
had fizzled like awet firecracker and that atomic piles were ceasing to function.)

George shook his head dowly, in wonder. He said, “Streetcars and buses, ocean liners-Pete, this means
we're going back to the origina source of horsepower. Horses. If you want to invest, buy horses.
Particularly mares. A brood mare is going to be worth athousand times her weight in platinum.”

"Right. But don't forget seam. Well gtill have steam engines, stationary and locomotive.”

"Sure, that's right. Theiron horse again, for the long hauls. But Dobbin for the short ones. Can you ride,
Peter?'

"Used to, but | think I'm getting too old. I'll settle for abicycle. Say, better buy abike first thing tomorrow
before the run on them sarts. | know I'm goingto.”

"Good tip. And | used to be agood bike rider. It'll be swell with no autos around to louse you up. And
w_ll

"I'm going to get acornet too. Used to play onewhen | asakid and | can pick it up again. And then
maybe I'll hole in somewhere and write that nov- Say, what about printing?”

"They printed bookslong before dectricity, George. It'll take awhile to readjust the printing industry, but
ther€lll be booksdl right. Thank God for that.”

George Bailey grinned and got up. He walked over to the window and looked out into the night. Therain
had stopped and the sky was clear.



A dreetcar was galled, without lights, in the middie of the block outside. An automobile stopped, then
garted more dowly, stopped again; its headlights were dimming rapidly.

George looked up at the sky and took asip of hisdrink. "No lightning," he said sadly. "I'm going to miss
thelightning.”

The changeover went more smoothly than anyone would have thought possible.

The government, in emergency session, made the wise decision of creating one board with absol utely
unlimited authority and under it only three subsidiary boards. The main board, caled the Economic
Readjustment Bureau, had only seven members and its job was to co-ordinate the efforts of the three
subsidiary boards and to decide, quickly and without appeal, any jurisdictiond disputes among them.

Firgt of the three subsidiary boards was the Trangporation Bureau. It immediately took over, temporarily,
therailroads. It ordered Diesdl enginesrun on sidings and Ieft there, organized use of the steam
locomotives and solved the problems of railroading sanstelegraphy and eectric signals. It dictated, then,
what should be transported; food coming first, cod and fuel oil second, and essential manufactured
articlesin the order of their relative importance. Carload after carload of new radios, éectric stoves,
refrigerators and such usel ess articles were dumped unceremonioudy aongside the tracks, to be salvaged
for scrap metd later.

All horses were declared wards of the government, graded according to capabilities, and put to work or
to stud. Draft horses were used for only the most essentid kinds of hauling. The breeding program was
given the fullest possible emphasis; the bureau estimated that the equine popul ation would double in two
years, quadruplein three, and that within six or seven yearstherewould be ahorsein every garagein the
country.

Farmers, deprived temporarily of their horses, and with their tractors rusting in the fields, were instructed
how to use cattle for plowing and other work about the farm, including light hauling.

The second board, the Manpower Relocation Bureau, functioned just as one would deduce fromitstitle.
It handled unemployment benefits for the millions thrown temporarily out of work and helped relocate
them-not too difficult atask consdering the tremendoudy increased demand for hand labor in many
fidds

In May of 1977 thirty-five million employables were out of work; in October, fifteen million; by May of
1978, five million. By 1979 the Stuation was completely in hand and competitive demand was aready
beginning to raise wages.

Thethird board had the most difficult job of the three. It was called the Factory Readjustment Bureau. It
coped with the stupendous task of converting factoriesfilled with eectrically operated machinery and, for
the most part, tooled for the production of other eectricaly operated machinery, over for the production,
without eectricity, of essentid noneectricd articles.

The few available stationary steam engines worked twenty-four hour shiftsin those early days, and the
firgt thing they were given to do was the running of lathes and ssompers and planers and millersworking
on turning out more stationary steam engines, of dl sizes. These, in turn, werefirgt put to work making
till more steam engines. The number of steam engines grew by squares and cubes, as did the number of
horses put to stud. The principle was the same. One might, and many did, refer to those early steam
engines as stud horses. At any rate, there was no lack of metal for them. The factories were filled with
nonconvertible machinery waiting to be melted down.



Only when steam engines-the basis of the new factory economy-werein full production, were they
assigned to running machinery for the manufacture of other articles. Oil lamps, clothing, cod stoves, oil
stoves, bathtubs and bedsteads.

Not quite dl of the big factories were converted. For while the conversion period went on, individua
handi crafts sprang up in thousands of places. Little one- and two-man shops making and repairing
furniture, shoes, candles, al sorts of thingsthat could be made without complex machinery. At first these
gmall shops made small fortunes because they had no competition from heavy indudtry. Later, they
bought smdl steam enginesto run small machines and held their own, growing with the boom that came
with areturn to norma employment and buying power, increasing gradualy in Sze until many of them
rivaled the bigger factoriesin output and beet them in qudity.

There was suffering, during the period of economic readjustment, but |ess than there had been during the
great depression of the early thirties. And the recovery was quicker.

The reason was obvious. In combating the depression, the legidators were working in the dark. They
didn't know its cause-rather, they knew athousand conflicting theories of its cause-and they didn't know
the cure. They were hampered by the ideathat the thing was temporary and would cure itsdf if left done.
Briefly and frankly, they didn't know what it was al about and while they experimented, it snowballed.

