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INTRODUCTION

Edmond Hamilton (1904-1977) has been hailed as one of the three pioneers of the space opera. Indeed,
of the three writers credited with creating this beloved science fiction subgenre, Hamilton, Edward E.
Smith, Ph.D., and Jack Williamson, Hamilton's first space opera, “The Comet Doom,” begt both his
colleaguesinto print, by dmost ayear, in the case of Smith's unprecedented universe-spanning epic, The
Skylark of Space, and by dmost three yearsin the case of Williamson's“ The Cosmic Express.” Since
Smith had begun his book around 1919, clearly neither he nor Hamilton influenced the other, while
Williamson hastipped his hat to the inspiration of both. So, inthefind analys's, sole credit must be given
to Edmond Hamilton and E. E. Smith as the progenitors of the space opera as so many know and love it
today.

In the 1930s Hamilton was approached by a pulp editor who wanted him to create a science fictiona
equivalent of the then bestsalling Doc Savage novels which appeared in the magazine that bore his name.
Hamilton's character was Curt Newton, Man of Tomorrow, known to the world as Captain Future (also
the magazine'stitle). Captain Future opposed interplanetary crime as well as menaces from beyond the
solar system, accompanied everywhere by his closest friends, the giant metallic robot, Grag and the
pasty-faced android Otho, who bickered comically throughout the books over which was the most
vauable to the Captain. Titles of some of the novels Hamilton wrote about Curt Newton included
Calling Captain Future, The Magician of Mars, Outlaw World, The Comet Kings (ghosted by his
wife, Leigh Brackett, and hands-down best of the CF novels), Planetsin Peril, and Red Sun of Danger
. Inthe 1970s the French produced a Captain Future television cartoon series so loosaly based on
Hamilton's novelsthat most fans of the origind fdlt it did an actud disserviceto Curt Newton and his
comic sde-kicks.

But Edmond Hamilton's contributions to science fiction and to popular culture don't end with the crestion
of gpace opera. They begin there. As science fiction matured, Hamilton's colorful adventure sagas
matured, and he produced a series of poignant, poetic space operas that helped extend the form and
widen its posshilities. Among them were Battle for the Stars, The City at World's End, The Star of
Life, and The Haunted Stars.

At the sametime, one of Hamilton's magazine editors, Mort Weisinger, had been picked to hdm the DC
comic book line, including its new hits, Superman and Batman. Soon Weisinger had tapped severa top



SF pulp writers, including Hamilton, to become full-time scripters for the company's comic books. Asa
result he became atrailblazing pioneer in anew medium, creating characterslike Adam Strange, whose
sciencefictiona adventures appeared in the comic Mystery in Space, and superhero teamslike the
Legion of Superheroes, whose euphonious comic book has been hailed for its strong, feminist dant (not
surprising considering he was married to tomboy and tough-guy novelist Leigh Brackett). And it was
Hamilton who was responsible for scripting the first-ever Superman-Batman team-up.

Most of thisisamatter of public record. What few people seem to know, for asfar as can be
determined the fact appearsin no history of SF so far written, isthat Hamilton was agenre pioneer in
another way. Most SF histories credit Robert A. Heinlein with the creetion of the first future history (a
consigtent idea of how things might turn out over several hundred or even thousand years againgt which a
number of stories are set). Heinlein first disclosed the existence of hisfuture history inthe March 1941
issue of Astounding, creating a sensation among both his readers and hisfellow SF authors. Isaac
Asmov, for instance, would be at work on hisfuture history, the famous Foundation saga, within ayear.

Y et Hamilton's revelation, ayear earlier that he had set the mgjority of his stories against acommon
future background covering some two thousand centuries went dmaost unnoticed (perhaps because it
gppeared in the less digtinguished pulp magazine, Thrilling Wonder Stories). But the credit for being first
definitely belongsto Hamilton. Thefirst story set in hisfuture history, The Comet Doom, was published
intheissue of Amazing Sories that appeared on the newsstands in December 1926, whiletheinitia
gory in Heinlein's history did not appear until twelve yearslater in 1939. (Although every story inthis
future history has not yet been identified, it isclear that most of his noves, and more than fifty short
stories and novelettes, belong to it including the novels mentioned above, hisfamed Captain Future
series, and the two novellas showcased here))

A fuller description of thisfuture history, and asdection of key stories showing its devel opment across
centurieswill gppear in aforthcoming PageTurner Editions ebook. Hamilton himsdf did not title this
history, but we have chosen to cdl it “The Two Thousand Centuries.” However, in brief, Hamilton tells
usthat: “By the end of the 20th Century, atomic-powered rockets guided by radar had reached the
Moon, Marsand Venus."

Therefollowed:

The Era of Interplanetary Exploration and Colonization—1971-2011.
The Era of Interplanetary Frontiers—2011-2247.

The Eraof Interplanetary Secesson—2247-2621.

The Eraof Interstellar Exploration—2300-2621.

The Eraof Interstellar Colonization—2621-62,339.

The Era of the Federation—62,339-129,999.

The Eraof the Star Kings—130,000-202,115.

The Godmen and The Sars, My Brothers take place during the Eraof Interstellar Exploration, of which
Hamilton writes. “Interplanetary exploration and exploitation had increased rapidly. But the vast distances
to other stars remained unconquerable until late in the 22nd Century, when three grest inventions made
interstellar travel possible. Using these inventionsto build starships, mankind took at onceto interstellar
gpace. Alpha Centauri, Sriusand Altair were quickly visited.”



The Godmen occurs during the earlier days of this era, and tells of the problemsthat arise when
humankind first encounters anonhuman intelligence. The Stars, My Brothers takes place severd
centuries|ater, and shows how the question of humanity's relationship to dien raceswasfinaly
answered—by aman from our own time! Together they point the way toward the concord among aien
races that produced the Era of the Federation and the United Worlds.

Jean Marie Stine
July 12, 2006

THE STARS, MY BROTHERS

CHAPTERI

Something tiny went wrong, but no one ever knew whether it wasin an eectric relay or in the brain of the
pilot.

The pilot was Lieutenant Charles Wandek, UNRC, home address 1677 Anstey Avenue, Detroit. He did
not survive the crash of hisferry into Whed Five. Neither did histhree passengers, ayoung French
astrophysicigt, an East Indian expert on magnetic fidds, and aforty year old man from Philadel phiawho
was coming out to replace a pump technician.

Someone e'se who did not survive was Reed Kieran, the only man in Whed Fiveitsdf tolose hislife,
Kieran, who was thirty-six years old, was an accredited scientist-employee of UNRC. Home address:
815 Elm Street, Midland Springs, Ohio.

Kieran, despite the fact that he was a confirmed bachelor, was in Whedl Five because of awoman. But
the woman who had sent him there was no beautiful lost love. Her name was Gertrude Lemmiken, she
was nineteen years old and overweight, with afat, Supid face. She suffered from head colds and sniffed
congtantly in the Ohio college classroom where Kieran taught Physics Two.

One March morning, Kieran could bear it no longer. Hetold himsdlf, “If she sniffsthismorning, I'm
through. I'll resgn and join the UNRC."

Gertrude sniffed. Six months|ater, having finished histraining for the United Nations Reconnai ssance
Corps, Kieran shipped out for aterm of duty in UNRC Space Laboratory Number 5, known more
familiarly asWhed Five.

Whed Five circled the Moon. There was an elaborate base on the surface of the Moon in thisyear
1981. There were laboratories and observatories there, too. But it had been found that the alternating
fortnights of boiling heat and near-absol ute-zero cold on the lunar surface could play havoc with the
ddicate instruments used in certain researches. Hence Whed Five had been built and was staffed by
research men who were rotated at regular eight-month intervals.

* k% k %

Kieran loved it, from the first. He thought that that was because of the sheer beauty of it—the gaunt,
slver desth's-head of the Moon forever turning benegth, the till and solemn glory of the undimmed stars,
the filamentaries stretched across the distant star-clugters like shining vells, the quietness, the peace.

But Kieran had a certain intellectua honesty, and after awhile he admitted to himself that neither the



beauty nor the romance of it was what made thislife so attractive to him. It was the fact that he wasfar
away from Earth. He did not even haveto look at Earth, for nearly al geophysical research was taken
care of by Whedls Two and Three that circled the mother planet. He was dmost completely divorced
from al Earth's problems and people.

Kieran liked people, but had never felt that he understood them. What seemed important to them, dl the
drives of ordinary day-to-day existence, had never seemed very important to him. He had felt that there
must be something wrong with him, something lacking, for it seemed to him that people everywhere
committed the most outlandish follies, believed in the most incredible things, were swayed by pure
herd-ingtinct into the most harmful courses of behavior. They could not al be wrong, he thought, so he
must be wrong—and it had worried him. He had taken partial refuge in pure science, but the study and
then the teaching of astrophysics had not been the refuge that Whed Five was. He would be sorry to
leave the Whed when histime was up.

And hewas sorry, when the day came. The others of the staff were aready out in the docking lock in the
rim, waiting to greet the replacements from theferry. Kieran, hating to leave, lagged behind. Then,
reglizing it would be churlish not to meet this young Frenchman who was replacing him, he hurried along
the corridor in the big spoke when he saw the ferry coming in.

He was two-thirds of the way aong the spoke to the rim when it happened. There was atremendous
crash that flung him violently from hisfeet. He fdt acoldness, instant and terrible.

Hewas dying. He was dead.

Theferry had been coming in on a perfectly normal gpproach when the tiny something went wrong, in the
ship or in the judgment of the pilot. Its drive rockets suddenly blasted on full, it hedled over sharply, it
smashed through the big starboard spoke like a knife through butter.

Whedl Five staggered, rocked, and floundered. The automeatic safety bulkheads had all closed, and the
big spoke Section T2 wasthe only section to blow itsair, and Kieran was the only man caught init. The
darmswent off, and while the wreckage of the ferry, with three dead men in it, was il drifting close by,
everyonein the Whed wasin his pressure-suit and emergency measureswerein full force.

* * % %

Within thirty minutesit became evident that the Whed was going to survive this accident. It was edging
dowly out of orbit from the impetus of the blow, and in the present weskened state of the congtruction its
small corrective rockets could not be used to stop the drift. But Meloni, the UNRC captain commanding,
had got first reports from his damage-control teams, and it did not look too bad. He fired off peremptory
demands for the repair materials he would need, and was assured by UNRC headquarters at Mexico
City that the ferrieswould be loaded and on their way as soon as possible.

Meloni wasjust beginning to relax alittle when ayoung officer brought up aminor but vexing problem.
Lieutenant Vinson had headed the smdll party sent out to recover the bodies of the four dead men. In
their pressure-suits they had been pawing through the tangled wreckage for sometime, and young Vinson
was tired when he made his report.

"We havedl four dongsde, sir. Thethree men in the ferry were pretty badly mangled in the crash.
Kieran wasn't physicaly wounded, but died from space-asphyxiation.”

The captain stared at him. “Alongside? Why didn't you bring them in? They'll go back in one of theferries
to Earth for burid."

"But—" Vinson stated to protest.



Méeloni interrupted sharply. “Y ou need to learn afew things about morae, Lieutenant. Y ou think it'sgoing
to do morale here any good to have four dead men floating alongside where everyone can see them?
Fetch them in and store them in one of the holds."

Vinson, swesting and unhappy now, had visions of ablack mark on hisrecord, and determined to make
hispoint.