But the situation that faced the country-and al other countries-in 1977 was clear-cut and obvious. No
more electricity. Readjust for steam and horsepower.

Assmpleand clear asthat, and no ifs or ands or buts. And the whole people-except for the usua
scattering of cranks-back of them.

By 1981--

It wasarainy day in April and George Bailey waswaiting under the sheltering roof of thelittle railroad
dation at Blakestown, Connecticut, to see who might comein on the 3:14.

It chugged in at 3:25 and came to a panting stop, three coaches and a baggage car. The baggage car
door opened and a sack of mail was handed out and the door closed again. No luggage, so probably no

passengerswould

Then a the sght of atal dark man swinging down from the platform of the rear coach, George Bailey let
out ayip of delight. "Pete! Pete Mulvaney! What the devil-*

"Baley, by dl that sholy! What are you doing here?’

George wrung Pete's hand. "Me?1 live here. Two years now. | bought the Blakestown Weekly in'79,
for asong, and | run it-editor, reporter, and janitor. Got one printer to help me out with that end, and
Maise doesthe socid items. She's-*

"Made?MaseHetterman?"

"Maisie Bailey now. We got married sametime | bought the paper and moved here. What are you doing
here, Pete?'

"Busness. Just here overnight. See a man named Wilcox."

"Oh, Wilcox. Our loca screwbal-but don't get me wrong; hesasmart guy al right. Well, you can see
him tomorrow. Y ou're coming home with me now, for dinner and to stay overnight. Maisi€ll be glad to
see you. Come on, my buggy's over here."



"Sure. Finished whatever you were herefor?"
"Y ep, just to pick up the news on who camein on thetrain. And you camein, so herewe go."

They got in the buggy, and George picked up the reins and said, "Giddup, Bessie," to the mare. Then,
"What are you doing now, Pete?"

"Research. For agas supply company. Been working on amore efficient mantle, onethat'll give more
light and be less destructible. Thisfellow Wilcox wrote us he had something aong that line; the company
sent meupto look it over. If it'swhat he claims, I'll take him back to New Y ork with me, and let the
company lawyersdicker with him."

"How's business, otherwise?"

"Great, George. Gas; that's the coming thing. Every new home's being piped for it, and plenty of the old
ones. How about you?"

"Wegot it. Luckily we had one of the old Linotypesthat ran the metal pot off agas burner, so it was
aready piped in. And our homeisright over the office and print shop, so al we had to do was pipeit up
aflight. Great stuff, gas. How'sNew Y ork?"

"Fine, George. Down to itslast million people, and stabilizing there. No crowding and plenty of room for
everybody. The air-why, it's better than Atlantic City, without gasoline fumes.”

"Enough horsesto go around yet?'

"Almost. But bicycling'sthe craze; the factories can't turn out enough to meet the demand. Thereésa
cycling club in amost every block and dl the able-bodied cycle to and from work. Doing ‘em good, too;
afew more years and the doctorswill go on short rations.”

"You got abike?'
"Sure, apre-vader one. Average five milesaday onit, and | eat like ahorse.”

George Bailey chuckled. "I'll have Maisie include some hay in the dinner. Well, here we are. Whoa,
Besse"

An upstairs window went up, and Maisie looked out and down. She caled out, "Hi, Petel”

"Extraplate, Maisie," George caled. "WEIl be up soon as| put the horse away and show Pete around
downgairs.”

He led Pete from the barn into the back door of the newspaper shop. "Our Linotype!" he announced
proudly, pointing.

"How'sit work? Where's your steam engine?"

George grinned. "Doesn't work yet; we still hand set the type. | could get only one steamer and had to
use that on the press. But I've got one on order for the Lino, and coming up in amonth or so. When we
get it, Pop Jenkins, my printer, isgoing to put himsalf out of ajob teaching meto run it. With the Linotype
going, | can handle thewhole thing mysdif.’

"Kind of rough on Pop?'

George shook his head. "Pop eagerly awaitsthe day. He's sixty-nine and wantsto retire. He'sjust staying



onuntil I can do without him. Here's the press--a honey of alittle Miehle; we do some job work oniit,
too. And thisisthe office, in front. Messy, but efficient.”

Mulvaney looked around him and grinned. "George, | bdieve you've found your niche. Y ou were cut out
for asmall-town editor.’

"Cut out for it? I'm crazy about it. | have more fun than everybody. Believeit or not, | work like adog,
and likeit. Come on updairs.”

Onthe gairs, Pete asked, "And the novel you were going to write?"

"Half done, and it isn't bad. But it isn't the novel | was going to write; | was a cynic then. Now-"
"George, | think the waveries were your best friends.”

"Waveries?'

"Lord, how long doesit take dang to get from New Y ork out to the sticks? The vaders. of course. Some
professor who speciaizesin sudying them described one as awavery placein the ether, and “wavery'
suck-Hello there, Maise, my girl. Y ou look likeamillion."

They ateleisurely. Almost gpologeticaly, George brought out beer, in cold bottles. "Sorry, Pete, haven't
anything stronger to offer you. But | haven't been drinking lately. Guess-"

"You on the wagon, George?'

"Not on the wagon, exactly. Didn't swear off or anything, but haven't had adrink of strong liquor in
amost ayear. | don't know why, but-"

"l do," said Pete Mulvaney. "I know exactly why you don't-because | don't drink much either, for the
same reason. We don't drink because we don't have to-say, isn't that aradio over there?'

George chuckled. "A souvenir. Wouldn't sl it for afortune. Oncein awhilel liketo look at it and think
of theawful guff | used to sweat out for it. And then | go over and click the switch and nothing happens.
Just slence. Silence isthe most wonderful thing in the world, sometimes, Pete. Of course | couldn't do
that if there was any juice, because I'd get vaders then. | suppose they're till doing business a the same
old gand?’

"Y ep, the Research Bureau checks daily. Try to get up current with alittle generator run by asteam
turbine. But no dice; the vaders suck it up asfast asit's generated.”

"Suppose they'll ever go away?'

Mulvaney shrugged. "Helmetz thinks not. He thinks they propagate in proportion to the available
eectricity. Evenif the development of radio broadcasting somewhere else in the Universe would attract
them there, some would stay here-and multiply like flies the minute we tried to use e ectricity again. And
meanwhile, they'll live on the static ectricity in theair. What do you do evenings up here?"

"Do? Read, write, visit with one another, go to the amateur groups-Maisi€'s chairman of the Blakestown
Players, and | play bit partsinit. With the movies out everybody goesin for theatricals and weve found
someredl talent. And theré's the chess-and-checker club, and cycle trips and ricnicsthereisn't time
enough. Not to mention music. Everybody plays an instrument, or istrying to."

"You?'



"Sure, cornet. First cornet in the Silver Concert Band, with solo parts. And-Good Heavens! Tonight's
rehearsal, and we're giving a concert Sunday afternoon. | hate to desert you, but-"

"Can't | come around and St in?I've got my flute in the brief case here, and-"

"Flute? Were short on flutes. Bring that around and S Perkins, our director, will practicaly shangha
you into staying over for the concert Sunday and it's only three days, so why not? And get it out now;
well play afew old timersto warm up. Hey, Maisie, skip those dishes and come on in to the piano!™

While Pete Mulvaney went to the guest room to get his flute from the brief case, George Bailey picked
up his cornet from the top of the piano and blew a soft, plaintive little minor run onit. Clear asabel; his
lip wasin good shape tonight.

And with the shining slver thing in his hand he wandered over to the window and stood looking out into
the night. It was dusk out and the rain had stopped.

A high-stepping horse clop-clopped by and the bell of abicyclejangled. Somebody across the street
was strumming aguitar and singing. Hetook a deep breath and let it out dowly.

The scent of spring was soft and wet in the moist air. Peace and dusk.
Digtant rolling thunder.

God damn it, hethought, if only there was a bit of lightning.

He missd thelightning.

IN THE ABYSS

BY H. G.WELLS

The lieutenant stood in front of the sted sphere and gnawed a piece of pine splinter. "What do you think
of it, Steevens?' he asked.

"It'sanideq,” said Steevens, in the tone of one who keegps an open mind.
"l believeit will smash—flat," said the lieutenant.
"He seemsto have caculated it dl out pretty well," said Steevens, ill impartial.

"But think of the pressure,” said the lieutenant. “At the surface of the water it's fourteen pounds to theinch,
thirty feet down it's double that; Sixty, treble; ninety, four times; nine hundred, forty times, five thousand,
three hundred—that's amile—it's two hundred and forty times fourteen pounds; that's—Iet's see—thirty
hundredweight —aton and ahdf, Steevens; a ton and a half to the squareinch. And the ocean where
he's going isfive miles deep. That's seven and ahalf—"

"Soundsalot,” said Steevens, "but it'sjolly thick sted.”

The lieutenant made no answer, but resumed his pine splinter. The object of their conversation wasa



huge ball of stedl, having an exterior diameter of perhaps nine feet. It looked like the shot for some
Titanic piece of artillery. It was daborately nested in amonstrous scaffolding built into the framework of
the vessd, and the gigantic sparsthat were presently to ding it overboard gave the stern of the ship an
appearance that had raised the curiosity of every decent sailor who had sighted it, from the Pool of
London to the Tropic of Capricorn. In two places, one above the other, the steel gave place to a couple
of circular windows of enormoudy thick glass, and one of these, set in asted frame of great solidity, was
now partialy unscrewed. Both the men had seen the interior of this globe for thefirgt time that morning. It
was elaborately padded with air cushions, with little studs sunk between bulging pillowsto work the
smple mechanism of the affair. Everything was el aborately padded, even the Myers gpparatus which was
to absorb carbonic acid and replace the oxygen inspired by its tenant, when he had crept in by the glass
manhole and had been screwed in. It was so e aborately padded that aman might have been fired from a
guninit with perfect safety. And it had need to be, for presently a man wasto crawl in through that glass
manhole, to be screwed up tightly, and to be flung overboard, and to snk down—down—down, for five
miles, even asthe lieutenant said. It had taken the strongest hold of hisimagination; it made him abore at
mess; and he found Steevens, the new arrival aboard, agodsend to talk to about it, over and over again.

"It'smy opinion,” said thelieutenant, "that that glasswill smply bend in and bulge and smash, under a
pressure of that sort. Daubree has made rocks run like water under big pressures—and, you mark my
words—"

"If the glass did break in," said Steevens, "what then?

"The water would shoot in like ajet of iron. Have you ever fdt agtraight jet of high-pressure water? It
would hit as hard asabullet. It would smply smash him and flatten him. It would tear down histhroat,
and into hislungs; it would blow in hisears—"

"What adetailed imagination you havel" protested Steevens, who saw thingsvividly.
"It'sasmple statement of the inevitable," said the lieutenant.
"And the globe?"