"But about Kieran, sr—he was only frozen. Suppose there was a chance to bring him back?"
"Bring him back? What the devil are you taking about?'

Vinson sad, “I read they're trying to find some way of restoring aman that gets space-frozen. Some
scientistsdown at Delhi University. If they succeeded, and if we had Kieran il intact in space.™

"Oh, hell, that's just ascientific pipe-dream, they'll never find away to do that,” Meoni said. “It'sal just
theory."

"Yes, 9r,” sad Vinson, hanging his head.

"Weve got trouble enough here without you bringing up ideaslikethis” the captain continued angrily.
“Get out of here”

Vinson was now completely crushed. “Yes, Sir. I'll bring the bodiesin.”

Hewent out. Mdoni stared at the door, and began to think. A commanding officer had to be careful, or
he could get skinned dive. If, by some remote chance, this Delhi idea ever succeeded, he, Meoni, would
beinfor it for having Kieran buried. He strode to the door and flung it open, mentaly cursing the young
snotty who had had to bring this up.

"Vinson!” he shouted.

The lieutenant turned back, sartled. “Yes, sr?’

"Hold Kieran's body outsde. I'll check on thiswith Mexico City."
"Yes gar."

Still angry, Meloni shot a message to Personnel at Mexico City. That done, he forgot about it. The buck
had been passed, |et the boys ditting on their backsides down on Earth handleiit.

Colond Hausman, second in command of Personnd Divison of UNRC, was the man to whom Meloni's
message went. He snorted loudly when he read it. And later, when he went in to report to Garces, the
brigadier commanding the Division, he took the message with him.

"Meéeloni must be pretty badly rattled by the crash,” he said. “Look at this."
Garces read the message, then looked up. “ Anything to this? The Delhi experiments, | mean?"
Hausman had taken care to brief himsalf on that point and was able to answer emphaticaly.

"Damned little. Those chapsin Delhi have been playing around freezing insects and thawing them out, and
they think the process might be devel oped someday to whereit could revive frozen spacemen. It'san iffy
idea. I'll burn Meoni's backside off for bringing it up a atimelikethis."

Garces, after amoment, shook his head. “No, wait. Let me think about this."



He looked speculatively out of the window for afew moments. Then he said, “Message Mdoni that this
one chap's body—what's his name, Kieran?—isto be preserved in space againgt a chance of future
reviva."

Hausman nearly blotted his copybook by exclaiming, “For God's sske—" He choked that down intime
and said, “But it could be centuries before areviva processis perfected, if it ever is.”

Garces nodded. “I know. Put you're missing apsychological point that could be valuableto UNRC. This
Kieran hasrdatives, doesn't he?'

Hausman nodded. “ A widowed mother and asister. Hisfather's been dead along time. No wife or
children."

Garcessad, “If wetdl them he's dead, frozen in space and then buried, it'sall over with. Won't those
peoplefed alot better if wetell them that he's gpparently dead, but might be brought back when a
revitalization techniqueis perfected in the future?"

"l suppose they'd fed better about it,” Hausman conceded. “But | don't see—"

Garces shrugged. “ Simple. Were only redlly beginning in space, you know. Aswe go on, UNRC is
going to lose anumber of men, spacestruck just like Kieran. A howl will go up about our casudlty ligts, it
aways does. But if we can say that they're only frozen until such time asrevival techniqueis achieved,
everyonewill fed better about it."

"I suppose public relations areimportant—" Hausman began to say, and Garces nodded quickly.

"They are. Seethat thisis done, when you go up to confer with Meloni. Make sure that it gets onto the
video networks, | want everyoneto seeit.”

Later, with many cameras and millions of people watching, Kieran's body, in a pressure-suit, was
ceremonioudy taken to a selected position where it would orbit the Moon. All suggestions of the funerary
were carefully avoided. The spacestruck man—nobody at al referred to him as* dead"—would remain
in this position until areviva process was perfected.

"Until forever,” thought Hausman, watching sourly. “1 suppose Garcesisright. But they'll have awhole
graveyard here, astime goeson.”

Astimewent on, they did.

CHAPTERII
In his dreams, a soft voice whispered.

Hedid not know what it wastelling him, except that it was important. He was hardly aware of its coming,
thetimesit came. There would be the quiet murmuring, and something in him seemed to hear and
understand, and then the murmur faded away and there was nothing but the dreams again.

But were they dreams? Nothing had form or meaning. Light, darkness, sound, pain and not-pain, flowed
over him. Flowed over—who? Who was he? He did not even know that. He did not care.

But he cameto care, the question vaguely nagged him. He should try to remember. There was more than
dreams and the whispering voice. Therewaswhat? If he had onered thing to cling to, to put hisfeet on
and climb back from—One thing like his name.



He had no name. He was no one. Sleep and forget it. Sleep and dream and listen—
"Kieran."

It went across hisbrain like ashattering bolt of lightning, that word. He did not know what the word was
or what it meant but it found an echo somewhere and his brain screamed it.

"Kieran!"

Not hisbrain aone, hisvoice was gasping it, harshly and croakingly, hislungs seeming on fire asthey
expelled the word.

He was shaking. He had abody that could shake, that could fed pain, that was feding pain now. He
tried to move, to break the nightmare, to get back again to the vague dreams, and the soothing whisper.

He moved. Hislimbsthrashed leadenly, his chest heaved and panted, his eyes opened.
Helay in anarrow bank in avery small metal room.

Helooked dowly around. He did not know this place. The gleaming white meta of walls and ceiling was
unfamiliar. Therewas adight, persstent tingling vibration in everything that was unfamiliar, too.

Hewas not in Whedl Five. He had seen every cdll in it and none of them were like this. Also, there
lacked the persistent susurrant sound of the ventilation pumps. Where—

You'rein a ship, Kieran. A starship.

Something back in hismind told him that. But of course it wasridiculous, aquirk of theimagination.
Thereweren't any sarships.

You're all right, Kieran. You'rein a starship, and you're all right.

The emphatic assurance came from somewhere back in hisbrain and it was comforting. He didn't fedl
very good, hefelt dopey and sore, but there was no use worrying about it when he knew for sure hewas
al right—

Thehdl hewasdl right! He wasin someplace new, someplace strange, and he felt half sick and hewas
not dl right at al. Instead of lying here on his back listening to comforting liesfrom hisimagination, he
should get up, find out what was going on, what had happened.

Of asudden, memory began to clear. What had happened? Something, a crash, aterrible coldness—

Kieran began to shiver. He had been in Section T-2, on hisway to the lock, and suddenly the floor had
risen under him and Whed Five had seemed to crash into pieces around him. The cold, the pain—

You'rein a starship. You'reall right.

For God's sake why did his mind keep telling him things like that, things he believed? For if he did not
believe them he would be in a panic, not knowing where he was, how he had come here. Therewas
panic in hismind but there was a barrier againgt it, the barrier of the soothing reassurancesthat came
from he knew not where.

Hetried to St up. It was usaless, he was too weak. He lay, breathing heavily. He fdt that he should be
hysterical with fear but somehow he was not, that barrier in hismind prevented it.



He had decided to try shouting when adoor in the side of thelittle room did open and aman camein.

He came over and looked down at Kieran. He was a young man, sandy-haired, with acompact, chunky
figureand aflat, hard face. His eyes were blue and intense, and they gave Kieran the feding that thisman
was awound-up spring. He looked down and said, “How do you fedl, Kieran?’ Kieran looked up at
him. Heasked, “Am | in agtarship?'

"Wes"
"But there aren't any starships.”

"Thereare. Youreinone."

The sandy-haired man added, “My nameisVaillant."

It's true, what he says, murmured the something in Kieran'smind.
"Where—how—" Kieran began.

Vaillant interrupted his sammering question. “Asto where, were quite away from Earth, heading right

now in the generd direction of Altair. Asto how—" He paused, looking keenly down at Kieran. “Don't

you know how?"
Of course | know. | was frozen, and now | have been awakened and time has gone by-

Vaillant, looking searchingly down at hisface, showed atrace of rdlief. “Y ou do know, don't you? For a
moment | was afraid it hadn't worked."

He sat down on the edge of the bunk.
"How long?’ asked Kieran.

Vaillant answered as casudly asthough it was the most ordinary question in theworld. “A bit over a
century.”

It was wonderful, thought Kieran, how he could take a statement like that without getting excited. It was
amogt asthough hed known it dl thetime.

"How—"he began, when there was an interruption.

Something buzzed thinly in the pocket of Vaillant's shirt. He took out athin three-inch disk of metal and
sad shaply into it, “Yes?'

A tiny voice squawked from the disk. It wastoo far from Kieran for him to understand what it was
saying but it had anote of excitement, dmost of panic, init.

Something changed, hardened, in Vaillant'sflat face. He said, “1 expected it. I'll beright there. Y ou know
what to do."

He did something to the disk and spoke into it again. “ Paula, take over here.”
He stood up. Kieran looked up at him, feding numb and stupid. “1'd like to know some things."
"Later,” said Vaillant. “Weve got troubles. Stay whereyou are.”

He went rapidly out of the room. Kieran looked after him, wondering. Troubles—troublesin astarship?



And acentury had passed—

He suddenly felt an emotion that shook his nerves and tightened his guts. It was beginning to hit him now.
He sat up in the bunk and swung hislegs out of it and tried to stand but could not, he was too weak. Al
he could do wasto St there, shaking.

His mind could not takeit in. It seemed only minutes ago that he had been walking along the corridor in
Whed Five. It seemed that Whed Five must exi, that the Earth, the people, the time he knew, must il
be somewhere out there. This could be some kind of ajoke, or some kind of psychological experiment.
That was it—the space-medicine boys were aways making way-out experiments to find out how men
would bear up in unusua conditions, and this must be one of them—

* * * %

A woman came into the room. She was a dark woman who might have been thirty years old, and who
wore awhite shirt and dacks. She would, he thought, have been good-looking if she had not looked so
tired and so edgy.

She came over and looked down at him and said to him, “ Don't try to get up yet. You'l fedl better very
soon."

Her voice was adightly husky one. It was utterly familiar to Kieran, and yet he had never seen this
woman before. Then it cameto him.

"Y ou were the one who talked to me,” he said, looking up at her. “In the dreams, | mean.”

She nodded. “1I'm Paula Ray and I'm a psychologist. Y ou had to be psychologicaly prepared for your
awakening."

"Prepared?’

The woman explained patiently. “Hypnopedic technique—establishing factsin the subconscious of a
deeping patient. Otherwise, it would be too terrific ashock for you when you awakened. That was
proved when they firgt tried reviving space-struck men, forty or fifty years ago.”

The comfortable conviction that thiswas al afake, an experiment of some kind, began to drain out of
Kieran. But if it wastrue—

He asked, with some difficulty, “Y ou say that they found out how to revive space-frozen men, that long
ago?'

"YS"
"Yet it took forty or fifty yearsto get around to reviving me?"'

Thewoman sighed. “Y ou have amisconception. The process of revival was perfected that long ago. But
it has been used only immediately after awreck or disaster. Men or women in the old space-cemeteries
have not been revived."

"Why not?’ he asked carefully.

"Unsatisfactory results” she said. “They could not adjust psychologicaly to changed conditions. They
usually became, unbaanced. Some suicides and anumber of cases of extreme schizophreniaresulted. It
was decided that it was no kindnessto the older space-struck cases to bring them back."



"But you brought me back?"

"Yes

Why?

"There were good reasons.” Shewas, clearly, evading that question. She went on quickly. “The
psychologica shock of awakening would have been devastating, if you were not prepared. So, whileyou
were still under sedation, | used the hypnopedic method on you. Y our unconscious was aware of the
main facts of the Stuation before you awvoke, and that cushioned the shock.”

Kieran thought of himself, lying frozen and dead in agraveyard that was space, bodies drifting in orbit,
circling dowly around each other asthe years passed, in amacabre sarabande—A deep shiver shook
him.

"Because dl space-struck victims were in pressure-suits, dehydration was not the problem it could have
been,” Paulawas saying. “But it'still ahighly delicate process—"

Helooked at her and interrupted roughly. “What reasons?” And when she stared blankly, he added,
“Y ou said there were good reasons why you picked mefor revival. What reasons?’

Her face becametight and dert. “Y ou were the oldest victim, in point of date. That was one of the
determining factors—"

"Look,” said Kieran. “I'm not achild, nor yet asavage. Y ou can drop the patronizing professiona jargon
and answer my question.”

Her voice became bard and brittle. “ Y ou're new to this environment. Y ou wouldn't understand if | told
you."

"Try rre”

"All right,” she answered. “We need you, asasymboal, in apolitical struggle we'rewaging againgt the
Sakae."

"The Sekee?'

"| told you that you couldn't understand yet,” she answered impatiently, turning away. “Y ou can't expect
metofill you in on awholeworld that's new to you, in five minutes.”

She started toward the door. “Oh, no,” said Kieran. “ Y ou're not going yet."

Hedid out of the bunk. He felt weak and shaky but resentment energized his flaccid muscles. Hetook a
step toward her.

Thelights suddenly went dim, and a bull-throated roar sounded from somewhere, an appalling sound of
raw power. Thedight tingling that Kieran had felt in the metal fabric around him abruptly became a
vibration so deep and powerful that it dizzied him and he had to grab the stanchion of the bunk to keep
fromfdling.

Alarm had flashed into the woman's face. Next moment, from some hidden speaker inthewall, amae
voiceydled sharply, “ Overtaken—yprepare for extreme evason—"

"Get back into thebunk,” shetold Kieran.



"What isit?'

"It may be,” she said with a certain faint viciousness, “that you're about to die asecond time.”

CHAPTER I

THE lights dimmed to semi-darkness, and the deep vibration grew worse. Kieran clutched the woman's
am,

"What's happening?'
"Damnit, let mego!” shesad.

The exclamation was so wholly familiar in its human angriness that Kieran dmost liked her, for thefirst
time. But he continued to hold onto her, dthough he did not fedl that with his present weakness he could
bold her long.

"I'vearight to know,” he said.

"All right, perhaps you have,” said Paula. “We—our group—are operating againgt authority. Weve
broken laws, in going to Earth and reviving you. And now authority is catching up to us.”

"Another ship?Isthere going to be afight?'

"A fight?’ She dared at him, and shock and then faint repulsion showed in her face. “But of course, you
come from the old time of wars, you would think that—"

Kieran got the impression that what he had said had made her look a him with the same fedingshe
would have had when he looked at a decent, worthy savage who happened to be acannibal .

"l dwaysfelt that bringing you back was amistake,” she said, with asharpnessin her voice. “Let me go.”

She wrenched away from him and before he could stop her she had got to the door and did it open. He
woke up in timeto lurch after her and he got his shoulder into the door-opening before she could dideit
shut.

"Oh, very well, snceyou ingst I'm not going to worry about you,” she said rapidly, and turned and
hurried away.

Kieran wanted to follow her but his knees were buckling under him. He hung to the sde of the
door-opening. Hefelt angry, and anger was al that kept him from falling over. He would not faint, hetold
himsdf. He was not a child, and would not be treated like one.

He got his head outside the door. There was along and very narrow corridor out there, blank metal with
afew closed doors along it. One door, away down toward the end of the corridor, wasjust diding shuit.

* * % %

He started down the corridor, steadying himself with his hand against the smooth wall. Before he had
gone more than afew steps, the anger that pushed him began to ebb away. Of a sudden, the
mountainous and incredible fact of hisbeing here, inthis place, thistime, this ship, came down on him like
an avaanche from which the hypnopedic pre-conditioning would no longer protect him.

| amtouching a starship, | amin a starship, |, Reed Kieran of Midland Springs, Ohio. | ought to be
back there, teaching my classes, stepping at Hartnett's Drug Store for a soft drink on the way



home, but | am herein a ship fleeing through the stars.

His head was spinning and he was afraid that he was going to go out again. He found himsdlf at the door
and did it open and fdl rather than walked insde. He heard a artled voice.

Thiswas abigger room. There was atable whose top was trand ucent and which showed a bewildering
meass of flegting symbolsin bright light, ever changing. There was ascreen on onewall of the room and
that showed nothing, ablank, dark surface.

Valllant and Paula Ray and atall, tough-looking man of middle age were around the table and had
looked up, surprised.

Vaillant's face flashed irritation. “ Paula, you were supposed to keep him in his cabin!™

"I didn't think he was strong enough to follow,” she said.

"I'm not,” said Kieran, and pitched over.

The tdl middle-aged man reached and caught him before he hit the floor, and eased him into a chair.

He heard, asthough from agreat distance, Vaillant's voice saying irritatedly, “ Let Paulatake care of him,
Webber. Look at this—were going to cross another rift—"

There were afew minutes then when everything was very jumbled up in Kieran's mind. The woman was
talking to him. She wastdling him that they had prepared him physicdly, aswell as psychologicaly, for
the shock of reviva, and that he would be quite dl right but had to take things more dowly.

He heard her voice but paid little attention. He sat in the chair and blankly watched the two men who
hung over the table and itsflow of brilliant symbals. Vaillant seemed to tighten up more and more asthe
moments passed, and there was till about him the look of a coiled spring but now the spring seemed to
be wound to the bresking-point. Webber, the tall man with the tough face, watched the fleeting symbols
and hisface was stony.

"Herewe go,” he muttered, and both he and Vaillant looked up at the blank black screen on thewall.

Kieran looked too. There was nothing. Then, in an ingtant, the blackness vanished from the screen and it
framed avigta of such cosmic, stunning splendor that Kieran could not grasp it.

Stars blazed like high fires across the screen, loops and chains and shining clots of them. Thiswas not too
different from the way they had looked from Whed Five. But what was different was that the starry
firmament was partly blotted out by vast rifted ramparts of blackness, ebon cliffs that went up to infinity.
Kieran had seen astronomical photography like this and knew what the blackness was.

Dust. A dust so finethat its percentage of particlesin space would be avacuum, on Earth. But, here
whereit extended over parsecs of space, it formed abarrier to light. There was anarrow rift here
between thetitan cliffs of darkness and he—the ship he wasin—wasfleeing across that rift.

The screen abruptly went black again. Kieran remained sitting and staring &t it. That incredible flegting
vison had finaly impressed the utter redlity of dl thisupon hismind. They, this ship, werefar from
Earth—uvery far, in one of the dust-cloudsin which they were trying to lose pursuers. Thiswasred.

"-will have got another fix on us aswe crossed, for sure,” Vaillant was saying, in abitter voice. “They'll
have the net out for us—the pattern will be shaping now and we can't dip throughiit.”



"We can't,” said Webber. “ The ship can't. But the flitter can. With luck.”

They both looked a Kieran. “He's the important one,” Webber said. “1f a couple of us could get him
through—"

"No,” said Paula. “We couldn't. As soon asthey caught the ship and found the flitter gone, they'd be after
him."

"Not to Sako,” said Webber. “They'd never figure that we'd take him to Sako.”
"Do| haveaword inthis?’ asked Kieran, between histeeth. “What?" asked Vaillant.
"This. The hell with you dl. I'll go no place with you or for you."

He got a savage satisfaction from saying it, he wastired of Stting there like abooby while they discussed
him, but he did not get the reaction from them he had expected. The two men merely continued to |ook
thoughtfully a him. The woman sighed, “Y ou see? There waan't time enough to explainit to him. It's
natura for him to react with hodtility."

"Put him out, and take him dong,” said Webber.
"No,” said Paulasharply. “If he goes out right now he'sliable to stay out. | won't answer for it."

"Meanwhile,” said Vaillant with an edgeto hisvoice, “the pattern isforming up. Have you any
suggestions, Paula?!

Shenodded. “This"

She suddenly squeezed something under Kieran's nose, asmall thing that she had produced from her
pocket without hisnoticing it, in hisangry preoccupation with the two men. He smelled a swest,
refreshing odor and he struck her arm away.

"Oh, no, you're not giving me any more dopes—" Then he stopped, for suddenly it al seemed wryly
humorousto him. “A bunch of bloody incompetents,” he said, and laughed. “ Thisisthe onething | would
never have dreamed—that a man could deep, and wake up in astarship, and find the starship manned by
blunderers.”

"Euphoric,” said Paula, to the two men.
"Atthat,” said Webber sourly, “there may be something in what he says about us.”

Vaillant turned on him and said fiercdly, “If that'swhat you think—" Then he controlled himself and said
tightly, “Quarrdling's no good. Werein abox but we can maybe il put it over if we get thisman to
Sako. Webber, you and Paulatake him in theflitter."

Kieran roseto hisfeet. “Fine” hesaid galy. “Let usgo in theflitter, whatever that is. | am aready bored
with garships.”

Hefdt good, very good. Hefdt alittle drunk, not enough to impede his mental processes but enough to
give him afine devil-may-care indifference to what happened next. So it was only the spray Paula had
given him—it still made his body fed better and removed his shock and worry and made everything seem
suddenly rather anusing.

"Let usto Sekointheflitter,” hesaid. “After dl, I'm living on velvet, | might aswell see the whole show.
I'm surethat Sako, wherever itis, will bejust asfull of humanfolly as Earth was."



"He's euphoric,” Paulasaid again, but her face was stricken.

"Of dl the peoplein that space cemetery, we had to pick onewho thinkslikethat,” said Vaillant, with a
sort of restrained fury.

"Y ou said yoursdlf that the oldest one would bethe best,” said Webber. “ Sako will change him.”

Kieran walked down the corridor with Webber and Paula and he laughed as he walked. They had
brought him back from nothingness without his consent, violating the privacy of deeth or near-degth, and
now something that he had just said had bitterly disappointed them.

"Comeaong,” he said buoyantly to the two. “Let us not lag. Once aboard the flitter and the girl ismine.”
"Oh for God's sake shut up,” said Webber.

CHAPTER IV

It wasridiculous to be flying the stars with a bad hangover, but Kieran had one. His head ached dully, he
had an unpleasant metallic taste in his mouth, and his former ebullience had given way to adull
depression. He looked sourly around.

He sat in aconfined little metal coop of acabin, hardly enough in which to stand erect. PaulaRay, ina
chair afew feet away was deeping, her head on her breast. Webber sat forward, in what appeared to be
apilot chair with anumber of crowded control banksin front of it. He was not doing anything to the
controls. He looked as though he might be deeping, too.

That was dl—atiny metal room, blank metd walls, slence. They were, presumably, flying between the
stars at incredible speeds but there was nothing to show it. There were no screens such as the one he had
seenin the ship, to show by artful scanning devices what vista of suns and darknesses lay outside.

"A flitter,” Webber had informed him, “just doesn't have room for the complicated apparatus that such
scannersrequire. Seeing isaluxury you dispense with in aflitter. Well see when we get to Sako.”