"Would just give out afew little bubbles, and it would settle down comfortably againgt the day of
judgment, among the oozes and the bottom clay—uwith poor Elstead spread over his own smashed
cushions like butter over bread.”

He repeated this sentence as though he liked it very much. "Like butter over bread,” he said.

"Having alook at thejigger?' said avoice, and Elstead stood behind them, spick and span in white, with
acigarette between histeeth, and his eyes smiling out of the shadow of hisample hat-brim. "What's that
about bread and butter, Weybridge? Grumbling as usud about the insufficient pay of nava officers? It
won't be more than aday now before | start. We are to get the dings ready today. This clean sky and
gentle swell isjust the kind of thing for swinging off adozen tons of lead and iron, isn't it?"

‘It won't affect you much,” said Weybridge.

"No. Seventy or eighty feet down, and | shall be there in a dozen seconds, there's not a particle moving,
though the wind shriek itself hoarse up above, and the water lifts hafway to the clouds. No. Down
there—" He moved to the side of the ship and the other two followed him. All three leant forward on
their elbows and stared down into the yellow-green water.

"Peace," sad Elstead, finishing histhought aoud.



"Areyou dead certain that clockwork will act?" asked Weybridge presently.

"It has worked thirty-five times" said Elstead. "It's bound to work."

"But if it doesn't?"

"Why shouldn't it?"

"I wouldn't go down in that confounded thing," said Weybridge, "for twenty thousand pounds.”
"Cheerful chap you are," said Elstead, and spat sociably at a bubble below.

"l don't understand yet how you mean to work thething,” said Steevens.

"Inthefirgt place, I'm screwed into the sphere,” said Elstead, "and when I've turned the eectric light off
and on three timesto show I'm cheerful, I'm swung out over the stern by that crane, with al those big
lead sinkers dung below me. Thetop lead weight has aroller carrying ahundred fathoms of strong cord
rolled up, and that's dl that joinsthe sinkersto the sphere, except the dingsthat will be cut when the affair
isdropped. We use cord rather than wire rope becauseit's easier to cut and more buoy-ant—necessary
points, asyou will see.

"Through each of these lead weights you notice thereisahole, and an iron rod will be run through that
and will project six feet on the lower side. If that rod isrammed up from below, it knocks up alever and
setsthe clockwork in motion at the sde of the cylinder on which the cord winds.

Very well. Thewhole affair islowered gently into the water, and the dings are cut. The sphere
floats—with theair init, it's lighter than water,—but the lead weights go down straight and the cord runs
out. When the cord isdl paid out, the sphere will go down, too, pulled down by the cord.”

"But why the cord?" asked Steevens. "Why not fasten the weights d'rectly to the sphere?’

"Because of the smash down below. Thewhole affair will go rushing down, mile after mile, at aheadlong
pace a lagt. It would be knocked to pieces on the bottom, if it wasn't for that cord. But the weights will
hit the bottom, and directly they do, the buoyancy of the sphere will comeinto play. It will go on sinking
dower and dower; cometo astop at last, and then begin to float upward again.

"That' swhere the clockwork comesin. Directly the weights smash against the sea bottom, the rod will be
knocked through and will kick up the clockwork, and the cord will be rewound on thered. | shal be
lugged down to the sea bottom. There | shdl stay for half an hour, with the eectric light on, looking about
me. Then the clockwork will release aspring knife, the cord will be cut, and up | shdl rush again, likea
soda-water bubble. The cord itsdf will help the flotation."”

"And if you should chanceto hit aship?' said Weybridge.

‘| should come up at such apace, | should go clean through it,” said Elstead, ‘like acannon ball. Y ou
needn't worry about that.’

"And suppose some nimble crustacean should wriggle into your clockwork—"

"It would be a pressing sort of invitation for meto stop,” said Elstead, turning his back on the water and
garing at the sphere.

They had swung Elstead overboard by eleven o'clock. The day was serenely bright and cam, with the



horizon logt in bae. The dectric glarein thelittle upper compartment beamed cheerfully threetimes. Then
they let him down dowly to the surface of the water, and a sailor in the stern chains hung ready to cut the
tackle that held the lead weights and the sphere together. The globe, which had looked so large on deck,
looked the smallest thing conceivable under the stern of the ship. It rolled alittle, and itstwo dark
windows, which floated uppermost, seemed like eyesturned up in round wonderment at the people who
crowded therail. A voice wondered how Elstead liked therolling. "Are you ready? sang out the
commander. "Ay, ay, sir!"

"Then et her go!"

The rope of the tackle tightened against the blade and was cut, and an. eddy rolled over the globeina
grotesquely hel pless fashion. Someone waved a handkerchief, someone e setried an ineffectud cheer, a
middy was counting dowly: "Eight, nine, ten!" Another roll, then with ajerk and a splash the thing righted
itsdlf.

It seemed to be stationary for amoment, to grow rapidly smaller, and then the water closed over it, and it
became visible, enlarged by refraction and dimmer, below the surface. Before one could count threeit
had disappeared. There was aflicker of whitelight far down in the water that diminished to aspeck and
vanished. Then there was nothing but a depth of water going down into blackness, through which ashark
was svimming.