After amoment he had added. “If we get to Sako."

Kieran had merely laughed then, and had promptly gone to deep. When he had awakened, it had been
with the euphoriadl gone and with his present hangover.

"Atleadt,” hetold himsdf, “I can truthfully say that this one wasn't my fault. That blasted spray—"

Helooked resentfully at the degping woman in the chair. Then he reached and roughly shook her
shoulder.

She opened her eyes and looked a him, first deepily and then with resentment.
"Y ou had no right to wake me up,” she said.

Then, before Kieran could retort, she seemed to realize the monumental irony of what she had just said,
and she burgt into laughter.

"I'm sorry,” she said. “Go ahead and say it. | had no right to wake you up.”

"Let's come back to that,” said Kieran after amoment. “Why did you?'



Paulalooked at him ruefully. “What | need now isaten-volume history of the last century, and time
enough for you to read it. But since we don't have either—" She broke off, then after a pause asked,
“Y our date was 1981, wasn't it? It and your name were on the tag of your pressure-suit.”

"That'sright."
"W, then. Back in 1981, it was expected that men would spread out to the stars, wasn't it?”

Kieran nodded. “ As soon isthey had aworkable high-speed drive. Several driveswere being
experimented with even then."

"One of them—the Hournoy principle—wasfindly made workable,” she said. She frowned. “I'm trying
to giveyou thishbriefly and | keep straying into details.”

"Jugt tell mewhy you woke me up.”

"I'm trying to tell you.” She asked candidly, “Were you dways so damned hateful or did therevivification
process do thisto you?"

Kieran grinned. “All right. Go aheed.”

"Things happened pretty much as people foresaw back in 1981,” she said. “ The drive was perfected.
The shipswent out to the nearer stars. They found worlds. They established coloniesfrom the
overflowing population of Earth. They found human indigenous races on afew worlds, al of them at a
rather low technica level, and they taught them.

"There was a determination from the beginning to make it one universe. No separate nationaistic groups,
no chance of wars. The governing council was set up at Altair Two. Every world was represented. There
are twenty-nine of them, now. It's expected to go on like that, till there are twenty-nine hundred
starworl ds represented there, twenty-nine thousand—any number. But—"

Kieran had been listening closdly. “ But what? What upset this particular utopia?'
"Sako."
"Thisworld weregoing to?"

"Yes,” she sad soberly. “Men found something different about thisworld when they reached it. It had
people—human people—on it, very low in the scale of civilization.”

"Well, what was the problem? Couldn't you start teaching them as you had others?"

She shook her head. “1t would take along while. But that wasn't thereal problem. It was. Y ou see,
there's another race on Sako beside the human ones, and it'safairly civilized race. The Sakae. The
trouble is—the Sakae aren't human.”

Kieran stared at her. “ So what? If they're intelligent—"
"Y ou tak asthough it wasthe smplest thing in theworld,” she flashed.

"lsn't it? If your Sakae are intelligent and the humans of Sako aren't, then the Sakae have the rights on
that world, don't they?"

Shelooked at him, not saying anything, and again she had that stricken look of onewho hastried and
failed. Then from up forward, without turning, Webber spoke.



"Wheat do you think now of Vaillant'sfineidea, Paula?"
"It can till work,” she said, but there was no conviction in her voice.

"If you don't mind,” said Kieran, with an edgeto hisvoice, “1'd il like to know what this Sako business
hasto do with reviving me."

"The Sakae rule the humans on that world,” Paula answered. “ There are some of uswho don't believe
they should. In the Council, we're known as the Humanity Party, because we believe that humans should
not be ruled by non-humans."

Again, Kieran was distracted from hisimmediate question—thistime by the phrase “Nonhuman.”
"These Sekae—what are they like?'

"They're not mongters, if that'swhat you're thinking of,” Paula said. “ They're bipeds—lizardoid rather
than humanoid—and areafairly inteligent and law-abiding lot."

"If they're dl that, and higher in development than the humans, why shouldn't they rule their own world?’
demanded Kieran.

Webber uttered a sardonic laugh. Without turning he asked, “ Shall | change course and go to Altair?”

"No!” she said. Her eyesflashed at Kieran and she spoke aimost breathlesdy. “Y ou're very sure about
things you just heard about, aren't you? Y ou know what's right and you know what's wrong, even though
you've only beeninthistime, thisuniverse, for afew hours”

Kieran looked at her closgly, he thought he was beginning to get aglimmer of the shape of things now.

"Y ou—ad| you who woke me up illegally—you belong to this Humanity Party, don't you? Y ou did it for
some reason connected with that?!

"Yes” sheanswered defiantly. “We need asymbol in this palitica struggle. We thought that one of the
old-time space pioneers, one of the humans who began the conquest of the stars, would be it. We—"

Kieran interrupted. “1 think | get it. It wasredlly considerate of you. Y ou drag aman back from what
amountsto death, for a party rally. * Old-time space hero condemns non-humans—it would go
something like that, wouldn't it?"

"Listen—" she began.

"Ligten, hdll,” he said. He was hot with rage, shaking with it. “1 am glad to say that you could not possibly
have picked aworse symbol than me. | have no more use for the idea of the innate sacred superiority of
one species over another than | had for that of one kind of man over another.”

Her face changed. From an angry woman, she suddenly became aprofessiona psychologi<t, coolly
observing reactions.

"It'snot the political question you redly resent,” she said. Y ou've wakened to a strange world and
you're afraid of it, in spite of dl the pre-awakening preparation we gave your subconscious. Y ou're
afraid, and so youre angry.”

Kieran got agrip on himself. He shrugged. “What you say may betrue. But it doesn't changetheway |
fed. 1 will not help you one damned bit."



Webber got up from his seat and came back toward them, histall form stooping. He looked at Kieran
and then at the woman.

"We haveto settle thisright now,” he said. “We're getting near enough to Sako to go out of drive. Are
we going to land or aren't we?"

"Yes,” sad Paulagteadily. “Werelanding."
Webber glanced again a Kieran'sface. “But if that'sthe way he feds—"
"Go ahead and land,” she said.

CHAPTERYV

It was nothing like landing in arocket. First there was the businessreferred to as * going out of drive.”
Paulamade Kieran strap in and she said, “Y ou may find this unpleasant, but just St tight. It doesn't last
long.” Kieran sat tiff and glowering, prepared for anything and determined not to show it no matter how
hefelt. Then Webber did something to the control board and the universe fell apart. Kieran's ssomach
came up and stuck in histhroat. He was faling—Up? Down? Sideways? He didn't know, but whichever
it was not al the parts of him werefdling at the samerate, or perhapsit wasnot dl in the same direction,
he didn't know that either, but it was an exceptionally hideous feeling. He opened his mouth to protest,
and dl of asudden he was stting normdly in the chair in the norma cabin and screaming a thetop of his

lungs

He shut up.

Paulasaid, “1 told you it would be unpleasant.”

"Soyou did,” said Kieran. He sat, sweating. His hands and feet were cold.

Now for the first time he became aware of motion. Theflitter seemed to hurtle forward at comet-like
gpeed. Kieran knew that thiswas merely anironic little joke, because now they were proceeding at
something in the range of norma velocity, whereas before their speed had been quite beyond his
comprehension. But he could comprehend this. He could fed it. They were going like abat out of hell,
and somewhere ahead of them was a planet, and he was closed in, blind, amouse in anose-cone. His
ingdes writhed with hel plessness and the imminence of a crash. He wanted very much to start screaming
again, but Paulawas watching him.

In afew moments that desire became academic. A whistling shriek began faintly outside the hull and built
swiftly to a point where nothing could have been heard above it. Atmosphere. And somewhere under the
blind wall of theflitter arock-hard world face redling and rushing, legping to meet them—

Theflitter dowed. It seemed to hang motionless, quivering faintly. Then it dropped. Express devator in
the world'stalest building, top to bottom—only the elevator isabubble and thewind istossing it from
sdeto side asit drops and thereis no bottom.

They hung again, bounding lightly on the unseen wind.
Then down.

And hang again.
And down.



Paulasaid suddenly, “Webber. Webber, | think he'sdying.” She began to unstrap.

Kieransadfantly, “Am| turning green?’

Shelooked a him, frowning. “Yes."

"A smpleold maady. I'm seasick. Tell Webber to quit playing hummingbird and put thisthing down."
Paula made an impatient gesture and tightened her belt again.

Hang and drop. Once more, twice more. A little rocking bounce, alight thump, motion ceased. Webber
turned a series of switches. Silence.

Kigran sad, “Air?"

Webber opened a hatch in the side of the cabin. Light poured in. It had to be sunlight, Kieran knew, but
it was aqueer color, asort of tawny orange that carried a pleasantly burning heet. He got loose with
Paula helping him and tottered to the hatch. The air smelled of clean sun-warmed dust and some kind of
vegetation. Kieran climbed out of theflitter, practicaly throwing himsdlf out in his haste. He wanted solid
ground under him, he didn't care whose or where.

And as his boots thumped onto the red-ochre sand, it occurred to him that it had been avery long time
since he had had solid ground underfoot. A very long time indeed—

Hisinsides knotted up again, and thistime it was not seas ckness but fear, and he was cold al through
agan in spite of the hot new sun.

Hewas afraid, not of the present, nor of the future, but of the past. He was afraid of the thing tagged
Reed Kieran, the fiff blind voiceess thing whedling its dow orbit around the Moon, companion to dead
worlds and dead space, brother to the cold and the dark.

He began to tremble.

Paula shook him. She was talking but he couldn't hear her. He could only hear the rush of eternal
darkness past his ears, the thin squeak of his shadow brushing across the stars. Webber's face was
somewhere above him, looking angry and disgusted. He was talking to Paula, shaking hishead. They
were far away. Kieran waslosing them, drifting away from them on the black tide. Then suddenly there
was something like an explosion, acrimson flare across the black, aburst of heat againgt the cold.
Shocked and wild, the physical part of him clawed back to redlity.

Something hurt him, something threatened him. He put his hand to his cheek and it came away red.
Paulaand Webber were yanking at him, trying to get him to move.

Stone whizzed past his head. It Struck the side of the flitter with a sharp clack, and fell. Kieran's nervous
relaysfinaly connected. He jJumped for the open hatch. Automatically he pushed Paula ahead of him,
trying to shield her, and she gave him an odd startled look. \Webber was dready insde. More stones
rattled around and one grazed Kieran'sthigh. It hurt. His cheek was bleeding fredly. Herolled inside the
flitter and turned to look back out the hatch. He was mad.

"Who'sdoing it?’ he demanded.

Paula pointed. At first Kieran was distracted by the strangeness of the landscape. Theflitter crouched in
avastness of red-ochre sand laced with some low-growing plant that shone like metallic gold in the



sunlight. The sand receded intilted planeslifting gradually to arange of mountains on theright, and
dropping gradudly to infinity ontheleft. Directly in front of theflitter and quite literaly astone'sthrow
away was the beginning of athick belt of treesthat grew beside ariver, apparently quite awide one
though he could not see much but atawny sparkling of water. The course of the river could be traced
clear back to the mountains by the winding line of woods that followed its bed. The trees themsalves
were not like any Kieran had seen before. There seemed to be severd varieties, al grotesque in shape
and exatic in color. There were even some green ones, with long sharp leavesthat looked like
Spearheads.

Exotic or not, they made perfectly adequate cover. Stones came whistling out of the woods, but Kieran
could not see anything where Paulawas pointing but an occasiond shaking of foliage.

"Sakae?’ he asked.

Webber snorted. “ Y ou'll know it when the Sakae find us. They don't throw stones.”

"These are the humans,” Paulasaid. There was an indulgent softnessin her voicethat irritated Kieran.
"| thought they were our dear littlefriends” he said.

"Y ou frightened them.”

"| frightened them?'

"They've seen theflitter before. But they're extremely aert to modes of behavior, and they knew you
weren't acting right. They thought you weresick.”

"So they tried to kill me. Nicefdlows"
"Sdf-preservation,” Webber said. “They can't afford the luxury of too much kindness.”

"They're very kind among themsealves,” Paulasaid defensively. To Kieran she added, “I doubt if they
weretrying to kill you. They just wanted to drive you away."

"Oh, wdll,” said Kieran, “in that case | wouldn't dream of disgppointing them. Let'sgo.”
Paulaglared at him and turned to Webber. “ Talk to them."

"I hopetherestime,” Webber grunted, glancing at the sky. “We're sitting ducks here. Keep your patient
quiet—any more of that moaning and flopping and were sunk.”

He picked up alarge plastic container and moved closer to the door.
Paulalooked a Kieran's cheek. “Let mefix that."

"Don't bother,” he said. At this moment he hoped the Sakae, whoever and whatever they were, would
come aong and clap these two into some suitable place for the rest of thelr lives.

Webber beganto “talk.”

Kieran stared at him, fascinated. He had expected words—primitive words, perhaps resembling the
click-speech of Earth's stone-age survivals, but words of some sort. Webber hooted. It was a soft
reassuring sound, repeated over and over, but it was not aword. The rattle of stones diminished, then
stopped. Webber continued to make his hooting call. Presently it was answered. Webber turned and
nodded at Paula, smiling. He reached into the plastic container and drew forth a handful of brownish



objectsthat smelled to Kieran like dried fruit. Webber tossed these out onto the sand. Now he made a
different sound, a grunting and whuffling. There was a silence. Webber made the sound again.

On the third try the people came out of the woods.

In dl there were perhaps twenty-five of them. They came dowly and furtively, moving astep or two e a
time, then hating and peering, prepared to run. The able-bodied men camefirg, with oneinthelead, a
fine-looking chap in early middle age who was gpparently the chief. The women, the old men, and the
children followed, trickling gradudly out of the shadow of the trees but remaining where they could
disappear in aflash if darmed. They were dl perfectly naked, tall and dender and large-eyed, their
muscles strung for speed and agility rather than massive strength. Their bodies gleamed alight bronze
color in the sun, and Kieran noticed that the men were beardless and smooth-skinned. Both men and
women had long hair, ranging in color from black to tawny, and very clean and glistening. They werea
beautiful people, as deer are abeautiful people, graceful, innocent, and wild. The men cameto the dried
fruits which had been scattered for them. They picked them up and sniffed them, bit them, then began to
eat, repeating the grunt-and-whuffle call. The women and children and old men decided everything was
safe and joined them. Webber tossed out more fruit, and then got out himself, carrying the plastic box.

"What does he do next?’ whispered Kieran to Paula. “ Scratch their ears? | used to tame squirrelsthis
way when | wasakid."

"Shut up,” shewarned him. Webber beckoned and she nudged him to move out of theflitter. “Sow and
caeful.”

Kieran did out of theflitter. Big glistening eyes swung to watch him. The esting stopped. Some of the
little ones scuttled for the trees. Kieran froze. Webber hooted and whuffled some more and the tension
relaxed. Kieran approached the group with Paula. There was suddenly no truth in what he was doing. He
was an actor in abad scene, mingling with impossible charactersin an improbabl e setting. Webber
making ridiculous noises and tossing his dried fruit around like a caricature of somebody sowing, Paula
with her brisk professonaism dl dissolved in misty-eyed fondness, himsdlf an dienin thistime and place,
and these perfectly normal-appearing people behaving like orangutans with their fur shaved off. He
started to laugh and then thought better of it. Once started, he might not be able to stop.

"L et them get used to you,” said Webber softly.

Paula obvioudy had been here before. She had begun to make noises too, amodified hooting morelike a
pigeon'scal. Kieran just sood still. The people moved in around them, sniffing, touching. There was no
conversation, no laughing or giggling even among thelittle girls. A particularly beautiful young woman
stood just behind the chief, watching the strangers with big yellow cat-eyes. Kieran took her to bethe
man's daughter. He smiled at her. She continued to stare, deadpan and blank-eyed, with no answering
flicker of asmile. It was as though she had never seen one before. Kieran shivered. All thisslence and
unrespons veness became eerie.

"I'm happy to tell you,” he murmured to Paula, “that | don't think much of your little pets.”

She could not dlow herself to be sharply angry. She only said, in awhisper, “They are not pets, they are
not animas. They—"

She broke off. Something had come over the naked people. Every head had lifted, every eye had turned
away from the strangers. They werelistening. Even the littlest oneswere dill.

Kieran could not hear anything except thewind in the trees.



"What—" he started to ask.

Webber made an imperative gesture for silence. The tableau held for abrief second longer. Then the
brown-haired man who seemed to be the leader made a short harsh noise. The people turned and
vanished into the trees.

"The Sakae,” Webber said. “Get out of sight.” He ran toward the flitter. Paula grabbed Kieran'sdeeve
and pushed him toward the trees.

"What'sgoing on?’ he demanded as heran.

"Their ears are better than ours. Therésapatrol ship coming, | think."

* * * %

The shadows took them in, orange-and-gol d-splashed shadows under strange trees. Kieran looked
back. Webber had been insde the flitter. Now he tumbled out of the hatch and ran toward them. Behind
him the hatch closed and theflitter stirred and then took off al by itself, humming.

"They'll follow it for awhile,” Webber panted. “It may give usachanceto get awvay.” He and Paula
started after the running people.

Kieran baked. “I don't know why I'm running away from anybody."

Webber pulled out a snub-nosed instrument that 1ooked enough like agun to be very convincing. He
pointed it at Kieran'smiddle.

"Reason one,” he said. “If the Sakae catch Paulaand me here we're in very big trouble. Reason
two—thisisaclosed area, and you're with us, so you will bein very big trouble.” Helooked coldly at
Kieran. “ Thefird reason isthe one that interests me most.”

Kieran shrugged. “Wdl, now | know.” Heran.
Only then did he hear the low heavy thrumming in the sky.

CHAPTER VI

The sound came rumbling very swiftly toward them. It was acompletely different sound from the
humming of theflitter, and it seemed to Kieran to hold anote of menace. He stopped in asmdl clearing
where he might see up through the trees. He wanted alook at this ship or flier or whatever it wasthat had
been built and was flown by non-humans.

But Webber shoved him roughly on into aclump of squet treesthat were the color of sherry wine, with
flat thick leaves.

"Dont move,” hesaid.
Paula was hugging atree beside him. She nodded to him to do as Webber said.
"They have very powerful scanners.” She pointed with her chin. “Look. They've learned.”

The harsh warning barks of the men sounded faintly, then were hushed. Nothing moved, except by the
natural motion of the wind. The people crouched among the trees, so till that Kieran would not have
seen them if he had not known they were there.



The patrol craft roared past, cranking up speed as it went, Webber grinned. “They'll be acouple of hours
at least, over-hauling and examining theflitter. By that timeit'll be dark, and by morning well bein the
mountains”

The people were dready moving. They headed upstream, going at a steady, shuffling trot. Three of the
women, Kieran noticed, had babiesin their arms. The older children ran beside their mothers. Two of the
men and severa of the women were white-haired. They ran aso.

"Do you like to see them run?’ asked Paula, with asharp note of passionin her voice. “ Doesit look
good to you?'

"No,” said Kieran, frowning. He looked in the direction in which the sound of the patrol craft was
vanishing.

"Movedong,” Webber said. “They'll leave usfar enough behind asitis"

* * % %

Kieran followed the naked people through the woods, beside the tawny river. Paula and Webber jogged
beside him. The shadows were long now, reaching out across the water.

Paulakept glancing at him anxioudly, as though to detect any sign of weskness on his part. “Y ou're doing
fing,” shesaid. “Y ou should. Y our body was brought back to norma strength and tone, before you ever
were awakened."

"They'll dow down when it'sdark, anyway,” said Webber.

The old people and the little children ran strongly.

"Isther village there?’ Kieran asked, indicating the distant mountains.

"They don't liveinvillages” Paulasaid. “But the mountains are safer. More placesto hide.”
"You sadthiswasaclosed area. What isit, ahunting preserve?’

"The Sakae don't hunt them any more.”

"But they used to?"

"Wdl,” Webber said, “along time ago. Not for food, the Sakae are vegetarians, but—"

"But,” said Paula, “they were the dominant race, and the people were smply beasts of thefield. When
they competed for land and food the people were hunted down or driven out.” She swung an expressive
hand toward the landscape beyond the trees. “Why do you think they livein this desert, scraping a
miserable existence adong the watercourses? It's land the Sakae didn't want. Now, of course, they have
no objection to setting it aside as asort of game preserve. The humans are protected, the Sakaetell us.
They'reliving their naturd lifein thelr naturd environment, and when we demand that a program be—"

She was out of breath and had to stop, panting. Webber finished for her.
"We want them taught, lifted out of this naked savagery. The Sekae say it'simpossible.”
"Isit true?’ asked Kiernan.

"No,” said Paulafiercely. “It'samatter of pride. They want to keep their dominance, so they smply
won't admit that the people are anything more than animals, and they won't give them a chanceto be



anything more."

There was no more talking after that, but even so the three outlanders grew more and more winded and
the people gained on them. The sun went down in ablaze of blood-orange light that tinted the treesin
even moreimpossible colors and set the river briefly on fire. Then night came, and just after the darkness
shut down the patrol craft returned, beating up aong the winding river bed. Kieran froze under the black
trees and the hair lifted on his skin. For thefirgt time he fdlt like ahunted thing. For thefirst time hefdta
persond anger.

The patrol craft drummed away and vanished. “ They won't come back until daylight,” Webber said.

He handed out little flat packets of concentrated food from his pockets. They munched asthey walked.
Nobody said anything. The wind, which had dropped at sundown, picked up from adifferent quarter and
began to blow again. It got cold. After awhile they caught up with the people, who had stopped to rest
and eat. The babies and old people for whom Kieran had felt aworried pity were in much better shape
than he. He drank from the river and then sat down. Paula and Webber sat beside him, on the ground.
Thewind blew hard from the desert, dry and chill. The trees thrashed overhead. Againg the pale glimmer
of the water Kieran could see naked bodies moving dong the river's edge, wading, bending, grubbing in
the mud. Apparently they found things, for he could see that they were eating. Somewhere close by other
people were stripping fruit or nuts from the trees. A man picked up a stone and pounded something with
acracking noise, then dropped the sone again. They moved easily in the dark, asthough they were used
toit. Kieran recognized the leader's yellow-eyed daughter, her beautiful dender height outlined against
the pale-gleaming water. She sood up to her anklesin the soft mud, holding something tight in her two
hands, egting.

The swest dried on Kieran. He began to shiver.

"You're surethat patrol ship won't come back?’ he asked.

"Not until they can see what they're looking for."

"Then | guessit'ssafe.” He began to scramble around fedling for dried sticks.

"What are you doing?"

"Getting somefirewood.”