Then suddenly the screw of the cruiser began to rotate, the water was crickled, the shark disappeared in
awrinkled confusion, and atorrent of foam rushed across the crystalline clearness that had swallowed up
Elsead. "What'stheidee?' said one A. B. to another.

"WEe're going to lay off about a couple of miles, fear he should hit uswhen he comes up,” said hismate,

The ship steamed dowly to her new position. Aboard her dmost everyone who was unoccupied
remained watching the bresthing swell into which the sphere had sunk. For the next hadf-hour it is
doubtful if aword was spoken that did not bear directly or indirectly on Elstead. The December sun was
now high in the sky, and the heat very consderable.

"Hell be cold enough down there," said Weybridge. "They say that below a certain depth seawater's
awaysjug about freezing.”

"Wher€ll he come up?"' asked Steevens. "I'velost my bearings.”

"That's the spot,” said the commander, who prided himself on hisomnisience. He extended a precise
finger southeastward. "And this, | reckon, is pretty nearly the moment,” he said. "He's been thirty-five
minutes”

"How long doesiit take to reach the bottom of the ocean?' asked Steevens.

"For adepth of five miles, and reckoning—as we did—an accel eration of two feet per second, both
ways, isjust about three-quarters of aminute.”

"Then he'soverdue," said Weybridge.
"Pretty nearly,” said the commander. "l supposeit takes: afew minutesfor that cord of histowindin.”
"| forgot that," said Weybridge, evidently relieved.

And then began the suspense. A minute dowly dragged itsalf out, and no sphere shot out of the water.
Another followed, and nothing broke the low oily swell. The sallors explained to one another thet little



point about the winding-in of the cord. The rigging was dotted with expectant faces. "Come up, Elstead!”
caled one hairy-chested salt impatiently, and the others caught it up and shouted as though they were
waiting for the curtain of athegtreto rise.

The commander glanced irritably at them,

"Of coursg, if the acceleration'slessthan two,” he said, "helll be dl the longer. We aren't absolutely
certain that was the proper figure. I'm no davish believer in cdculations.”

Steevens agreed concisaly. No one on the quarterdeck spoke for a couple of minutes. Then Steevens
watchcase clicked.

When, twenty-one minutes after, the sun reached the zenith, they were still waiting for the globe to
regppear, and not aman aboard had dared to whisper that hope was dead. 1t was Weybridge who first
gave expresson to that redlization. He spoke while the sound of eight bells still hungintheair. "1 dways
distrusted that window," he said quite suddenly to Steevens.

"Good God!" said Steevens; "you don't think—"
“Wdl!" said Weybridge, and left therest to hisimagination.

"I'm no greet believer in cdculations mysdf,” said the commander dubioudy, "so that I'm not altogether
hopelessyet." And at midnight the gunboat was steaming dowly in aspira round the spot where the
globe had sunk, and the white beam of the eectric light fled and hated and swept discontentedly onward
again over the waste of phosphorescent waters under the little stars.

"If hiswindow hasn't burst and smashed him,” said Weybridge, "thenit'sa cursed sight worse, for his
clockwork has gone wrong, and he's aive now, five miles under our feet, down therein the cold and
dark, anchored in that little bubble of his, where never aray of light has shone or a human being lived,
since the waters were gathered together. He's there without food, feding hungry and thirsty and scared,
wondering whether helll starve or tifle. Which will it be? The Myers apparatus is running out, | suppose.
How long do they last?"

"Good heavend" he exclaimed; "what little thingswe arel What daring little devilsl Down there milesand
miler of water—all water, and dl this empty water about us and this sky. Gulfs" He threw his hands o,
and ashe did o, alittle white streak swept noisdesdy up the sky, travelled more dowly, stopped,
became amotionless dot, asthough anew star had fallen up into the sky. Then it went diding back again
and logt itself amidst the reflections of the stars and the white haze of the seals phosphorescence.

At the sight he stopped, arm extended and mouth open. He shut his mouth, opened it again, and waved
hisarmswith an impatient gesture. Then he turned, shouted, "Elstead ahoy!" to the first watch, and went
a arunto Lindley and the searchlight. "l saw him," be said. " Starboard there! Hislight's on, and he'sjust
shot out of the water. Bring the light round. We ought to see him drifting, when helifts on the swell."

But they never picked up the explorer until dawn. Then they dmost ran him down. The crane was svung
out and a boat's crew hooked the chain to the sphere. When they had shipped the sphere, they
unscrewed the manhole and peered into the darkness of theinterior (for the dectric-light chamber was
intended to illuminate the water about the sphere, and was shut off entirely from its generd cavity).

Theair was very hot within the cavity, and the Indiarubber &t thelip of the manhole was soft. Therewas
no answer to their eager questions and no sound of movement within. Elstead seemed to be lying
motionless, crumpled up in the bottom of the globe. The ship's doctor crawled in and lifted him out to the
men outside. For amoment or so they did not know whether Elstead was alive or dead. Hisface, inthe



yelow light of the ship'slamps, glistened with perspiration. They carried him down to his own cabin.

He was not dead, they found, but in a state of absolute nervous collapse, and besides cruelly bruised.
For some days he had to lie perfectly till. It was aweek before he could tell his experiences.

Almost hisfirst words were that he was going down again. The sphere would have to be dltered, he said,
in order to dlow him to throw off the cord if need be, and that was dl. He had had the most marvelous
experience.