"No." Paulawasbeside him in aningtant, her hand on hisarm, “No, you mustn't do that."
"But Webber said—"

"It isn't the patrol ship, Kieran. It'sthe people. They—"

"They wha?'

" told you they werelow on the socid scae. Thisisone of the basic things they have to be taught. Right
now they Hill regard fire as adanger, something to run from."

"l see” Kieran said, and let the kindling fal. “Very well, if | can't have afire, I'll have you. Y our body will
warmme.” He pulled her into hisarms.

She gasped, more in astonishment, he thought, than aarm. “What are you talking about?

"That'saline from an old movie. From anumber of old movies, in fact. Not bad, eh?"



He held her tight. She was definitely femae. After amoment he pushed her away.
"That was amistake. | want to be able to go on didiking you without any qualifying consderations.”

She laughed, acurioudy flat little sound. “Was everybody crazy in your day?’ she asked. And then,
“Reed—"

It was thefirgt time she had used his given name. “What?"

"When they threw the stones, and we got back into the flitter, you pushed me ahead of you. Y ou were
guarding me. Why?'

He stared at her, or rather at the pale blur of her stlanding closeto him. “Wll, it's aways been sort of the
custom for the men to—But now that | think of it, Webber didn't bother.”

"No,” said Paula. “Back in your day women were sill taking advantage of the dual standard—demanding
complete equdity with men but clinging to their specid status. Weve got beyond that.”

"Doyou likeit? Beyond, | mean."
"Yes” shesad. “It was good of you to do that, but—"
Webber said, “They're moving again. Come on.”

The people waked thistime, strung out in along line between the trees and the water, where the light
was alittle better and the way more open. The three outlanders tagged behind, clumsy in their boots and
clothing. Thelong hair of the people blew in the wind and their bare feet padded softly, light and swift.

Kieran looked up at the sky. The trees obscured much of it so that al he could see was some scattered
gars overhead. But he thought that somewhere amoon was rising.

He asked Paulaand she said, “Wait. You'll see”

Night and the river rolled behind them. The moonlight became brighter, but it was not at dl like the
moonlight Kieran remembered from long ago and far away. That had had a cold tranquility to it, but this
light was neither cold nor tranquil. It seemed somehow to shift color, too, which madeit even less
adequate for seeing than the white moonlight he was used to. Sometimes asit filtered through the trees it
seemed ice-green, and again it was reddish or amber, or blue.

They cameto a place where the river made awide bend and they cut acrossit, clear of the trees. Paula
touched Kieran'sarm and pointed. “Look."

Kieran looked, and then he stopped till. The light was not moonlight, and its source was not amoon. It
was aglobular cluster of sars, hung in the sky like aswarm of fiery bees, aburning and pulsing of many
colors, diamond-white and gold, green and crimson, peacock blue and smoky umber. Kieran stared, and
beside him Paulamurmured, “I've been on alot of planets, but none of them have anything like this."

The people moved swiftly on, paying no attention at dl to the sky.

Reluctantly Kieran followed them into the obscuring woods. He kept ooking at the open sky abovethe
river, waiting for the cluster to rise high so he could seeit.

It was some time after this, but before the cluster rose clear of the trees, that Kieran got the feding that
something, or someone, was following them.



CHAPTERVII

He had stopped to catch his breath and shake an accumulation of sand out of his boots. He was leaning
againg atree with hisback to the wind, which meant that he was facing their back-trail, and he thought
he saw a shadow move where there was nothing to cast a shadow. He straightened up with the little
trip-hammers of aarm begting dl over him, but he could see nothing more. He thought he might have
been mistaken. Just the same, he ran to catch up with the others.

The people were moving steadily. Kieran knew that their senseswere far keener than his, and they were
obvioudy not aware of any danger other than the basic one of the Sakae. He decided that he must have
been seeing things.

But an uneasiness persisted. He dropped behind again, thistime on purpose, after they had passed a
clearing. He stayed hidden behind atree-trunk and watched. The cluster-light was bright now but very
confusing to the eye. He heard arustling that he did not think was wind, and he thought that something
started to cross the clearing and then stopped, as though it had caught his scent.

Then he thought that he heard rustlings at both sides of the clearing, stedthy sounds of stalking that closed
intoward him. Only thewind, he told himsdlf, but again he turned to run.

Thistime he met Paula, coming back to look for him.

"Reed, areyou al right?’ she asked. He caught her arm and pulled her around and made her run. “What
isit? What's the matter?*

"I don't know.” He hurried with her until he could see Webber ahead, and beyond him the bare backs
and blowing hair of the people. “Listen,” he said, “are there any predators here?"

"Yes,” Paulasaid, and Webber turned sharply around.
"Have you seen something?'

"I don't know. | thought I did. I'm not sure.”

"Where?'

"Behind us"

Webber made the harsh barking danger call, and the people Webber stood looking back the way they
had come. The women caught the children and the men fell back to where Webber stood. They |ooked
and ligened, sniffing the air. Kieran listened too, but now he did not hear any rustlings except the high
thrashing of the branches. Nothing stirred visbly and the wind would carry away any warning scent.

The men turned away. The people moved on again. Webber shrugged.
"Y ou must have been mistaken, Kieran."

"Maybe. Or maybe they just can't think beyond the eementary. If they don't smdll it, it isn't there. If
something is after usit's coming up-wind, the way any hunting anima works. A couple of the men ought
to circlearound and—"

"Comeon,” said Webber wesarily.

* * % %



They followed the people beside theriver. The cluster was high now, ahive of sunsreflected in the
flowing water, akaeidoscopic rippling of colors.

Now the women were carrying the smaller children. The onestoo large to be carried were lagging behind
alittle. So were the aged. Not much, yet. Kieran, conscious that he was wesker than the weakest of
these, looked ahead at the dim bulk of the mountains and thought that they ought to be ableto makeit.
Hewasnot at al surethat he would.

The river made another bend. Thetrail lay across the bend, clear of the trees. It was awide bend,
perhaps two miles across the neck. Ahead, where thetrail joined the river again, there was arocky hill.
Something about the outlines of the hill seemed wrong to Kieran, but it wastoo far away to be sure of
anything. Overhead the cluster burned glorioudly. The people set out across the sand.

Webber looked back. “ Y ou see?” he said. “Nothing.”

They went on. Kieran was beginning to fed very tired now, dl the artificia strength that had been
pumped into him before his awvakening was running out. Webber and Paulawaked with their heads
down, gtriding determinedly but without joy.

"What do you think now?” she asked Kieran. “Isthisany way for humansto live?'

The ragged line of women and children moved ahead of them, with the men in the lead. It was not
naturd, Kieran thought, for children to be ableto travel so far, and then he remembered that the young of
non-predacious species have to be strong and fleet at an early age.

Suddenly one of the women made aharsh, shill cry.

Kieran looked where she was|ooking, off to thel€eft, to the river and the curving line of trees. A large
black shadow dipped across the sand. He looked behind him. There were other shadows, coming with
long easy bounds out of the trees, fanning out in ashalow crescent. They reminded Kieran of some
animal he had once seenin azoo, apartly catlike, partly doglike beast, a cheetah he thought it had been
caled, only the cheetah was spotted like aleopard and these creatures were black, with siff, upstanding
ears. They bayed, and the coursing began.

"Nothing,” said Kieran bitterly. “1 count seven.”
Webber said, “My God, I—"

The people ran. They tried to break back to the river and the trees that could be climbed to safety, but
the huntersturned them. Then they fled, blindly forward, toward the hill. They ran with al their strength,
making no sound. Kieran and Webber ran with them, with Paula between them. Webber seemed
absolutely gppdled.

"Wherée'sthat gun you had?’ Kieran panted.
"It'snot agun, only ashort-range shocker,” he said, “it wouldn't stop these things. Look at them!”

They bounded, sporting around them, howling with asound like laughter. They were aslarge as leopards
and their eyes glowed in the clugter-light. They seemed to be enjoying themsdlves, as though hunting was
the most ddightful game in the world. One of them ran up to within two feet of Kieran and snapped at
him with its grest jaws, dodging agilely when heraised hisarm. They drove the people, faster and fagter.
At firgt the men had formed around the women and children. But the formation began to disintegrate as
the weaker ones dropped behind, and no attempt was made to keep it. Panic was stronger than instinct
now. Kieran looked aheed. “If we can makeit to that hill—"



Paula screamed and he ssumbled over achild, agirl about five, crawling on her hands and knees. He
picked her up. She bit and thrashed and tore a him, her bare little body hard as whaebone and dippery
with swest. He could not hold onto her. She kicked hersdlf free of his hands and rushed wildly out of
reach, and one of the black hunters pounced in and bore her away, shrieking thinly like afledgling bird in
thejawsof acat.

"Ohmy God,” said Paula, and covered her head with her arms, trying to shut out sight and sound. He
caught her and said harshly, “Don't faint, because | can't carry you.” The child's mother, whichever of the
women it might have been, did not ook back.

An old woman who strayed aside was pulled down and dragged off, and then one of the white-haired
men. The hill was closer. Kieran saw now what was wrong with it. Part of it was abuilding. He wastoo
tired and too sick to be interested, except asit offered arefuge. He spoke to Webber, with great
difficulty because he was winded. And then he redlized that Webber wasn't there.

* * * %

Webber had stumbled and fallen. He had started to get up, but the hunters were on him. Hewas on his
hands and knees facing them, screaming at them to get away from him. He had, obvioudy, had little or no
experience with raw violence. Kieran ran back to him, with Paula close behind.

"Useyour gun!” heyelled. He was afraid of the black hunters, but he wasfull of rage and the rage
outweighed thefear. He yelled at them, cursing them. He hurled sand into their eyes, and one that was
creeping up on Webber from the sde he kicked. The cresture drew off alittle, not frightened but
surprised. They were not used to this sort of thing from humans. “Y our gun!” Kieran roared again, and
Webber pulled the snub-nosed thing out of his pocket. He stood up and said unsteedily, “I told you, it's
not agun. It won't kill anything. | don't think—"

"Useit,” said Kieran. “ And get moving again. Sowly."

They started to move, and then across the sky agresat iron voice spoke like thunder. “Lie down,” it said,
“please. Liedown flat."

Kieran turned his head, startled. From the direction of the building on the hill avehicle was speeding
toward them.

"The Sakae,” said Webber, with what was amost asob of relief. “Lie down."

Ashedid s0, Kieran saw apae flash shoot out from the vehicle and knock over ahunter still hanging on
the flanks of the fleeing people. He hugged the sand. Something went whining and whistling over him,
there was athunk and a screech. It was repeated, and then the iron voice spoke again.

"Y ou may get up now. Please remain where you are.” The vehicle was much closer. They were bathed in
sudden light. The voice said, “Mr. Webber, you are holding aweapon. Please drop it.”

"It'sonly alittle shocker,” Webber said, plaintively. He dropped it.

The vehicle had wide tracks that threw up clouds of sand. It came clanking to ahalt. Kieran, shading his
eyes, thought he distinguished two creaturesinside, adriver and a passenger.

The passenger emerged, climbing with some difficulty over the steep step of thetrack, histall rattling
down behind him like alength of thick cable. Once on the ground he became quite agile, moving with a
sort of oddly graceful prance on his powerful legs. He approached, his attention centered on Kieran. But
he observed the amenities, placing one ddlicate hand on his breast and making adight bow.