"Y ou thought | should find nothing but coze," he said. "Y ou laughed a my explorations, and I've
discovered anew world!" Hetold his story in disconnected fragments, and chiefly from the wrong end,
sothat itisimpossbleto retell it in hiswords. But what followsisthe narrative of his experience.

It began atrocioudy, he said. Before the cord ran out, the thing kept rolling over. Hefdt likeafrogina
football. He could see nothing but the crane and the sky overhead, with an occasional glimpse of the
people on the ship'srail. He couldn't tell abit which way the thing would roll next. Suddenly hewould
find hisfeet going up, and try to step, and over he went rolling, head over hed's, and just anyhow, on the
padding. Any other shape would have been more comfortable, but no other shape was to be relied upon
under the huge pressure of the nethermost abyss.

Suddenly the swaying ceased; the globe righted, and when he had picked himself up, he saw the water al
about him, greeny-blue, with an atenuated light filtering down from above, and ashod of little floating
things went rushing up past him, asit seemed to him, towardsthe light. And even as he looked, it grew
darker and darker, until the water above was as dark as the midnight sky, albeit of a greener shade, and
the water below black. And little trangparent thingsin the water developed afaint glint of luminosity, and
shot past him in faint greenish streeks.

And thefeding of faling! It wasjust likethe sart of alift, he said, only it kept on. One hasto imagine
what that means, that keeping on. It was then of al timesthat Elstead repented of his adventure. He saw
the chances againgt him in an dtogether new light. He thought of the big cuttlefish people knew to exist in
the middle waters, the kind of thingsthey find half digested in whaes at times, or floating dead and rotten
and haf eaten by fish. Suppose one caught hold and wouldn't et go. And had the clockwork redlly been
aufficiently tested? But whether he wanted to go on or to go back mattered not the dightest now.

In fifty seconds everything was as black as night outside, except where the beam from hislight struck
through the scrap of sinking matter. They flashed by too fast for him to see what they were. Once he
thinks he passed a shark. And then the sphere began to get hot by friction against the water. They had
underestimated this, it seems.

Thefirgt thing he noticed was that he was perspiring, and then he heard a hissing growing louder under his
feet, and saw alot of little bubbles—very little bubbles they were—rushing upward like afan through the
water outsde. Steam! He felt the window, and it was hot. He turned on the minute glow-lamp that lit his
own cavity, looked at the padded watch by the studs, and saw he had been travelling now for two
minutes. It cameinto his head that the window would crack through the conflict of temperatures, for he
knew the bottom water was very near freezing.

Then suddenly the floor of the sphere seemed to press againgt hisfeet, the rush of bubbles outside grew
dower and dower, and the hissing diminished. The sphererolled alittle. The window had not cracked,
nothing had given, and he knew that the dangers of sinking, at any rate, were over.

In another minute or so he would be on the floor of the abyss. He thought, he said, of Steevensand
Weybridge and the rest of them five miles overhead, higher to him than the very highest cloudsthat ever
floated over land are to us, eaming dowly and staring down and wondering what had happened to him.



He peered out of the window. There were no more bubbles now, and the hissing had stopped. Outside
there was a heavy blackness—as black as black velvet—except where the dectric light pierced the
empty water and showed the colour of it—ayellow-green. Then three things like shapes of fire swam
into sight, following each other through the water. Whether they werelittle and near or big and far off he
could not tell.

Each was outlined in abluish light dmost as bright asthe lights of afishing smack, alight which seemed to
be smoking greetly, and al aong the sides of them were specks of this, like the lighter portholes of a ship.
Their phosphorescence: seemed to go out asthey cameinto the radiance of hislamp, and he saw then
that they werelittle fish of some strange sort, with huge heads, vast eyes, and dwindling bodies and tails.
Their eyeswere turned towards him, and he judged they were following him down. He supposed they
were attracted by hisglare.

Presently others of the same sort joined them. As he went on down, he noticed that the water became of
apallid colour, and thet little speckstwinkled in hisray like motesin asunbeam. Thiswas probably due
to the clouds of ooze and mud that the impact of hisleaden sinkers had disturbed.

By thetime he was drawn down to the lead weights he was in adense fog of white that his dectric light
failed atogether to pierce for more than afew yards, and many minutes elapsed before the hanging sheets
of sediment subsided to any extent. Then, lit by hislight and by the trangent phosphorescence of adistant
shod of fishes, he was able to see under the huge blackness of the super-incumbent water an undulating
expanse of greyish-white ooze, broken here and there by tangled thickets of a growth of sealilies, waving
hungry tentaclesin theair.

Farther away were the graceful, tranducent outlines of agroup of gigantic sponges. About thisfloor there
were scattered anumber of bristling flattish tufts of rich purple and black, which he decided must be
some sort of sea-urchin, and smdll, large-eyed or blind things having a curious resemblance, someto
woodlice, and othersto lobsters, crawled duggishly acrossthe track of the light and vanished into the
obscurity again, leaving furrowed trails behind them.

Then suddenly the hovering swarm of little fishes veered about and came towards him as aflight of
sarlings might do. They passed over him like a phosphorescent snow, and then he saw behind them
some larger creature advancing towards the sphere.

At firgt he could seeit only dimly, afaintly moving figure remotely suggestive of awaking man, and then it
cameinto the spray of light that the lamp shot out. Asthe glare struck it, it shut its eyes, dazzled. He
dared in rigid astonishment.

It was a strange vertebrated animadl. Its dark purple head was dimly suggestive of achameleon, but it had
such ahigh forehead and such abraincase as no reptile ever displayed before; the vertical pitch of itsface
gaveit amost extraordinary resemblance to a human being.

Two large and protruding eyes projected from sockets in chameleon fashion, and it had a broad reptilian
mouth with horny lips beneath itslittle nogtrils. In the position of the ears were two huge gill-covers, and
out of these floated a branching tree of coralline filaments, dmost like the tree-like gillsthat very young
rays and sharks possess.

But the humanity of the face was not the most extraordinary thing about the creature. It was abiped; its
amost globular body was poised on atripod of two frog-like legs and along thick tail, and itsfordimbs,
which grotesquely caricatured the human hand, much asafrog's do, carried along shaft of bone, tipped
with copper. The colour of the creature was variegated; its head, hands, and legs were purple; but its
skin, which hung loosdly upon it, even as clothes might do, was a phosphorescent grey. And it stood



there blinded by the light.

At last this unknown creature of the abyss blinked its eyes open, and, shading them with its disengaged
hand, opened its mouth and gave vent to a shouting noise, articulate dmost as speech might be, that
penetrated even the steel case and padded jacket of the sphere. How a shouting may be accomplished
without lungs Elstead does not professto explain. It then moved sdeways out of the glareinto the
mystery of shadow that bordered it on either side, and Elstead felt rather than saw that it was coming
towards him. Fancying the light had attracted it, he turned the switch that cut off the current. In another
moment something soft dabbed upon the stedl, and the globe swayed.

Then the shouting was repeated, and it seemed to him that a distant echo answered it. The dabbing
recurred, and the globe swayed and ground against the spindle over which the wire wasrolled. He stood
in the blackness and peered out into the everlasting night of the abyss. And presently he saw, very faint
and remote, other phosphorescent quasi-human forms hurrying towards him.

Hardly knowing what he did, he felt about in his swaying prison for the stud of the exterior ectric light,
and came by accident againgt hisown smdl glow-lamp in its padded recess. The sphere twisted, and
then threw him down; he heard shouts like shouts of surprise, and when he rose to hisfeet, he saw two
pairs of stalked eyes peering into the lower window and reflecting hislight.

In another moment hands were dabbing vigoroudly at his stedl casing, and there was a sound, horrible
enough in his position, of the meta protection of the clockwork being vigoroudy hammered. That,

indeed, sent his heart into hismouth, for if these strange creatures succeeded in stopping thet, hisrelease
would never occur. Scarcely had he thought as much when he felt the sphere sway violently, and the floor
of it press hard againgt hisfeet. He turned off the small glow-lamp that lit the interior, and sent the ray of
the large light in the separate compartment out into the water. The sea-floor and the man-like cregtures
had disappeared, and a couple of fish chasing each other dropped suddenly by the window.

He thought at once that these strange denizens of the deep sea had broken the rope, and that he had
escaped. He drove up faster and faster, and then stopped with ajerk that sent him flying against the
padded room of his prison. For half a minute, perhaps, he was too astonished to think.

Then he fet that the sphere was spinning dowly, and rocking, and it seemed to him that it was aso being
drawn through the water. By crouching close to the window, he managed to make hisweight effective
and roll that part of the sphere downward, but he could see nothing save the paleray of hislight striking
down ineffectively into the darkness. It occurred to him that he would see moreif he turned the lamp off,
and alowed his eyesto grow accustomed to the profound obscurity.

In this he was wise. After some minutes the velvety blackness became atrand ucent blackness, and then,
far away, and asfaint asthe zodiaca light of an English summer evening, he saw shapes moving below.
He judged these creatures had detached his cable, and were towing him aong the sea bottom.

And then he saw something faint and remote across the undulations of the submarine plain, abroad
horizon of pale luminosity that extended thisway and that way asfar asthe range of hislittle window
permitted him to see. To this he was being towed, as a balloon might be towed by men out of the open
country, into atown. He approached it very dowly, and very dowly the dim irradiation was gathered
together into more definite shapes.

It was nearly five o'clock before he came over thisluminous area, and by that time he could make out an
arrangement suggestive of streets and houses grouped about a vast roofless erection that was grotesquely
suggestive of aruined abbey. 1t was spread out like amap below him. The houseswere dl roofless
enclosures of walls, and their substance being, as he afterwards saw, of phosphorescent bones, gave the



place an agppearance asif it were built of drowned moonshine.

Among the inner caves of the place waving trees of crinoid stretched their tentacles, and tal, dender,
glassy sponges shot like shining minarets and lilies of filmy light out of the generd glow of the city. Inthe
open spaces of the place he could see a stirring movement as of crowds of people, but he was too many
fathoms above them to distinguish the individua sin those crowds.

Then dowly they pulled him down, and asthey did 0, the details of the place crept dowly upon his
apprehension. He saw that the courses of the cloudy buildings were marked out with beaded lines of
round objects, and then he perceived that at several points below him, in broad open spaces, were forms
like the encrusted shapes of ships.

Sowly and surdly he was drawn down, and the forms below him became brighter, clearer, more distinct.
He was being pulled down, he percelved, towards the large building in the centre of the town, and he
could catch aglimpse ever and again of the multitudinous formsthat were lugging & his cord. Hewas
astonished to see that the rigging of one of the ships, which formed such a prominent feature of the place,
was crowded with ahogt of gesticulating figures regarding him, and then the walls of the greet building
rose about him slently, and hid the city from hiseyes.