"Doctor Ray.” His muzzle, shaped something like aduck's bill, nevertheless formed Paulas name
tolerably well. “And you, | think, are Mr. Kieran."

Kieran said, “Yes” The star cluster blazed overhead. The dead beastslay behind him, the people with
their flying hair had run on beyond his sght. He had been dead for ahundred years and now hewas dive
again. Now he was standing on dien soil, facing an dien form of life, communicating with it, and he was
s0 dog-tired and every sensory nerve was so thoroughly flayed that he had nothing left to react with. He
smply looked at the Saka as he might have looked at afence-post, and said, “Yes.™

The Sakamade hisformd little bow again. “I am Bregg.” He shook hishead. “I'm glad | was ableto
reach you in time. Y ou people don't seem to have any notion of the amount of trouble you make for
LB_II

Paula, who had not spoken since the child was carried off, suddenly screamed a Bregg, “ Murderer!™
She sprang a him, griking himin blind hysteria

Bregg sighed. He caught Paulain those fine smal hands that seemed to have amazing strength and held
her, at arm'slength. “Doctor Ray,” he said. He shook her. “Doctor Ray.” She stopped screaming. “I
don't wish to administer a sedative because then you will say that | drugged you, but | will if | must.”

Kieran sad, “I'll keep her quiet.”

Hetook her from Bregg. She collapsed againgt him and began to cry. “Murderers,” she whispered. “ That
little girl, those old people—"

Webber said, “Y ou could exterminate those beasts. Y ou don't have to let them hunt the people like that.
lts—it's—"

"Unhuman isthe word you want,” said Bregg. His voice was exceedingly weary. “ Please get into the

They climbed in. The car churned around and sped back toward the building. Paula shivered, and Kieran
held her in hisarms. Webber said after amoment or two, “How did you happen to be here, Bregg?'

"When we caught theflitter and found it, empty, it was obvious that you were with the people, and it
became imperative to find you before you came to harm. | remembered that the trail ran close by thisold
outpost building, so I had the patrol ship drop us here with an emergency vehicle.”

Kieran said, “Y ou knew the people were coming thisway?"

"Of course.” Bregg sounded surprised. “ They migrate every year at the beginning of the dry season. How
do you suppose Webber found them so easily?”

Kieran looked at Webber. He asked, “ Then they weren't running from the Sakae?"

"Of coursethey were,” Paulasaid. “Y ou saw them yoursdlf, cowering under the trees when the ship went
over."

"The patrol shipsfrighten them,” Bregg said. “ Sometimesto the point of sampeding them, which iswhy
we use them only in emergencies. The people do not connect the shipswith us.”

"That,” said Paulaflaly, “isalie”

Bregg sghed. “ Enthusiasts dways believe what they want to believe. Come and seefor yourself.”



She straightened up. “What have you done to them?"

"Weve caught them in atrap,” said Bregg, “and we are presently going to stick needlesinto them—a
procedure necessitated by your presence, Doctor Ray. They're highly susceptible to imported viruses, as
you should remember—one of your little parties of do-gooders succeeded in wiping out awhole band of
them not too many years ago. So—inoculations and quarantine.”

Kieran had blazed up in the area near the building. The car sped toward them.
Kieran said dowly, “Why don't you just exterminate the hunters and have done with them?”

"Inyour day, Mr. Kieran—yes, I've heard adl about you—in your day, did you on Earth exterminate the
predators so that their natura prey might live more happily?"

Bregg'slong muzzle and doping skull were profiled againg the lights.
"No,” said Kieran, “we didn't. But in that case, they were dl animas.”

"Exactly,” said Bregg. “No, wait, Doctor Ray. Spare me the lecture. | can give you amuch better reason
than that, one even you can't quarrd with. It'samatter of ecology. The number of humans destroyed by
these predators annually is negligible, but they do themsalves destroy an enormous number of small
creatures with which the humans compete for their food. If we exterminated the huntersthe smal animals
would multiply so rapidly that the humanswould starve to degth.”

The car stopped beside the hill, at the edge of the lighted area. A sort of makeshift corra of wire fencing
had been set up, with wide wingsto funnel the people into the enclosure, where a gate was shut on them.
Two Sakae were mounting guard as the party from the car approached the corra. Insde the fence
Kieran could see the people, flopped around in positions of exhaustion. They did not seem to be afraid
now. A few of them were drinking from a supply of water provided for them. There was food scattered
for them on the ground.

Bregg said something in his own language to one of the guards, who looked surprised and questioned
him, then departed, oringing strongly on his powerful legs. “Wait,” said Bregg.

They waited, and in amoment or two the guard came back leading one of the black hunting beastson a
chain. It was afemale, somewhat smdler than the ones Kieran had fought with, and having adash of
white on the throat and chest. She howled and sprang up on Bregg, butting her great head into his
shoulder, wriggling with delight. He petted her, talking to her, and she laughed dog-like and licked his
cheek.

"They domesticate well,” he said. “Weve had atame breed for centuries.”

He moved alittle closer to the corrd, holding tight to the animd's chain. Suddenly she became aware of
the people. Ingtantly the good-natured pet turned into a snarling fury. Shereared on her hind legsand
screamed, and inside the corral the people roused up. They were not frightened now. They spat and
chattered, clawing up sand and pebbles and bits of food to throw through the fence. Bregg handed the
chain to the guard, who hauled the animal away by main force.

Paulasaid coldly, “If your point was that the people are not kind to animals, my answer isthat you can
hardly blame them.”

"A year ago,” Bregg said, “some of the people got hold of her two young ones. They were torn to pieces
before they could be saved, and she saw it. | can't blame her, ether.”



He went on to the gate and opened it and went inside. The people drew back from him. They spat a
him, too, and pelted him with food and pebbles. He spoke to them, sternly, in the tone of one speaking to
unruly dogs, and he spoke words, in his own tongue. The people began to shuffle about uneasily. They
stopped throwing things. He stood waiting.

Theydlow-eyed girl came sdling forward and rubbed hersdlf againgt histhigh, head, shoulder and flank.
He reached down and stroked her, and she whimpered with pleasure and arched her back.

"Oh, for God's sake,” said Kieran, “let's get out of here.”

* * * %

Later, they sat weearily on fallen blocks of cement inside adusty, shadowy room of the old building. Only
ahandlamp dispelled the gloom, and the wind whispered coldly, and Bregg walked to and froin his
curious prance as he talked.

"It will be alittle while before the necessary medica team can be picked up and brought here,” he said.
“We shdl haveto wait."

"And then?’ asked Kieran.

"First to—" Bregg used aword that undoubtedly named acity of the Sakae but that meant nothing to
Kieran, “-and then to Altair Two. This, of course, isacouncil matter.”

He stopped and looked bright, shrewd eyes at Kieran. “Y ou are quite the sensation dready, Mr. Kieran.
The community of sarworldsisdready avare of theillega resuscitation of one of the pioneer spacemen,
and of coursethereisgresat interest.” He paused. “Y ou, yourself, have done nothing unlawful. Y ou
cannot very well be sent back to deep, and undoubtedly the council will want to hear you. | am curious
astowhat you will say."

"About Seko?’ said Kieran. “ About—them?’ He made a gesture toward awindow through which the
wind brought the sound of gtirring, of the gruntings and whufflings of the corralled people.

"Yes. About them.”

"I'll tell you how | fed,” Kieran said flatly. He saw Paula and Webber |ean forward in the shadows. “I'm
ahuman man. The people out there may be savage, low as the beasts, good for nothing the way they
are—but they're human. Y ou Sakae may be intelligent, civilized, reasonable, but you're not human. When
| see you ordering them around like beasts, | want to kill you. That'show | fed."

Bregg did not change his bearing, but he made asmall sound that was amost asigh.

"Yes” hesaid. “I feared it would be s0. A man of your times—aman from aworld where humans were
all-dominant—would fed that way.” He turned and looked at Paula and Webber. “It appearsthat your
scheme, to this extent, was successful.”

"No, | wouldn't say that,” said Kieran.
Paulastood up. “But you just told us how you fed—"

"Andit'sthetruth,” said Kieran. “But there's something else.” Helooked thoughtfully at her. “1t wasa
good idea. It was bound to work—a man of my time was bound to fed just thisway you wanted him to
fed, and would go away from here crying your party dogans and believing them. But you overlooked
something—"



He paused, looking out the window into the sky, at the faint vari-colored radiance of the cluster.

"Y ou overlooked the fact that when you awoke me, | would no longer be aman of my own time or of
any time. | wasin darknessfor ahundred years with the stars my brothers, and no man touching me.
Maybe that chillsaman'sfedings, maybe something deep in hismind lives and hastimeto think. I'vetold
you how | fed, yes. But | haven't told you what | think—"

He stopped again, then said, “ The people out there in the corrd have my form, and my inginctive loydty
isto them. But ingtinct isn't enough. 1t would have kept usin the mud of Earth forever, if it could. Reason
took us out to thewider universe. Ingtinct tells me that those out there are my people. Reason tellsme
that you—" he looked at Bregg, “-who are abhorrent to me, who would make my skin creep if | touched
you, you who go by reason—that you are my red people. Instinct made ahell of Earth for millennia—I
say we ought to leave it behind us there in the mud and not let it make ahdll of the stars. For you'll run
into this same problem over and over again as you go out into the wider universe, and the old parochia
human loyaties must be atered, to solveit.”

Helooked at Paulaand said, “1'm sorry, but if anyone asks me, that iswhat I'll say.”

"I'm sorry, t0o,” she said, rage and dgjection ringing in her voice. “ Sorry we woke you. | hope | never
seeyou ggan.”

Kieran shrugged. “After al, you did wake me. Y ou're responsble for me. Here | am, facing awhole new
universe, and I'll need you.” He went over and patted her shoulder.

"Damnyou,” she said. But shedid not move away from him.
THE END
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Beyond the Darkness & Potential Zero: Two Classic Pulp Novels
The Agartha Series#1. Prometheus |

The Agartha Series #2. Colossus

The Agartha Series #3: The Golden Gardsmen

Godman (writing as John Bloodstone)

Thundar, Man of Two Worlds The Land Beyond the Lens: The Michagl Flannigan Trilogy (writing as
John Bloodstone)

Last Days of Thronas (writing as John Bloodstone)

The Firgt Star Man Omnibus: #1 Supermen of Alpha& Star Man #2 Time Window
The Second Star Man Omnibus: #3 Interstellar Mutineers & #4 The Cosmium Raiders
The Third Star Man Omnibus. #5 The World Changer & #6 The Savesof Venus
The Fourth Star Man Omnibus: #7 Lost in the Milky Way & #38. Time Trap

The Fifth Star Man Omnibus: #9 The Centaurians & #10 The Emperor

The Sixth Star Man Omnibus: #11 The Return of Star Man & #12 Death Screen
STEFAN VUCAK'S EPPIE NOMINEE SPACE SAGA “THE SHADOW GODS'
In the Shadow of Desth

Againg the Gods of Shadow

A Whisper From Shadow

Immortal in Shadow

With Shadow and Thunder

Through the Vdley of Shadow

JANRAE FRANK'S#1 BESTSELLING FANTASY SAGAS

Dark Brothers of the Light Book I. Blood Rites

Dark Brothers of the Light Book I1. Blood Heresy

Dark Brothers of the Light Book I11. Blood Dawn

Dark Brothers of the Light Book IV: Blood Wraiths

Dak Brothers of the Light Book V: Blood Pdadin

In the Darkness, Hunting: Taes of Chimquar the Lionhawk

Journey of the Sacred King Quartet I: My Sister's Keeper



Journey of the Sacred King Quartet [1: Sins of the Mothers
Journey of the Sacred King Quartet I11: My Father's House
Journey of the Sacred King Quartet IV: Children of Wrath
THE COSMIC KALEVALA