And such wallsthey were, of water-logged wood, and twisted wire-rope, and iron spars, and coppe,
and the bones and skulls of dead men. The skullsran in zigzag lines and spirals and fantastic curves over
the building; and in and out of their eye-sockets, and over the whole surface of the place, lurked and
played amultitude of Slvery littlefishes.

Suddenly his earswerefilled with alow shouting and anoiselike the violent blowing of horns, and this
gave place to afantastic chant. Down the sphere sank, past the huge pointed windows, through which he
saw vaguely agreat number of these strange, ghostlike people regarding him, and at last he cameto ret,
asit seemed, on akind of atar that stood in the centre of the place.

And now hewas at such aleve that he could see these strange people of the abyss plainly once more.
To his astonishment, he perceived that they were progtrating themsel ves before him, all save one, dressed
asit seemed in arobe of placoid scaes, and crowned with aluminous diadem, who stood with his
reptilian mouth opening and shutting, as though he led the chanting of the worshippers.

A curiousimpulse made Elstead turn on his small glow-lamp again, so that he became visible to these
creatures of the abyss, abeit the glare made them disappear forthwith into night. At this sudden sight of
him, the chanting gave place to atumult of exultant shouts, and Elstead, being anxious to watch them,
turned hislight off again, and vanished from before their eyes. But for atime he wastoo blind to make
out what they were doing, and when at last he could digtinguish them, they were knedling again. And thus
they continued worshipping him, without rest or intermission, for aspace of three hours.

Most circumstantial was Elstead's account of this astounding city and its people, these people of
perpetud night, who have never seen sun or moon or stars, green vegetation, nor any living, air-breathing
creatures, who know nothing of fire, nor any light but the phosphorescent light of living things know
nothing of fire, nor any light but the phosphorescent light of living things.

Startling asishisgory, it isyet more startling to find that scientific men, of such eminence as Adams and
Jenkins, find nothing incrediblein it. They tell me they see no reason why intelligent, water-bresthing,
vertebrated creatures, inured to alow temperature and enormous pressure, and of such aheavy
structure, that neither dive nor dead would they float, might not live upon the bottom of the deep sea, and
quite unsuspected by us, descendants like ourselves of the great Theriomorpha of the New Red
Sandstone age.



We should be known to them, however, as strange, meteoric creatures, wont to fal catastrophically dead
out of the mysterious blackness of their watery sky. And not only we ourselves, but our ships, our metals,
our gppliances, would come raining down out of the night. Sometimes sinking things would smite down
and crush them, asif it were the judgment of some unseen power above, and sometimes would come
things of the utmogt rarity or utility, or shapes of inspiring suggestion. One can understand, perhaps,
something of their behaviour a the descent of aliving man, if one thinks what a barbaric people might do,
to whom an enhaloed, shining cresture came suddenly out of the sky.

At onetime or another Elstead probably told the officers of the Ptarmigan every detall of his strange
twelve hoursin the abyss. That he also intended to write them down is certain, but he never did, and so
unhappily we have to piece together the discrepant fragments of his story from the reminiscences of
Commander Smmons, Weybridge, Steevens, Lindley, and the others.

We see the thing darkly in fragmentary glimpses—the huge ghostly building, the bowing, chanting people,
with their dark chame eon-like heads and faintly luminous clothing, and Elstead, with hislight turned on
again, vainly trying to convey to their minds that the cord by which the sphere was held wasto be
severed. Minute after minute dipped away, and Elstead, looking at his watch, was horrified to find that he

had oxygen only for four hours more. But the chant in his honor kept on asremorsdesdy asif it wasthe
marching song of his approaching degth.

The manner of his release he does not understand, but to judge by the end of cord that hung from the
sphere, it had been cut through by rubbing againgt the edge of the dtar. Abruptly the sphererolled over,
and he swept up, out of their world, as an ethereal creature clothed in avacuum would sweep through
our own atmosphere back to its native ether again. He must have torn out of their sght asa hydrogen
bubble hastens upward from our air. A strange ascension it must have seemed to them.

The sphere rushed up with even greater velocity than, when weighted with the lead sinkers, it had rushed
down. It became exceedingly hot. It drove up with the windows uppermost, and he remembersthe
torrent of bubblesfrothing againgt the glass. Every moment he expected thisto fly. Then suddenly
something likeahugewhed seemed to be released in his head, the padded compartment began spinning
about him, and he fainted. His next recollection was of his cabin, and of the doctor's voice.

But that is the substance of the extraordinary story that Elstead related in fragments to the officers of the
Ptarmigan. He promised to writeit dl down at alater date. His mind was chiefly occupied with the
improvement of his gpparatus, which was effected a Rio.

It remains only to tell that on February 2, 1896, he made his second descent into the ocean abyss, with
the improvements hisfirst experience suggested. What happened we shdl probably never know. He
never returned. The Ptarmigan besat about over the point of his submersion, seeking himinvain for
thirteen days. Then she returned to Rio, and the news was telegraphed to hisfriends. So the matter
remainsfor the present. But it is hardly probable that no further attempt will be madeto verify his strange
story of these hitherto unsuspected cities of the deep sea.