The Saga of Lost Earths—Emil Petgja (Nebula nominee author)
The Star Mill—Emil Petga

The Stolen Sun—Emil Petga

Tramontane—Emil Petga

JACK JARDINE'SHUMOROUS SF AND MY STERY

The Agent of T.E.R.R.A. #1 The Flying Saucer Gambit

The Agent of T.ER.R.A. #2 The Emerad Elephant Gambit
The Agent of T.E.R.R.A. #3 The Golden Goddess Gambit

The Agent of T.E.R.RA. #4 The Time Trap Gambit

TheMind Mongters

Unaccustomed Asl Am To Public Dying & Other Humorous and Ironic Mystery Stories
The Nymph and the Satyr

ARDATH MAYHAR'SAWARD-WINNING SF & F

The Crystd Skull & Other Taesof the Terrifying and Twisted
The World Endsin Hickory Hollow, or After Armageddon
The Tupla: A Nover of Horror

The Twilight Dancer & Other Tales of Magic, Mystery and the Supernatura
The Black Tower: A Nove of Dark Fantasy

Forbidden Geometries: A Novel Alien Worlds

HAL ANNAS COSMIC RECKONING TRILOGY

|. TheWoman from Eternity

[1. Daughter of Doom

[11. Witch of the Dark Star

THE HILARIOUS ADVENTURES OF TOFFEE

1. The Dream Girl—Charles F. Myers



2. Toffee Haunts a Ghost—Charles F. Myers
3. Toffee Turnsthe Trick—CharlesF. Myers
OTHER AWARD WINNING & NOMINEE STORIESAND AUTHORS

Moonworm's Dance & Other SF Classics—Stanley Mullen (includes The Day the Earth Stood Still &
Other SF Classcs—Harry Bates (Balrog Award winning story)

Hugo nominee story Space to Swing a Cat)

People of the Darkness-Ross Rocklynne (Nebulas nominee author)

When They Come From Space-Mark Clifton (Hugo winning author)

What Thin Partitions-Mark Clifton (Hugo winning author)

Star Bright & Other SF Classcs—Mark Clifton

Eight Keysto Eden-Mark Clifton (Hugo winning author)

Rat inthe Skull & Other Off-Trall Science Fiction-Rog Phillips (Hugo nominee author)

The Involuntary Immortals-Rog Phillips (Hugo nominee author)

InsdeMan & Other Science Fictions-H. L. Gold (Hugo winner, Nebula nominee)

Women of the Wood and Other Stories-A. Merritt (Science Fiction and Fantasy Hall of Fame award)
A Martian Odyssey & Other SF Classics—Stanley G. Weinbaum (SFWA Hall of Fame author)
Dawn of Hame & Other Stories—Stanley G. Weinbaum (SFWA Hall of Fame author)

The Black Flame—Stanley G. Weinbaum

Scout-Octavio Ramos, Jr. (Best Origind Fiction)

Smoke Signads-Octavio Ramos, Jr. (Best Origina Fiction winning author)

The City at World's End-Edmond Hamilton

The Star Kings-Edmond Hamilton (Sense of Wonder Award winning author)

A Yank a VahalaEdmond Hamilton (Sense of Wonder Award winning author)

Dawn of the Demigods, or People Minus X—Raymond Z. Gallun (Nebula Nominee Author)
THE BESTSELLING SFF/H OF J. D. CRAYNE

Tetragravitron (Captain Spycer #1)

Monster Lake

Invisible Encounter & Other Stories

The Cosmic Circle



PLANETS OF ADVENTURE
Colorful Space Operafrom the Legendary Pulp Planet Stories

#1. “The Sword of Firé'—A Nove of an Endaved World” by Emmett McDowdll. & “The Rocketeers
Have Shaggy Ears'—A Nove of Peril on Alien Worlds by Keith Bennett.

#2. " The Seven Jewels of Chamar"—A Nove of Future Centuries by Nebula Nominee Raymond F.
Jones. & “Fame Jewd of the Ancients'—A Nove of Outlaw Worlds by Edwin L. Grabber.

#3. " Captives of the Weir-Wind"—A Nove of the Void by Nebula Nominee Ross Rocklynne. &
“Black Priestess of Varda'—A Novel of aMagic World by Erik Fennel.

NEMESIS: THE NEW MAGAZINE OF PULP THRILLS

#1. Festuring Gun Moll, the 1920s Undercover Nemesisof Crimein “Tentacles of Evil,” an dl-new,
complete book-length novel; plusaNick Bancroft mystery by Bob Liter, “The Greensox Murders’ by
Jean Marie Stine, and a classic mystery short reprinted from the heyday of the pulps.

#2 Featuring Rachel Rocket, the 1930s Winged Nemesis of Foreign Terror in *“Hell Wings Over
Manhattan,” an al-new, complete book-length nove, plus spine-tingling sciencefiction sories, including
EPPIE nominee Stefan Vucak's “Hunger,” author J. D. Craynesdisturbing “ Point of View,” Hugo
Award winner Larry Niven's“No Exit,” written with Jean Marie Stine, and aclassc novelette of space
ship mystery by the king of space opera, Edmond Hamilton. lllugtrated. (Illustrations not availablein
Pdm).

#3 Featuring Victory Rose, the 1940s Nemesis of Axis Tyranny, in Hitler's Find Trumpet,” an al-new,
complete book-length nove, plus classic jungle pulp tales, including a complete Ki-Gor novel.

# 4 Featuring Femme Noir, the 1950s Nemesis of Hell's Restless Spirits, in an al new, book length
novd, plusdl new and classic pulp shudder tales, including “ The Summons from Beyond” the legendary
round-robin novelette of cosmic horror by H.P. Lovecraft, Robert E. Howard, C.L. Moore, A. Merritt,
and Frank Belknap Long.

OTHER FINE CONTEMPORARY & CLASSIC SF/F/H

A Million Y earsto Conquer-Henry Kuttner

After the Polothas—Stephen Brown

Arcadia—Tabitha Bradley

Backdoor to Heaven—Vicki McElfresh

Buck Rogers#1: Armageddon 2419 A.D.-Philip Francis Nowlan
Buck Rogers#2. The Airlords of Han—Philip Francis Nowlan
Chaka: Zulu King-Book I. The Curse of Baleka-H. R. Haggard
Chaka Zulu King-Book I1. Umpdopogass Revenge-H. R. Haggard
Claimed!-Francis Stevens

Darby O'Gill: The Classic Irish Fantasy-Hermine Templeton



Diranda: Taes of the Fifth Quadrant—Tabitha Bradley

Draculas Daughters-Ed. Jean Marie Stine

Dwédlersinthe Mirage-A. Merritt

From Beyond & 16 Other Macabre Masterpieces-H. P. Lovecraft

Future Eves. Classic Science Fiction about Women by Women-(ed) Jean Marie Stine

Ghost Hunters and Psychic Detectives. 8 Classic Taes of Seuthing and the Supernatural-(ed.) J. M.
Sine

Horrors: Rarely Reprinted Classic Terror Taes-(ed.) J. M. Stine. J.L. Hill
House on the Borderland-William Hope Hodgson

House of Many Worlds[Elspeth Marriner #1]—Sam Merwin Jr.
Invisible Encounter and Other SF Stories—J. D. Crayne
Murcheson Inc., Space Sadvage—Cleve Cartmill

Ki-Gor, Lord of the Jungle-John Peter Drummond

Logt Stars: Forgotten SF from the “ Best of Anthologies'-(ed.) J. M. Stine
Metropolis-Theavon Harbou

Mission to Misenum [Elspeth Marriner #2]—Sam Merwin Jr.
Migtress of the Djinn-Geoff S. Reynard

Chronicles of the Sorceress Morgaine I-V—Joe Vadama
Nightmare! -Francis Stevens

Pete Manx, Time Troubler—Arthur K. Barnes

Possessed! -Francis Stevens

Ralph 124C 41+—Hugo Gernsback

Seven Out of Time—Arthur Leo Zagut

Star Tower—Joe Vaddma

The Cosmic Whed-J. D. Crayne

The Forbidden Garden-John Taine

The City a World's End-Edmond Hamilton

The Ghost PiratesW. H. Hodgson

TheGirl in the Golden Atom—Ray Cummings



The Heads of Cerberus—Francis Stevens

The House on the Borderland-William Hope Hodgson

The Ingdious Fu Manchu-Sax Rohmer

The Interplanetary Huntress-Arthur K. Barnes

The Interplanetary Huntress Returns-Arthur K. Barnes

The Interplanetary Huntress Last Case-Arthur K. Barnes

TheLightning Witch, or The Metal Mongter-A. Meritt

The Price He Paid: A Novd of the Stellar Republic—Mait Kirkby

The Thief of Bagdad-Achmed Abdullah

Women of the Wood and Other Stories-A. Merritt

BARGAIN SF/F EBOOKSIN OMNIBUSEDITIONS

(Complete & Unabridged)

The First Lord Dunsany Omnibus. 5 Complete Books—L ord Dunsany

The Firgt William Morris Omnibus. 4 Complete Classic Fantasy Books

The Barsoom Omnibus: A Princess of Mars, The Gods of Mars, The Warlord of Mars-Burroughs
The Second Barsoom Omnibus: Thuvia, Maid of Mars, The Chessmen of Mars-Burroughs

The Third Barsoom Omnibus. The Mastermind of Mars; A Fighting Man of Mars-Burroughs

The Firg Tarzan Omnibus. Tarzan of the Apes, The Return of Tarzan; Jungle Tades of Tarzan-Burroughs

The Second Tarzan Omnibus; The Beasts of Tarzan; The Son of Tarzan; Tarzan and the Jewels of
Opar-Burroughs

The Third Tarzan Omnibus, Tarzan the Untamed; Tarzan the Terrible Tarzan and the Golden
Lion-Burroughs

The Pdlucidar Omnibus. At the Earth's Core; Pellucidar-Burroughs

The Cagpak Omnibus. The Land that Time Forgot; The People that Time Forgot; Out of Time's
Abyss-Burroughs

TheFirsg H. G. Wdls Omnibus,; The Invishle Man: War of the Worlds, The ldand of Dr. Moreau

The Second H. G. Wdls Omnibus. The Time Machine; The First Men in the Moon; When the Seeper
Wakes

The Third H. G. Wdls Omnibus: The Food of the Gods,; Shape of Thingsto Come; In the Days of the
Comet

The Firgt JulesVerne Omnibus. Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea; The Mysterious Idand; From



the Earth to the Moon

The Homer Eon Hint: All 4 of the Clasic “Dr. Kenney” Novels. The Lord of Degth; The Queen of Life;
The Devolutionist; The Emancipatrix

The Second Jules Verne Omnibus: Around the World in 80 Days; A Journey to the Center of the Earth;
Off on a Comet

Three Great Horror Novels. Dracula; Frankenstein; Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
The Darkness and Dawn Omnibus. The Classic Science Fiction Trilogy-George Allan England
The Garrett P. Serviss Omnibus: The Second Deluge; The Moon Metd; A Columbus of Space

ADDITIONAL TITLESIN PREPARATION
PageTurnerEditions.com



